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"If  I  have  not  read  a  book  be- 
fore, it  is,  to  all  intents  and  pur- 
poses, new  to  me,  whether  it  was 
printed  yesterday  or  three  hun- 
dred years  ago."  —  William  Haz- 
litt. 


PILGRIM  EDITION  OF  THE  HOLY 
BIBLE,  1,721  pages,  with  maps.  Ox- 
ford. $4.50. 

To  run  across  a  distinctively  differ- 
ent Bible  like  the  Pilgrim  Bible  is  a 
great  pleasure  to  any  literary  editor. 
This  Bible  was  especially  edited  and 
annotated  for  young  Christians.  It  has 
the  familiar  Authorized  (King  James ) 
text,  and  is  printed  in  a  clear,  read- 
able type,  with  self-pronouncing  prop- 
er names.  The  editors  of  the  Pilgrim 
Bible  were  ten  years  in  their  work,  but 
a  glance  through  the  pages,  and  most 
certainly  a  careful  study  of  it,  makes 
it  evident  that  their  time  was  well 
spent. 

Some  of  the  special  features  are  its 
introductions  to  each  book  of  the  Bi- 
ble, and  each  section  and  testament; 
its  outlines  for  each  book  of  the  Bible; 
its  excellent  (in  scholarship  and  spir- 
ituality) footnotes  that  explain  dif- 
ficult or  obscure  passages;  its  complete 
indices;  its  ten  especially  prepared 
maps  in  full  color.  Of  course  there  are 
other  fine  features  that  make  this 
an  ideal  Bible  for  the  young  Chris- 
tian. It  is  seldom  that  we  are  able  to 
recommend  a  book  which  is  as  thor- 
oughly pleasing  as  this  Bible  is. 

The  Bible  is  bound  in  rich  blue  cloth, 
stamped  with  gold,  making  it  very 
attractive   and   durable. 


MORNING  AND  EVENING,  by  Charles 
H.  Spurgeon,  Edited  by  David  Otis 
Fuller,  376  pages,  Zondervan,  $2.50. 

One  expects  anything  that  was  writ- 
ten by  Spurgeon  to  be  good,  and  it  us- 
ually requires  superlatives  to  discuss 
his  works.  But,  to  bring  out  a  new  and 
commanding  volume  of  daily  devotion- 
al readings,  when  there  are  already 
so  many  of  them,  is  a  real  test  to  any 
writer.  Naturally  this  book  ranks  with 
the  very  best  of  its  type.  While  we  laud 
the  writing  of  Spurgeon,  we  must  also 
realize  that  his  editor  and  condenser, 
David  Otis  Fuller,  has  also  done  a 
great  job  in  making  his  selections. 

It  is  true  that  there  are  many  de- 
votional books  of  this  type — but  not 
quite  like  it.  MORNING  AND  EVE- 
NING has  tioo  selections  for  each  day, 
as  the  title  suggests,  one  for  the  morn- 
ing and  one  for  the  evening.  Each  of 
these  devotional  themes  is  taken  from 
the  Bible,  and  the  comments  are  in 
the  inimitable  style  of  that  greatest 
of  recent  preachers,  Spurgeon.  You  will 
not  be  able  to  find  selections  of  poetry 
and  other  literary  fragments,  but  we 
assure  you  that  you  will  be  greeted 
each  MORNING  AND  EVENING  by 
wholesome,  meaty  devotionals  from 
God's  Word. 
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Charles  W.  Conn 


THE  MAKING  OF  1949 

\Y/HEN  the  Preacher  said,  in  Ecclesiastes  1:9,  that  there 
"^  was  nothing  new  under  the  sun,  he  gave  rise  to  much 
discussion  and  debate.  Well,  what  about  it?  Is  there  ac- 
tually nothing  new  in  the  world  today?  At  first  thought 
we  would  answer  "Of  course  there  is  much  that  is  new! 
Never  before  has  the  world  been  blessed  with  things  such 
as  ...  "  But,  think  a  minute!  The  preacher  did  not  say 
that  there  were  not  new  arrangements  and  compositions 
of  old  things,  so  that  they  appear  to  be  new — he  undoubt- 
edly had  reference  to  basic  things.  The  atomic  bomb  might 
be  termed  as  new,  but  it  is  merely  the  harnessing  and  ar- 
rangement of  elements  and  materials  that  have  been  here 
since  the  world  began.  Airplanes  are  made  and  run  by  ma- 
terials that  have  always  been  in  the  earth;  only  the  putting 
together  of  these  materials  seems  to  have  made  a  new  thing. 
There  is  not  a  tune  or  melody  on  earth,  whether  symphonic 
or  swingtime,  but  that  is  only  a  different  arrangement  of 
the  same  tones. 

Every  new  word  is  but  a  different  arrangement  of  the 
same  old  letters  that  we  have  always  known.  For  example, 
take  the  letters  A,  S,  T,  R.  If  four  children  were  given 
blocks  with  these  letters  on  them,  they  might  very  well 
use  the  same  blocks  to  make  different  words  and  different 
senses.  One  child  might  form  the  word  STAR,  which  sug- 
gests astronomy  and  the  glories  of  God's  heaven;  a  word 
to  sweep  the  imagination  into  an  inspiring  and  provoca- 
tive vision.  A  second  child  might  use  the  same  letters  to 
form  RATS,  which  fills  the  mind  with  loathsomeness,  and 
suggests  filth  and  ravening.  A  third  might  put  together 
ARTS,  and  flood  scenes  of  great  paintings,  majestic  mu- 
seums and  classical  literature  and  sculpture  before  the 
mind's  vision.  And  then  the  fourth  child  might  easily 
make  of  his  blocks  the  word  TARS,  suggestive  of  labor  and 
toil  on  the  seas,  on  the  highways  or  in  laboratories.  The 
words  aren't  new  or  spectacular — they  are  merely  different 
arrangements  of  the  same  four  letters. 

So  it  is  with  life.  What  you  make  of  your  life  will  not  be 
anything  out  of  the  ordinary,  but  it  will  be  only  your  ar- 
rangement of  days  and  hours  and  minutes  and  opportu- 
nities and  handicaps.  If  you  will,  you  can  take  the  365 
days  of  1949  and  form  them  into  some  glorious  task;  or 
you  can  form  them  into  the  body  of  sloth  and  negligence. 
Everyone  will  be  offered  the  same  number  of  days,  each 
twenty-four  hours  long,  but  the  formation  of  your  year 
from  these  days  will  be  your  job.  With  the  same  materials 
as  your  fellow  man,  will  you  allow  him  to  form  a  better 
year  than  you  do?  Or  will  you  form  the  very  best?  Don't 
look  for  something  new,  for  there  is  nothing  new,  only 
new  and  worth-while  arrangements  of  the  same  ancient 
materials,  inspirations  and  efforts. 
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COME  people  habitually  make  personal  resolutions  for 
*J  each  new  year,  and  others  scoff  at  the  practice.  Whether 
or  not  you  are  the  type  that  makes  a  list  of  things  you  de- 
termine to  do  in  the  coming  year,  chances  are  that  you 
do  have  some  intentions  in  your  mind  that  might  be 
called  resolutions.  Personally,  I  have  never  been  convinced 
of  any  value  in  a  formal,  written  list  of  resolutions,  for 
they  are  usually  broken,  even  before  the  first  month  (or 
week)  has  passed.  However,  there  can  never  be  any  real 
advancement  made  until  we  have  resolved  within  ourselves 
to  correct  our  shortcomings  and  irregularities  of  habit  and 
practice,  and  to  adopt  proper  customs  and  ways  of  living. 
Hardly  a  year  passes  but  that  I  make  a  mental  note  of 
things  I  would  like  to  do  during  the  coming  year.  It  seems 
that  you  have  a  challenge,  albeit  presented  by  yourself, 
and  will  exert  any  reasonable  effort  to  realize  your  goal. 
Dare  to  set  a  goal  for  yourself!  You  can  never  make  prog- 
ress until  you  have  taken  aim  at  some  point  above  or  be- 
yond you.  I  don't  mean  that  you  should  write  on  a  piece 
of  paper  a  long  list  of  fancies,  for,  if  they  are  sincere  and 
needful  enough,  they  will  constantly  prick  your  mind  and 
attitudes  from  sluggishness.  But  I  do  mean  that  your  days 
should  be  with  purpose.  Remember,  recognition  of  a  short- 
coming is  the  first  step  toward  its  correction. 

GUIDE  FOR  FAMILY  PRAYER 

ON  page  20  in  this  month's  LIGHTED  PATHWAY  we 
are  beginning  a  new  feature,  a  GUIDE  FOR  HOME  DE- 
VOTIONS. Many  families  are  in  need  of  just  such  a  guide 
as  this.  We  have  asked  Sister  Avis  Swiger,  a  very  conse- 
crated Christian,  and  teacher  at  Lee  College,  to  conduct 
this  department  for  us.  You  will  notice  that  she  has  out- 
lined appropriate  Scripture  settings  and  song  selections  for 
each  day's  worship,  with  a  list  of  prayer  requests  for  our 
general  church  work,  and  for  the  personal  needs  of  the 
individual  heart  and  soul.  We  do  not  mean  this  depart- 
ment to  be  a  formalization  of  the  family  prayer  hour;  per- 
haps you  have  a  better  system  of  your  own.  However, 
many  families  have  no  system  whatever  concerning  prayer 
— -and  will  welcome  a  guide  that  will  give  a  real  point  to 
family  devotions,  and  will  lead  them  from  haphazard 
habits  at  the  home  altar.  Whether  or  not  this  feature  will 
be  of  value  to  you,  we  trust  that  it  will  stimulate  family 
worship  in  every  home. 

ANOTHER  STEP  BY  LEE  COLLEGE 

\^OU  will  notice,  on  page  19,  a  bulletin  stating  that  the 
■  High  School  department  of  our  Lee  College  has  just 
become  fully  accredited  by  the  Southern  Association  of  Col- 
leges and  Secondary  Schools.  Our  High  School  department 
has  been  fully  accredited  among  Tennessee  schools  for  a 
long  time  now,  but  this  recognition  by  the  educators  of 
this  entire  region  is  a  great  step  forward.  It  means,  natural- 
ly, that  our  own  High  School  is  among  the  best  in  the  en- 
tire Southeast.  It  should  be  comforting  to  each  parent  to 
realize  that  their  children  will  be  able  to  receive  their  edu- 
cation in  an  institution  which  has  attained  such  scholastic 
eminence,  and  that  maintains  its  spiritual  integrity  and 
moral  emphasis.  We  should  be  humbly  grateful  for  our 
school's  president,  high  school  principal,  and  teachers,  who 
have  brought  this  recognition  to  pass. 
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PART  TWO 

There  are  circumstances  under 
which  five  years  can  pass  very  swift- 
ly, Raymond  Andrews  reasoned  to 
himself,  as  he  mused  over  his  life  in 
Blackpine — but  they  must  be  pleas- 
ant circumstances.  Sitting  alone  in  his 
small,  damp  cabin,  he  was  fully  aware 
that  the  past  five  years  had  not 
passed  quickly  for  him.  It  seemed  ages 
since  he  had  come  there.  On  that 
night  the  men  of  the  town  had  so 
irreverently  refused  to  support  a 
house  of  God  he  became  more  resolved 
than  ever  that  there  should  be  a 
church  in  Blackpine. 

However,  it  had  been  more  than  a 
week  before  he  was  able  to  really  be- 
gin the  fulfillment  of  his  vow  to  erect 
a  church  building.  On  the  day  follow- 
ing his  encounter  with  the  townsmen 
he  had  hitched  his  mule  to  the  old 
wagon,  and  had  traveled  back  over  the 
dusty  trail  to  Roaring  Falls,  a  town 
considerably  larger  than  Blackpine, 
since  it  alone  could  supply  him  with 
the  provisions  and  tools  he  would 
need.  The  trip  to  the  town  took  al- 
most three  days.  Raymond  did  as  he 
had  done  on  the  journey  to  Blackpine 
— he  pitched  camp  each  night,  and 
ate  only  twice  each  day,  each  night 
when  he  made  camp  and  each  morn- 
ing when  he  broke  camp. 

In  Roaring  Falls  he  was  able  to  pur- 
chase axes,  a  saw,  a  spade,  and  other 
necessary  tools.  He  was  aware  that 
he  would  not  be  able  to  continue  his 
living  in  the  Blackpine  inn,  so  he 
purchased  a  small  tent  in  which  to 
live  until  he  could  prepare  more  com- 
modious quarters.  He  had  checked  and 
rechecked  the  list  of  his  needs  so  that 
nothing  would  be  forgotten.  It  was 
in  his  purchase  of  food  that  he  had 
to  be  especially  careful,  for,  since  the 
altercation  had  arisen  with  the  men, 
he  felt  that  they  would  find  some 
excuse  to  deny  him  food  if  he  sought 
to  buy  it  in  Blackpine. 

Raymond  Andrews  would  never  for- 
get the  elation  that  he  had  felt  when 
he  found  a  rusty  old  church  bell  at  a 
blacksmith's  shop. 

"You  mean  you  want  that  ol'  bell?" 
the  blacksmith  had  asked  him. 
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"Yes,"  Raymond  had  replied  hope- 
fully. "I  would  like  very  much  to  have 
it;  that  is,  if  the  price  isn't  too  great." 

"Well,  whut  in  th'  creation  kin  a 
young  feller  like  you  be  wantin'  with 
a  ol'  rusty  bell  like  that?" 

Raymond  had  eyed  the  tawny 
blacksmith  carefully  before  he  an- 
swered. "I  want  it  for  a  church." 

The  blacksmith  had  spat  on  the 
ground,  and  squinted  dubiously  at  the 
minister.  "Quit  yore  kiddin',  young 
feller,  thar  ain't  no  church  in  Black- 
pine. Ever'body  in  this  whoF  country 
knows  that.  Why,  the  circuit  rider  thet 
comes  here  ever'  six  months  has  done 
wiped  his  feet  off  aginst  that  town." 

"W-Well,"  the  young  preacher  had 
stammered,  "Well,  you  see,  I  plan  to 
build  a  church  in  Blackpine.  And  I 
want  this  bell.  I  wan;  this  bell  to  ring 
in  that  church;  I  want  it  to  ring  forth 
the  praises  of  Almighty  God  until  all 
Blackpine  will  hear  it." 

The  swarthy  blacksmith  was 
stunned.  Speechless,  he  gaped  at  Ray- 
mond for  so  long  that  the  young  man 
had  felt  embarrassment.  Then  he  had 
laid  a  calloused  and  sturdy  hand  on 
the  minister's  shoulder. 

"Th'  bell's  yore'n,  Preacher.  I  ain't 
no  Christian,  an'  don't  even  pertend  to 
be  no  good,  but  God  bless  yore  spunky 
heart,  that  bell's  yore'n.  I  hope  to  th' 
good  Lord  you  kin  make  it  rang  out 
jest  like  you  said." 

Raymond  recalled  how  he  had  taken 
that  gnarled  hand  into  his  own.  "You 
don't  know  how  desperately  I  want  to 
hear  that  bell  ring  but,  sir.  May  God 
bless  you  for  letting  me  have  it.  My 
name  is  Raymond  Andrews,  and  I 
want  to  repay  your  kindness,  if  there 
is  ever  anything  I  can  do  for  you." 

"An'  my  name  is  Duff  Simpson, 
Preacher.  If  you  mean  to  stick  it  out 
in  Blackpine,  yo're  jest  my  type  o' 
man.  I  like  th'  looks  of  you." 

Raymond's  money  was  almost  gone 
when  he  started  back  to  Blackpine.  He 
had  had  some  money  saved  up  when 
he  left  the  east,  but  now  it  was  al- 
most gone.  While  he  was  in  Roaring 
Falls  he  had  written  to  his  mother 
to  send  him  all  that  remained  of  his 
savings,  but  it  would  be  weeks  before 
the  post  would  be  ridden  across  the 
western  plains  to  her;  then  it  would 
be  weeks  before  her  reply  reached 
him.  But  he  was  not  worried.  He  had 


come   to   the   Northwest  aware   that 
there  would  be  no  luxurious  living  for 
him.    But    the    inspiration    of    God 
burned  warmly  in  his  heart,  and  that  I 
sufficed  him. 

When  Raymond  had  been  in  the 
seminary  he  had  wanted  to  build  a 
church,  having  in  mind  two  things 
he  would  always  insist  upon:  that  the 
church  have  a  sort-of  steeple,  and 
that  it  be  built  on  a  hili.  There  was  no 
difficulty  in  securing  a  site  for  his 
church,  since  the  land  was  free  to  any 
homesteader.  He  had  already  selected 
it  and  all  that  needed  to  be  done  was 
to  go  to  work. 

The  preacher  came  back  to  Black- 
pine from  Roaring  Falls  without  no- 
tice. He  pitched  nis  tent  in  the  black 
forest,  and  did  not  go  into  town  for 
many  days. 

Raymond  smiled  to  himself,  now,  as 
he  remembered  this  experience.  Five 
years  ago  he  had  pitched  his  tent 
right  here  on  this  same  hilltop,  and 
had  actually  whistled  merrily  as  he 
made  it  comfortable — for  he  had  been 
happy.  And  now — now,  after  all  these 
years,  he  could  not  whistle  his  merry 
tune.  He  sighed  deeply,  and  arose  to 
mop  the  water  from  the  floor.  After 
he  had  mopped  it  as  dry  as  possible, 
he  went  to  the  clock  that  sat  on  a 
shelf  near  his  handmade  bed,  and 
wound  it  with  the  key.  The  clock 
showed  that  it  was  shortly  before  ten 
o'clock.  He  really  should  be  in  bed, 
he  told  himself;  but  he  was  lonely, 
and  the  bright  fire  cheered  him  con- 
siderably. When  he  seated  himself  at 
the  fireplace  again,  he  put  his  aching 
feet  near  the  fire,  for  they  were  cold. 
The  wind  whined  £  round  the  corners 
of  the  cabin  and  hurled  torrents  of 
rain  against  the  windows.  It  seemed 
that  the  rain  had  intensified,  and  he 
heard  rivulets  of  water  running 
around  the  cabin  and  down  the  hill- 
side. He  so  anxiously  wanted  the  rain 
to  stop,  for  he  wanted  to  leave  as  soon 
as  possible.  The  longer  the  rain  con- 
tinued, the  longer  it  would  take  the 
trail  to  dry,  and  his  departure  from 
Blackpine  would  be  delayed  just  that 
long.  He  was  actually  becoming  eager 
to  leave. 

And  five  years  ago,  he  was  just  as 
eager  to  stay.  He  recalled  how  ambi- 
tious he  had  been  to  begin  the  actual 
building,  and  how  for  days  he   had 
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worked  in  clearing  off  space  for  the 
church.  During  the  first  day  he  had 
used  the  axe,  he  found  that  his  hands 
were  soon  blistered.  That  night  in  his 
tent  he  had  noticed  that  huge  watery 
blisters  covered  them.  His  muscles 
ached  and  he  was  dead  tired.  In  fact, 
he  had  been  so  very  tired  that  he  fell 
asleep  on  his  bedding  in  the  corner 
of  the  tent  before  he  prepared  sup- 
per. He  lay  there  ail  night.  The  next 
morning  he  had  arisen  before  day- 
break, and  prepared  breakfast  in  dis- 
comfort— his  hands  had  been  swollen, 
and  his  joints  stiff.  By  the  time  day- 
light arrived,  he  was  back  in  the  clear- 
ing overlooking  the  town,  swinging  his 
axe  with  a  will. 

He  learned  that  when  the  blisters 
came,  they  would  soon  burst  if  he 
would  just  keep  working.  The  soreness 
would  soon  leave  his  limbs  if  he  would 
just  ignore  them  and  keep  on  working. 
After  several  days  he  had  a  large 
clearing  ready  for  his  building,  and 
then  he  felt  that  he  was  making  prog- 
ress. It  was  several  days  before  he 
had  finished  the  foundation  for  the 
structure;  and  it  was  then  that  he 
realized  that  he  may  have  been  rash 
to  boast  of  a  church  building  at  all. 
Gathering  stones  for  a  foundation 
had  been  hard  enough,  but  for  one 
man,  with  only  one  mule,  to  fell  and 
drag  and  place  logs  in  a  building 
seemed  well  nigh  impossible.  He  had 
begun  to  worry,  and  feared  he  would 
never  be  able  to  go  on. 

It  was  soon  far  into  the  summer, 
and  Raymond  knew  that  there  would 
not  be  a  church  building  in  Blackpine 
by  winter.  He  had  worked  for  weeks, 
and  actually  only  a  few  signs  of  a 
building  were  to  be  seen.  And  then  a 
strange  thing  had  happened. 

Early  one  morning,  as  he  was  pre- 
paring breakfast  outside  his  tent,  he 
heard  the  clomp  of  horse  hooves  on 
the  trail.  Soon  he  knew  that  the  sound 
was  nearing  him,  and  looked  up  just 
as  a  horse  with  its  huge  rider  topped 
the  hill.  The  rider  reined  his  horse 
toward  the  tent. 

"Wal,  good  morning,  Preacher!"  the 
rider  greeted.  "Bet  yo're  supprized  to 
see  me,  huh?" 

Raymond  could  hardly  believe  what 
he  saw.  "Duff  Simpson,  the  black- 
smith!" he  exclaimed.  "What  are  you 
doing  away  up  here  in  Blackpine?" 

The  blacksmith  had  grinned  as  he 
swung  off  his  horse  and  tied  it  to  a 
tree.  "I've  come  to  see  how  that  there 
church  building  yo're  building  is  git- 
tin'  along."  He  looked  at  the  felled 
logs  which  lay  about,  and  the  founda- 
tion which  protruded  from  the  ground 
in  the  clearing.  "Uh,  huh,"  he  nodded. 
"I  didn't  allow  that  you  could  do  much 
by  yoreself.  But,  bless  my  soul,  young 
feller,  I  like  yore  grit.  Yo're  my  type 
o'  man.  An'  it  shore  appears  that  you 
really  mean  business  about  this  here 
church  house.  Don't  reckon  a  little 
assist  would  aggrevate  you  much, 
would  it?  Well,  ol'  Duff  Simpson  is 
gonna  help  you  build  a  church  house. 
Ain't  never  built  one  before — but 
there's  always  a  time  to  start." 

"B-but  ..." 

"No  'buts'  about  it,  Preacher.  I  wuz 
working  t'other  day,  and  got  to  thank- 


in'  about  yore  church  bell.  'Shore 
would  like  to  hear  that  there  bell  rang 
fer  the  fust  time,'  I  says  to  myself.  I 
knowed  you  wouldn't  be  got  very  fer 
with  the  church  house,  all  by  yoreself. 
But  the  more  I  thought  about  it,  the 
more  I  decided  I  better  come  an  see 
about  you.  You  know,  Preacher,  I  be- 
lieve with  my  muscles  and  yore  spunk, 
we  can  build  a  church  house  between 
us,  don't  you?" 

"Why — why — do  you  mean  it?  I— I 
mean,  sure!  Sure  we  can!"  stammered 
Raymond.  "Of  course  we  can!" 

"Fine!  We'll  have  to  git  started  on 
them  logs  purty  soon.  But,  right  now, 
hurry  up  that  coffee,  'cause  I  feel  a 
mite  hungry." 

And  they  had  done  it! 

Raymond  caught  himself  nodding  in 
satisfaction  as  he  relived  that  heart- 
ening episode.  Besides  the  church 
building,  they  had  built  this  very 
cabin  in  which  he  now  sat. 

He  had  not  heard  of  or  from  Duff 
Simpson  for  several  years  now.  But 
he  was  certainly  a  blessing  from  the 
Lord  back  then.  What  a  lovable  old 
character  he  had  been.  He  hadn't 
stayed  with  Raymond  long  enough  to 
do  all  the  inside  finishing  of  the 
church;  but  he  had  stayed  until  the 
building  was  up,  solid  and  firmly.  For 
long  months  the  two  of  them  had 
worked  ardently  together — arising 
early  and  retiring  late.  They  didn't 
quite  make  it  by  the  first  snow,  but  it 
was  up  before  the  first  big  snow. 

Raymond  recalled  how  enthusiastic 
Duff  had  been  about  the  steeple.  The 
building  was  very  rough  and  crude, 
but  it  merited  a  steeple.  It  was  a 
rather  improvised  addition  to  the  log 
building,  but  it  pointed  its  finger  to- 
ward heaven. 

"Preacher,"  Duff  had  begun  one  day 
as  they  were  putting  the  shingles  on 
the  roof,  "There's  one  little  thing  that 


I've  thunk  about  considerable  lately." 

"What  is  it,  Duff?" 

"That  there  first  service  you  wuz 
talkin'  'bout  down  in  Roaring 
Falls  that  day.  You  recollect,  'bout 
rangin'  that  there  bell  so's  ever'body 
could  hear  it?" 

"Yes,  I  remember  it." 

"Well,  do  you  reckon  that  maybe  th' 
good  Lord  would  be  agreeable  to  lettin' 
me  rang  th'  bell  that  one  time?" 

Raymond  had  seen  that  he  was  per- 
fectly sincere,  and  answered,  "Why, 
of  course,  Duff!  And,  if  we  can  only 
keep  on  the  job  like  we  have  been,  I 
expect  to  have  our  first  service  by  New 
Year's  Day.  And  the  ringing  of  the 
bell  will  be  your  job." 

It  was  not  without  its  serious  prob- 
lems that  the  church  was  finally  com- 
pleted. It  required  several  trips  back 
to  Roaring  Falls  for  nails  and  win- 
dow panes  and  door  hinges  and  other 
necessary  materials.  Raymond  had 
been  in  Blackpine  for  more  than  six 
months  when  he  finally  viewed  his 
dream  church  there  in  the  wilderness. 

The  people  of  Blackpine  had  shown 
no  interest  whatever  in  his  project. 
If  they  were  amazed  that  a  church 
building  was  actually  being  erected, 
there  was  no  evidence — they  had  just 
ignored  the  entire  thing.  The  relation- 
ship between  the  townfolk  and  the 
preacher  had  been  peaceful  enough: 
there  had  been  neither  neighborliness 
nor  hostility.  Raymond  had  come  to 
help  the  people,  and  he  knew  that  he 
could  do  it  only  by  being  friendly  and 
pleasant. 

Several  times  he  had  gone  to  the 
general  store,  where  nothing  was  de- 
nied him,  if  it  was  in  stock.  He  was 
not  mistreated — he  was  only  ignored. 
The  people  of  Blackpine  did  not  seem 
conscious  that  he  existed.  They 
seemed  unaware  that  there  was  then 
(Continued  on  page  22) 
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HELPS  FOR  TEMPTED  AND  TRIED 


Dear  Tempted  and  Tried  Ones: 

Recently  I  read  an  article  on  heaven 
which  thrilled  my  soul  and  made  me 
feel  more  like  pressing  on  to  be  an 
overcomer  this  coming  year.  We  can- 
not have  room  in  one  issue  to  publish 
the  entire  message  but  we  want  you 
to  be  sure  to  read  each  issue  until  it 
is  finished.  After  we  have  gotten  a 
vision  of  heaven  it  will  be  easier  for 
us  to  say  from  our  hearts  this  little 
poem: 

Let  this  new  yea?-  that  silent  walks 
'beside  me 

Be  as  a  means  of  grace 

To  lead  me  up,  no  matter  what  be- 
tide me, 

Nearer  the  Master's  face. 

If  it  need  be  that  ere  I  reach   the 

fountain 
Where  living  ivaters  play 
My    feet    should    bleed    from    sharp 

stones  on  the  mountain, 
Then  cast  them  in  my  way. 

If  my  vain  soul  needs  blows  and  bit- 
ter crosses 

To  shape  it  for  Thy  crown, 

Then  bruise  it,  burn  it,  burden  it 
with  crosses, 

With  sorrows  bear  it  down. 

Do  what  thou  wilt  to  mould  me  to 

Thy  pleasure, 
And  if  I  should  complain 
Heap    full    of    anguish    yet    another 

measure, 
Until  I  smile  at  pain. 


HEAVEN 

By   Wm.  P.   Nicholson 

"In  my  Father's  house  are  many 
mansions:  if  it  were  not  so,  I  would 
have  told  you." — John  14:2. 

There  is  no  other  subject  that  in- 
flames the  heart  and  fires  the  imag- 
ination more  than  the  subject  of 
heaven.  After  being  away  from  home 
and  loved  ones  for  a  time,  the  very 
thought  of  going  home  fills  the  heart 
with  joy.  Should  it  not  be  the  same 
when  we  think  of  our  heavenly 
home?" 

There  are  three  reasons  why  every 
Christian  should  delight  in  this  theme. 

First,  we  are  surely  going  there. 
"None  perish  that  trust  Him."  When 
we  are  thinking  of  visiting  any  other 
country  or  city,  we  like  to  find  out 
all  we  can  about  it,  so  that  when  we 
get  there  we  will  know  what  is  most 
interesting  and  where  to  look  for  it, 
and  thus  get  the  most  and  best  out 
of  our  visit.  Shall  we  do  other  about 
heaven?  When  the  Lord  Jesus  has 
taken  the  trouble  to  go  and  prepare 
a  place  for  us  and  has  given  us  much 
information  about  the  place,  should 
we  not  take  time  to  find  out  all  we 
can  about  it,  so  that  when  we  get 
there  we  will  not  feel  as  if  we  were 
strangers  and  foreigners.  We  will  feel 
at  home.  There  are  many  Christians 
who  know  more  about  the  Continent 
of  Europe  or  Great  Britain  or  America 
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than  they  do  about  heaven.  This 
should  not  be. 

HEAVEN  is  to  be  the  bride's  home. 
That  is  why  the  Lord  Jesus — the 
Bridegroom — is  away  from  us  now.  He 
said,  "I  go  to  prepare  a  place  for  you. 
And  if  I  go  and  prepare  a  place  for 
you,  I  will  come  again,  and  receive 
you  unto  myself;  that  where  I  am, 
there  ye  may  be  also."  Since  He  has 
told  us  this,  surely  it  would  be  a  slight 
to  Him  if  we  were  unconcerned  about 
the  place  or  the  preparations.  The  joy 
of  any  bridegroom  when  he  is  mak- 
ing ready  the  home  for  his  bride,  is 
her  joyful  interest  in  all  that  is  being 
done  for  her. 

MEDITATION  upon  this  theme  will 
change  monotony  and  drudgery  into 
glory  and  gladness.  Are  we  in  sorrow? 
Some  loved  one  left  us  for  the  better 
land?  Surely  the  thought  that  they 
are  only  on  the  other  side,  and  that 
soon  we  too  will  be  with  them,  to  meet 
to  part  no  more,  should  bring  us  great 
comfort  in  our  sorrow.  Are  we  weary 
and  tired  with  life's  battles  and  strug- 
gles? Isn't  it  grand  to  know  that  soon 
we  will  be  where  there  will  never  be 
another  fight  or  struggle,  and  where 
we  can  never  be  weary  again?  What 
strength  it  gives  us  to  go  on  and  nev- 
er give  in!  Then  when  we  think  that 
we  may  be  there  any  moment!  Surely 
such  a  hope  as  that  gladdens  and 
lightens  our  hearts  and  nerves  us  on 
to  fresh  endeavors. 

However  long  we  may  meditate  on 
this  theme  or  however  diligently,  we 
will  never  be  able  to  exhaust  it.  "EYE 
HATH  NOT  SEEN,  EAR  HATH  NOT 
HEARD."  I  remember  reading  of  a 
child  born  blind.  He  had  never  seen 
the  beauties  or  the  glories  of  nature. 
His  loved  ones  had  done  their  best  to 
make  him  see  by  describing  them  to 
him;  but  however  well  we  may  de- 
scribe these  things  we  can  never  tell 
them  as  they  really  are.  So  it  was  with 
him.  They  heard  about  some  clever 
oculist  who  had  performed  some  very 
remarkable  operations,  and  they  took 
the  lad  to  him.  He  examined  him  very 
carefully,  and  then  said  that  he 
thought  that  an  operation  would  give 
the  boy  his  sight,  but  they  were  not 
to  be  too  sure.  The  operation  was  over. 
The  excitement  was  intense.  The 
mother  and  father  and  some  friends 
were  there.  The  bandages  were  re- 
moved. The  room  was  darkened.  The 
light  was  admitted  very  slowly  at  first, 
and  then  fully.  What  joy  there  was 
when  they  saw  that  the  lad  had  his 
sight.  He  was  taken  over  to  the  win- 
dow of  the  ward  and  shown  the  glo- 
ries of  the  early  spring.  He  was  silent, 
and  they  wondered  what  was  wrong. 
They  looked  into  his  face  and  saw 
the  tears  running  down  his  cheeks. 
In  answer  to  their  questions  he  said, 
"Why  did  you  not  tell  me  what  a  love- 
ly place  I  was  living  in?"  They  had 
done  their  best,  but  they  had  failed 
to  give  him  any  adequate  conception 


of  the  beauties  of  nature.  So  it  will 
be  when  we  get  to  heaven.  We  will 
say,  "The  half  was  never  told." 

THE  BIBLE  DESCRIBES  HEAVEN 
as  a  PLACE.  John  14,  verse  2,  says,  "In 
my  Father's  house  are  many  man- 
sions; if  it  were  not  so  I  would  have 
told  you;  I  go  to  prepare  a  place  for 
you."  It  is  not  a  state,  but  a  place.  As 
real  a  place  as  any  place  we  know  of 
on  this  earth.  Where  it  is  we  cannot 
tell,  but  the  Bible  always  speaks  of  it 
as  being  up.  It  is  somewhere  other 
than  this  world,  but  it  is  as  really  a 
place,  and  we  can  tell  from  the  Word 
of  God  what  the  place  is  like. 

We  know  that  it  is  bright  there,  not 
so  much  by  the  things  that  are  men- 
tioned that  will  be  there,  but  by  the 
things  mentioned  that  won't  be  there. 
There  will  be  no  night  there.  It  is  one 
long  eternal  day.  The  sun  never  sets. 
The  Lord  is  the  Light  of  heaven.  I 
don't  know  how  you  feel  about  it,  but 
to  me  this  fact  fills  me  with  joy.  I 
cannot  say  I  am  afraid  of  the  night, 
but  I  am  never  comfortable  or  happy 
in  the  dark.  We  always  associate  ev- 
ery evi)  and  horrible  thing  with  the 
dark.  The  brightness  has  never  been 
dimmed  by  sorrow.  The  world  is  full 
of  it  now.  It  is  almost  impossible  to 
find  a  home  here  where  sorrow  has 
not  entered.  Every  life  has  its  share 
of  it.  There  are  many  shining  faces 
down  here,  but  behind  that  shining 
face  there  is  a  heart  filled  with  sor- 
row. What  a  variety  and  quantity 
there  is  of  sorrow.  The  most  of  it 
never  seen  or  known.  Pain  is  un- 
known there.  None  escape  it  here.  Pain 
is  the  common  lot  of  all.  Many  a 
woman  would  be  glad  to  die  that  she 
might  be  free  from  the  pain  that  is 
almost  unbearable,  she  has  hardly 
known  an  hour  for  years  that  she  has 
not  been  racked  with  pain.  Many  have 
pain  at  the  heart  far  sorer  than  any 
physical  pain.  A  child  gone  astray  in 
sin.  Can  anyone  fathom  the  pain  such 
a  mother  endures?  Thank  God!  there 
will  be  none  of  this  there.  Then  it  is 
so  bright  there;  there  will  never  be 
an  eye  dimmed  by  tears.  "This  world 
is  full  of  sighs,  full  of  sad  and  weep- 
ing eyes."  A  tear  has  never  dimmed 
the  eye  there.  I  don't  know  what  you 
women  will  do  when  you  get  there, 
for  tears  are  your  friends  in  many  a 
time  of  trouble.  I  have  known  many 
a  woman  say  that  she  many  a  time 
went  away  and  had  a  good  cry  to  her- 
self. Her  tears  acted  like  a  sort  of 
safety  valve  for  her.  Then  what  a 
weapon  it  is  in  the  hands  of  women. 
Just  start  them  flowing,  and  what 
man  or  argument  could  stand  before 
them?  The  Lord  will  see  that  up  there 
there  will  be  no  occasion  for  them,  so 
they  won't  be  needed.  Glory  to  God! 
not  only  unclouded  skies,  but  un- 
dimmed  eyes  for  all  who  gather  there. 
Then  so  bright  will  it  be,  there  will 
be  no  curse  there.  How  many  cursed 
(Continued  on  page  22) 
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LITTLE  GRAY   HOUSE   IN 
THE   RAIN 

Audre  Pitts 

The    little    gray    house,    in    the    rain, 
looked  old 
And  somewhat  shabby,  that  day 
As   I   knocked — but   the   door   swung 
back 
Revealing  a  scene  so  gay. 

The  hearthfire  glowed,  and  its  ruddy 
cheer 
Sent  a  warmth  through  my  chilling 
veins; 
And  children  played  in  its  flickering 
light — 
Forgetful  of  autumn  rains. 

It  looked  so  cozy  and  homelike  to  me, 
That  I'd  like  to  go  back  again 

Where  the  hearthfire  burns,  and  chil- 
dren play 
In  that  little  gray  house  in  the  rain. 

ADOPTED 

Recently  my  little  five-year-old 
adopted  grandson  said  to  his  mother, 
"Mother,  do  you  know  when  I  was  up 
in  Heaven,  before  I  came  down  ■  to 
earth  to  live,  I  looked  down  here  and 
saw  you  and  saw  you  smile  at  a  little 
boy  and  I  told  Jesus  that  I  wanted  to 
come  down  here  and  live  with  you." 
His  mother  said,  "Oh,  so  you  adopted 
your  mother  instead  of  mother  adopt- 
ing you,"  and  he  said,  "Yes." 


Eugene  Field,  although  a  great  man, 
has  given  us  this  piece  of  imagination 
which  is  very  beautiful. 

"Yesterday  morning  there  was  a 
strange  and  unusual  commotion  in 
Heaven.  A  little  angel,  with  big  black 
eyes,  and  the  softest  of  white  wings, 
asked  St.  Peter  to  let  him  out  of  the 
pearly  gates.  The  good  saint  hesitated 
— he  was  loath  to  lose  so  sweet  a  crea- 
ture, but  when  the  little  angel  told 
him  he  would  come  back  sometime, 
the  gate  was  opened  a  trifle,  and  the 
treasure  crept  out.  Of  course  he  came 
right  down  to  earth,  and,  peering 
anxiously  around,  he  found  no  pleas- 
anter,  easier  home  than  that  of  Mrs. 
Skiff.  It  was  very  early  in  the  morn- 
ing and  so  he  slipped  quietly  in 
through  the  door,  and,  snuggling  up 
close  to  the  lady,  said:  'I'm  a  little 
angel,  and  you  must  be  very  good  to 
me.  I  will  stay  with  you  always,  and 
when  you  are  old  and  weak  you  will 
be  very  glad  the  little  angel  came  to 
you.'     Mrs.    Skiff    bade    the    stranger 


angel  welcome,  and  just  then  good  Dr. 
French  happening  to  pass  the  house 
heard  sweet  music  that  he  knew  could 
only  come  from  Heaven.  So  he  went  in 
and  saw  the  little  angel  on  the  couch. 
In  a  moment  his  keen  lancet  was  out, 
and  he  had  clipped  off  the  wings  of 
the  little  angel  and  they  had  flown 
back  to  Heaven  alone.  'This  is  too 
precious  a  treasure  to  lose,'  said  the 
doctor.  'We  must  keep  him  with  us 
always,'  and  so  the  little  angel  stays, 
a  joy  to  the  home  he  has  found  on 
earth,  and  a  pride  to  those  whom  he 
will,  God  willing,  call  Father  and 
Mother.  Let  us  hope  the  angels  in 
Heaven  may  not  so  miss  their  absent 
cherub  that  they  will  say,  'Come  back.' 
But  when  the  summons  comes,  let  it 
come  from  the  lips  of  the  father  and 
mother  on  the  confines  of  the  Beau- 
tiful, away  over  there  in  the  Beyond." 


II 


miiu/f 


Eift  up  pour  eyes  to  the  hills" 


■Jqft-. 


OUR   NEW   YEAR'S  PRAYER 

Dear  Heavenly  Father,  help  us  to 
lift  our  eyes  unto  the  hills  as  we 
launch  out  this  new  year.  Keep  our 
eyes  on  the  beautiful  City  that  we  are 
hoping  to  reach  some  day.  Lift  us 
above  the  trials  and  temptations  of 
life,  and  give  us  strength  to  serve  Thee 
by  serving  others  during  this  new 
year  1949.  There  are  souls  right  in  our 
midst  who  are  hungering  for  the  love 
that  you  can  give  them  through  us, 
as  we  come  in  touch  with  thee,  if  we 
will  obey.  Amen. 

Dear  Sister  Harrison: 

We  enjoyed  our  November  issue  of 
the  LIGHTED  PATHWAY  very  much. 
We  were  eager  to  receive  it  to  see  what 
it  would  be  like  since  we  have  a  new 
editor.  Of  course  we're  all  glad  you 
are  still  helping  and  conducting  the 
Happy  Home  Circle  and  Helps  for 
the  Tempted  and  Tried  pages. 

On  the  Happy  Home  Circle  page  you 
asked  us  to  write  giving  ideas  about 
how  parents  should  conduct  family 
devotions  with  young  children.  I  am 
sending  my  ideas,  trusting  they  will 
help  someone  and  hoping  to  receive 
ideas  from  others  that  will  be  helpful 
to  me. 

First,  I  think  it  is  important  to  have 
a  regular  time  for  devotions.  I  think 
it  should  be  a  time  when  there  is  least 
outside  interference.  Such  as  the 
neighbor    children    calling    them    to 


play.  My  suggestion  would  be  to  have 
the  family  devotions  early  in  the 
morning  before  any  of  the  family 
leaves  for  work,  school  or  play,  if 
possible.  If  it  is  necessary  to  wait  until 
evening,  it  should  be  early  enough  that 
the  children  won't  be  tired  and  sleepy. 

Then  we  should  make  this  period  as 
interesting  as  possible  by  letting  them 
take  part.  Most  all  children  like  to 
sing,  and  hear  Bible  stories.  And  it  is 
good  to  ask  them  questions  about  the 
story  after  it  is  told  as  this  helps  them 
remember  it. 

Before  kneeling  for  prayer  it  will  be 
good  to  ask  each  member  of  the  fam- 
ily for  their  request.  Even  children 
have  things  they  like  for  us  to  pray 
about.  Sometimes  it's  a  skinned  elbow 
or  a  cut  thumb.  Other  times  they  want 
us  to  pray  for  their  friends.  But  it  does 
help  them  to  be  interested  in  prayer 
if  they  know  they're  included. 

As  for  Scripture  reading  it  shouldn't 
be  too  long,  for  young  children  can't 
understand  it  although  they  should 
listen  to  some  Scripture  and  will  en- 
joy it  if  we  don't  read  too  much  at  a 
time.  After  all,  we  can  do  our  study- 
ing and  reading  at  another  time  with- 
out forcing  them  to  listen  to  it.  We 
can't  force  our  children  to  live  for 
Christ  but  with  proper  training  and 
good  example  we  can  lead  them  to 
Him  and  teach  them  to  love  Him.  May 
God  give  us  wisdom  to  do  this  is  my 
prayer. 

Sincerely, 

Lenova  Emerson. 


ANSWER  TO  QUESTION  ON 
FAMILY   PRAYER 

In  my  estimation,  the  most  beauti- 
ful way  to  start  out  the  day  is  for  the 
family  to  join  hands  as  they  sit  at  the 
breakfast  table,  and  ask  God  to  keep 
each  one  through  the  day.  That  brings 
unity,  and  a  God-consciousness  to 
each  mind  to  start  the  day. 

The  family  devotions  at  night 
should  be  short,  with  each  member  of 
the  family  alternately  taking  part  in 
the  Scripture  reading  and  leading- 
prayer.  Each  child  should  be  encour- 
aged to  introduce  his  problem  or  trials, 
and  the  one  leading  in  prayer  not  only 
give  thanks  and  praise,  but  intercede 
for  one  another  as  well.  If  a  decision 
is  to  be  made  by  a  family  member,  it 
is  well  to  also  discuss  it  before  prayer. 

In  this  manner  the  very  young  do 
not  tire,  the  saved  are  made  strong 
and  taught  to  include  God  in  every 
step  of  their  lives,  the  unsaved  are 
taught  respect  and  love,  that  will  lead 
to  accepting  Jesus. 

The  long  prayers  of  Christian  par- 
ents should  be  prayed  in  their  secret 
closet,  knowing  that  He  that  heareth 
in  secret  will  reward  openly. — Aimee 
Kincaid,  Oak  Hill,  W.  Va. 

Note:  Thanks,  Sister  Kincaid,  for 
your  good  suggestions.  We  like  your 
idea  very  much. 

In  answer  to  the  question,  "How 
should  we  conduct  our  family  prayers 
to  make  our  children  enjoy  them?"  I 
received  another  splendid  answer  but 
have  misplaced  it.  If  the  sister  who 
wrote  it  will  send  it  in  again,  I  will 
appreciate  it  very  much. 


January,  1949 
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Conducted  by  Mrs.  Charles  W.  Conn 


FORGIVENESS 


Mrs.  G.  E.  Fearson 


Mr.  White  was  a  good  man  who  had 
learned  how  to  forgive  quickly;  he 
never  held  a  grudge.  One  day  his 
neighbor,  the  shoemaker,  came  to  him 
and  said,  "Mr.  White,  I  want  you  to 
come  and  get  your  geese.  They  peck 
my  pigs,  and  I  will  not  have  it." 

'What  can  I  do?"  asked  Mr.  White. 

"You  must  yoke  them,"  said  the 
shoemaker.  "If  you  do  not  take  care 
of  them,  I  shall" — and  off  he  went. 

Soon  Mr.  White  heard  a  great 
squawking,  and  a  little  later  his  chil- 
dren found  three  dead  geese  thrown 
among  the  bushes. 

"Never  mind,"  said  Mr.  White.  Do 
not  say  a  word  about  it." 

In  a  few  days  the  shoemaker's  hogs 
broke  into  Mr.  White's  corn.  He  let 
them  stay  a  long  time.  Then  he  drove 
them  out,  picked  up  the  corn,  and  fed 
them  with  it  in  the  road.  By  that  time 
the  shoemaker  came  in  great  haste. 

"Have  you  seen  my  hogs?"  said  he. 

"Yes,  sir.  They  are  over  in  the  road 
yonder,  eating  corn  which  they  tore 
down  in  my  field." 

"In  your  field!"  he  cried.  "I  will  pay 
for  the  damage." 

"No,"  said  Mr.  White,  "you  shall  pay 
nothing.  My  geese  have  been  a  great 
deal  of  trouble  to  you."  The  shoe- 
maker's face  turned  red,  and  he  said 
no  more. 

The  next  winter  he  was  determined 
to  pay  back  the  corn,  but  Mr.  White 
would  not  hear  of  it. 

"I  have  something  to  tell  you,"  said 
the  shoemaker.  "I  killed  three  of  your 
geese."  Tears  came  to  his  eyes  as  he 
added,  "I  am  sorry,  Mr.  White." 

"Oh,  well,  never  mind,"  said  Mr. 
White  kindly.  "I  suppose  my  geese 
were  provoking." 

After  that,  everyone  noticed  that 
the  shoemaker  had  become  a  differ- 
ent man.  He  had  found  his  neighbor 
so  quick  to  forgive  and  so  kind  at  all 
times  that  it  was  impossible  for  him 
to  remain  cross  and  quarrelsome.  He 
had  been  conquered  by  kindness. 

Quarrels  are  always  wrong;  but 
should  one  arise,  children,  be  prompt 
to  forgive  one  another,  end  the  quar- 
rel, and  make  peace.  Sad  things  have 
often  happened  as  a  result  of  being 
slow  to  forgive.  "Let  not  the  sun  go 
down  upon  your  wrath." — Paths  of 
Uprightness. 


A  CHILD'S  OFFERING 

The  wise  may  bring  their  learning, 

The  rich  may  bring  their  wealth, 
And  some  may  bring  their  greatness, 

And    some    bring    strength    and 
health; 
We,  too,  would  bring  our  treasures 

To  offer  to  the  King; 
We  have  no  wealth  or  learning: 

What  shall  we  children  bring? 

We'll  bring  Him  hearts  that  love  Him; 

We'll  bring  Him  thankful  praise, 
And  young  souls  meekly  striving 

To  walk  in  holy  ways: 
And  these  shall  be  the  treasures 

We  offer  to  the  King, 
And  these  are  gifts  that  even 

The  poorest  child  may  bring. 

We'll  bring  the  little  duties 

We  have  to  do  each  day; 
We'll  try  our  best  to  please  Him, 

At  home,  at  school,  at  play: 
And  better  are  these  treasures 

To  offer  to  our  King, 
Than  richest   gifts   without   them; 

Yet  these  a  child  may  bring. 

— The  Book  of  Praise  for  Children. 


Dear  Sister  Harrison: 

I  am  a  little  girl  seven  years  old.  I 
go  to  the  Church  of  God  at  Blossom, 
Texas.  I  am  in  the  second  grade  in 
school.  I  would  like  for  you  to  give 
me  information  about  the  M.  O.  H. 
Club.  May  God  bless  you. — Janice 
Wright. 

Note:  Please  watch  the  next  issue 
(February)   for  this  information. 

Dear  Sister  Harrison: 

I  am  a  boy  nine  years  old  and  in  the 
fourth  grade  at  school.  I  enjoy  read- 
ing the  Children's  Page  of  the  Light- 
ed Pathway.  I  am  not  saved  but  would 
like  to  be.  I  go  to  the  Church  of  God 
at  Seney,  Georgia,  where  my  daddy  is 
the  pastor. 

I  would  like  to  join  the  M.O.H.  Club. 
Pray  for  me  that  I  will  be  saved. — 
Love  always,  James  Earl  Rackley. 
Dear  James: 

I  am  sorry  you  are  not  saved  but  I 
am  sure  you  will  soon  be.  To  be  a  good 
M.O.H.  Club  member  you  will  have  to 
get  saved.  I  wouldn't  wait  any  longer 
if  I  were  you. 

And  now  I  want 
to  introduce  you  to 
Sister  Conn,  who 
will  have  charge  of 
your  page  from 
now  on.  She  will 
know  just  how  to 
do  it  because  she  is 
the  mother  of  six 
children,  a  regular 
M.O.H.  Club  of  her 
own,  and  I  think  it 
will  be  nice  to  have 
you  join  with  her 
in  making  others 
happy.  Write  all 
your  letters  to  Sis- 
ter Conn.  Maybe 
she  would  like  to 
have  you  tell  what 
you  are  doing  to 
make  others  hap- 
py.—Sister  Harri- 
son. 


Mrs. 


Charles 
Conn 


W. 


Judged  by  the  Company  One  Keeps 


If  any  of  you  live  in  the  country  or 
spend  your  vacation  there,  you  know 
what  a  cunning  thief  the  crow  is.  Well, 
here  is  a  crow  story: 

A  band  of  crows  one  spring  began 
to  pull  up  a  farmer's  young  corn  and 
he  determined  to  put  a  stop  to  it.  So 
he  loaded  up  his  shotgun  and  slipped 
out  along  the  fence  prepared  to  make 
it  warm  for  them.  Now  it  so  happened 
that  the  farmer  had  a  very  sociable 
parrot,  who,  discovering  the  crows 
pulling  up  the  corn,  flew  over  and 
joined  them.  The  farmer  saw  the 
crows,  but  did  not  see  the  parrot.  He 
fired  among  them,  and  then  climbed 
over  the  fence  to  see  what  execution 
he  had  done.  There  lay  three  dead 
crows,  and  his  pet  parrot  with  ruffled 
feathers  and  a  broken  leg!  When  the 
bird  was  taken  home  the  children 
asked: 


"What  did  it,  Papa?  Who  hurt  our 
pretty  Poll?" 

"Bad  company!  Bad  company!" 
answered  the  parrot,  in  a  solemn 
voice. 

"Ay,  that  was  it,"  said  the  farmer. 
"Poll  was  with  those  wicked  crows 
when  I  fired,  and  received  a  shot  in- 
tended for  them.  Remember  the  par- 
rot's fate,  children.  Beware  of  bad 
company." 

With  these  words  the  farmer  turned 
round  and,  with  the  aid  of  his  wife, 
bandaged  the  broken  leg,  and  after 
a  few  weeks  the  parrot  was  as  lively 
as  ever.  But  it  never  forgot  its  adven- 
ture in  the  cornfield,  and  if  ever  the 
farmer's  children  engaged  in  play 
with  quarrelsome  companions,  and 
there  was  the  noise  of  anger  and 
strife,  the  parrot  would  cry  out  "Bad 
company!    Bad    company!" — Selected. 
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The  Lighted  Pathway 


Education  Department 


POLL  OF  BEST-LOVED  BOOKS 

[HE  LIGHTED  PATHWAY  recently  conducted  a  poll  to  determine,  as 
nearly  as  possible,  just  what  books  are  most  precious  to  our  book-loving 
readers.  Questionnaires  were  mailed  to  a  large  and  representative 
number  of  pastors,  overseers,  writers,  teachers,  youth  leaders  and  lay- 
men. We  were  careful  to  include  in  this  poll  the  opinions  of  ministers  in  various 
parts  of  the  country,  in  all  ranks  of  the  ministry,  and  of  all  age  groups.  There- 
fore, our  findings  include  the  tastes  of  both  retired  and  beginning  preachers,  of 
general  officials  and  local  ministers,  of  women  and  men,  etc.  In  most  cases  this 
poll  followed  the  trend  anticipated  by  the  editor,  but  it  also  presented  its  up- 
sets and  surprises. 

We  asked  for  a  candid  answer  to  the  following:  "If  I  were  to  be  exiled  on  a 
desert  island  for  the  rest  of  my  life  and  could  carry  only  five  books  with  me, 
these  are  the  books  I  would  carry."  (Sets  were  not  allowed  to  be  named,  only 
single  volumes.)  We  expected  enough  unity  of  opinion  to  confine  the  listing 
to  100  titles.  You  can  see  that  we  were  not  too  far  wrong.  Considering  the  num- 
ber of  ballots  of  five  titles  each,  this  list  of  books  shows  much  uniformity  of 
reading  taste  among  Church  of  God  readers.  As  the  ballots  came  pouring  in 
from  all  over  the  country  we  saw,  in     

we  expected  the  Dialogues  of  Plato  to 
receive  far  more  than  its  three.  Per- 
haps these  prejudices  should  not  be 
mentioned,  but  the  editor  personally 
feels  that  The  Companion  Bible  would 
have  placed  higher  had  it  been  better 
known,  and  that  the  Westminster  Bi- 
ble Dictionary  (which  received  only 
four  points)  far  surpasses  any  of  the 
others  that  received  votes. 

The  editor  confesses  that  there  are 
a  few  gems  listed  here  that  he  as  yet 
has  never  read.  There  are  a  few  titles 
that  I  want  to  make  my  reading  re- 
quirements for  the  year  1949.  I  am 
sure  many  of  you  will  feel  the  same 
desire  to  discover  just  why  these  books 
are  considered  great  books  by  some 
of  our  fellow  Christians.  We  are  pub- 
lishing the  titles  and  ratings  of  all  the 
books  named  in  this  poll,  which  can- 
not be  considered  the  necessary  opin- 
ion of  the  LIGHTED  PATHWAY,  but 
rather  the  individual  tastes  of  the 
readers.  We  asked  for  very  honest  and 
candid  listings,  feeling  that  any  other 
type  would  be  of  little  or  no  value. 
Here,  then,  we  feel,  is  the  fairly  accu- 
rate pulse  of  the  reading  choices  of 
Church  of  God  people.  You  may  or 
may  not  like  all  the  books  listed,  but, 
please,  at  least  realize  that  they  must 
be  very  helpful  and  important  to 
someone,  for  some  reason,  or  they 
would  never  have  been  listed  among 
their  five  most  precious  books.  Why 
not  send  us  a  list  of  the  five  books 
you  would  want  to  carry  with  you  if 
you  were  to  be  exiled  from  all  human 
companionship  for  the  rest  of  your  life. 
If  we  receive  a  sufficient  number  of 
votes,  we  will  publish  the  titles  therein 
named,  also. 

(The  Business  Manager,  Rev.  A.  M. 
Phillips,  has  informed  us  that  all  the 
books  marked  by  an  asterisk  (*)  can 
be  purchased  from  the  Church  of  God 
Publishing  House,  Cleveland,  Tennes- 
see.) 


TITLE  POINTS 

♦Thompson  Chain  Reference  Bible  120 

*Scofield  Reference  Bible  100 

*King  James   Version   Bible  55 

*Dickson   Analytical   Bible 30 

*The   Companion   Bible   10 

♦Smith-Goodspeed   Translation  Bible 5 

New   Standard   Reference   Bible  5 


many  cases,  intense  competition  be- 
tween books  of  the  same  type.  An  ex- 
ample of  this  keen  competition  was 
that  of  the  Thompson  Chain  Reference 
Bible  and  the  Scofield  Reference  Bible, 
which  for  days  were  neck  and  neck; 
one  taking  the  lead  in  the  morning 
mail,  only  to  have  the  other  pass  it  in 
the  afternoon  mail.  At  the  time  of  this 
writing  it  is  still  uncertain  which  will 
be  leading  when  we  have  received  all 
the  ballots.  You  will  know  which  Bible 
won  out  by  the  tabulated  list  on  this 
page. 

Pilgrim's  Progress,  as  was  expected, 
took  a  comfortable  lead  in  the  ballot- 
ing at  the  first,  only  to  be  hard  pushed, 
and  eventually  passed  by  the  massive 
Webster's  New  International  Diction- 
ary. Close  behind  Pilgrim's  Progress 
was  Strong's  Exhaustive  Concordance 
with  a  surprising  fifty-seven  points, 
which  was  far  ahead  of  the  other  two 
concordances  mentioned. 

The  editor  personally  considered  A 
Study  of  History,  by  Arnold  J.  Toynbee, 
worthy  of  a  high  placement,  but  was 
surprised  that  it,  being  a  comparative- 
ly recent  publication,  was  sufficiently 
well-known  to  claim  the  seven  points 
it  received.  Also,  one  of  the  most  pro- 
foundly reverent,  and  deeply  spiritual 
books  of  all  time,  Of  the  Imitation  of 
Christ,  by  Thomas  'a  Kempis,  was 
considered  too  little  known  for  place- 
ment, yet  it  came  through  with  six 
points.  The  Works  of  William  Shake- 
speare polled  about  as  was  expected. 

Two  other  pleasant  surprises  were 
the  seven  points  of  Masterpieces  of  Re- 
ligious Verse  and  the  sixteen  points  of 
the  Broadman  Hymnal,  since  the 
poetry  book  has  just  been  published, 
and  any  mention  of  a  hymnal  was  un- 
expected. Three  other  song  books  re- 
ceived mention  also. 

There  were  some  disappointments. 
We  expected  The  Robe  to  do  slightly 
better  than  its  meager  two  points,  and 


♦Webster's  New  International  Dictionary  ....  83 
♦Webster's  Collegiate  Dictionary  ....  13 

♦Pilgrim's  Progress,  by  John  Bunyan  _  81 

♦Strong's  Exhaustive  Concordance 57 

Works  of  William   Shakespeare  39 

♦Peloubet's  Bible  Dictionary 16 

The  Broadman  Hymnal  16 

History  of  Civilization,  by  Hutton  Webster  _  14 

♦Young's   Analytical   Concordance   13 

♦Cruden's  Complete  Concordance  10 

♦Streams  in  the  Desert, 

by  Mrs.  Chas.  E.  Cowman  10 

Lincoln  Library  of  Essential  Knowledge 9 

♦In  His  Steps,  by  Charles  M.  Sheldon  9 

♦Smith's  Bible  Dictionary 8 

♦Halley's  Handbook  of  the  Bible 8 

♦A  Study  of  History,  by  Arnold  J.  Toynbee  ..    7 

♦Masterpieces  of  Religious  Verse  7 

♦A  Treasury  of  the  Familiar 6 

Paradise  Lost    (and  other  poems), 

by   John    Milton    _.     6 

♦Of  the  Imitation  of  Christ, 

by  Thomas   'a  Kempis _    6 

International  Standard  Atlas  of  the  World  6 
♦The  Work  of  the  Holy  Spirit,  by  A.  Kuyper  5 
♦Deeper  Experiences  of  Famous  Christians  ..     5 

♦Robinson  Crusoe,  by  Daniel  Defoe  5 

♦Jamieson,  Fausset,  Brown   Commentary  5 

Comstock's  Handbook  of  Nature  Study  5 

FOUR  POINTS  EACH:  Newton's  Principia; 
Northrop's  The  Meeting  of  East  and  West; 
The  Columbia  Encyclopedia;  Tolstoy's  War  and 
Peace;  ♦Life  and  Works  of  Josephus;  ♦West- 
minster Bible  Dictionary;  The  Book  of  Cour- 
age; Beyond  the  Tomb;  Schaffs  Church  His- 
tory; Prince  of  the  House  of  David,  by  J.  H. 
Ingraham;  Conversations  on  the  Bible,  by 
Enoch    Pond. 

THREE  POINTS  EACH:  Paul's  Missionary 
Journeys;  ♦Finney's  Theology;  ♦Abundant  Liv- 
ing, by  E.  Stanley  Jones;  Archaeological  Evi- 
dences of  the  World's  Beginning;  People's  Bi- 
ble Encyclopedia;  Outline  of  History,  by  H.  G. 
Wells;  Bible  in  My  Everyday  Life;  ♦The  Gospel 
According  to  John,  by  G.  Campbell  Morgan; 
World  Almanac;  *Topical  Textbook;  Ancient 
History;  Plato's  Dialogues;  ♦If  I  Were  Young, 
by  Clovis  G.  Chappell;  ♦The  Executives  Desk 
Book;  English  Literature;  Golden  Gems  of  Life; 
♦Walker  Bible  Dictionary;  ♦Winston  Diction- 
ary; *Larkin's  Dispensational  Truth;  *F.  J. 
Dake's  Dispensational  Truth;  ♦Songs  of  Prayer 
and  Praise  No.  2;  Life  on  the  Highest  Plane,  by 
Ruth  Paxton;  Great  Doctrines  of  the  Bible,  by 
Wm.  Evans;  A  New  New  Testament  (Greek  In- 
terlinear). 

TWO  POINTS  EACH:  ♦Bible  Atlas;  ♦Spur- 
geon's  Sermons;  Works  of  Pascal;  The  Christ 
of  the  Cross;  Tabernacle  Hymns;  Poems  of 
Edgar  A.  Guest;  Modern  Times  and  Living 
Fast;  +Greek  New  Testament;  History  of  Phi- 
losophy; ♦Ben  Hur,  by  Lew  Wallace;  ♦Youth 
Revival  Favorites;  "Irwin's  Bible  Commentary; 
Washington  Irvin's  Sketchbook;  Homer's  Iliad 
and  Odessey:  The  Robe,  by  Lloyd  C.  Douglas; 
Russian  Bible;  System  Bible  Study;  College 
Book  of  American  Literature;  The  Story  of 
Philosophy,  by  Will  Durant;  ♦Hurlbut's  Story 
of  the  Bible;  *F.  J  Dake's  Revelation  Expound- 
ed; 40,000  Sublime  Thoughts;  ♦Fox's  Book  of 
Martyrs;  Finney's  Skeleton  Lectures  on  The- 
ology. 

ONE  POINT  EACH:  Prayer  Life  of  Jesus;  ♦A 
Book  About  a  Thousand  Things,  by  George 
Stimpson;  *New  Standard  Bible  Dictionary; 
Lord,  Teach  Us  to  Pray;  Sherlock  Holmes,  by 
Arthur  Conan  Doyle;  Personal  Diary;  The  Life 
of  Mark  Twain;  ♦Evangelistic  Sermons;  The 
American  People;  World's  Great  Literature; 
♦Greek  Lexicon;  American  History;  Les  Miser- 
ables,  by  Victor  Hugo;  Encyclopedia  of  Philos- 
ophy and  Religion;  American  Poetry;  The 
Seventh  Cross,  by  Anna  Segher;  Bartlett's  Quo- 
tations;   Dictionary   of   Thoughts. 
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OLD  YEAR 

By   W.   H.   Burleigh 

Still   on — as   silent   as   a   ghost! 

Seems  but  a  score  of  days,  all  told, 
Or  but  a   month  or  two  at  most, 

Since  our  last  Neiv  Year's  song  we 
trolled. 

And  lo!  that  New  Year  now  is  Old. 

And  here  we  stand  to  say  "Good-by!" 
Brief    ivords — and   yet,    we   scarce 
know   ivhy, 
They  bring  a  moisture  to  the  eye, 
And  to  the  heart  some  quakes  and 
aches; 
We  speak  them  very  tenderly, 

With  half  a  sob  and  half  a  sigh — 
"Old    Year,    good-by!"    "Old    Year, 
good-by!" 

*      *      * 

NEW  YEAR'S  EVE 

By  Mrs.  Charles  F.  Thomas 

Ye  solemn   bells!   toll   sadly, 

The  old  year's  hours  are  few; 
Sweet  bells!  ye'll  soon  ring  glad- 

b 

To   welcome  in  the  new. 
But  from  old  friends  the  parting 

Is  sad  and  sore  to  me; 
E'en  note  my  heart  is  smarting, 

Old  year!   to  part   with  thee. 

Neu>  Year!  thou  coming  stran- 
ger, 

Front  doubt,  and  fear  and  dan- 
ner 

Thy  hours   may  bring,  I  hasten 

To  Jesus;  tho'  He  chasten, 

He   will  from  harm  defend  me; 

Still    will   His   grace   attend   me 

And  so,   whate'er  betide, 

Safely,  I  shall  abide. 


A  NEW  YEAR'S  MEDITATION 

By  M.   S. 

The   earth   ivas   brown   and   bare  and   cold; 

Another  year  had  swiftly   rolled 

Its  twelve  months  round,  and  its  life  went  out,  it  seemed 

To  bring  to  mind  all  the  fond  hopes  that  man  had  dreamed, 

Which  in   the   waking   never   ivere  fulfilled- — 

Every   disappointment   that   had   chilled 

A  single  heart;  every  broken  vow 

Each   day  had   known;   and   now 

The  year    was   going,    with  bowed  and  heavy  head; 

The   ivhole  earth  sad, 

And  nature,  too,  seemed  dead. 

The  heavens  looked  with  pity  on  the  earth  below. 
And,   to  hide  its   desolation,  sent   the  snoiv. 
All  that  long   night  the  soft   white  flakes    were   whirled, 
And   when  the  morning  came,  their  innocence  and  purity 

had  clothed  the  ivorld. 
A  bright  Neiv  Year  had  dawned,  which  did  not  know 
The  sin  and  sadness  that  had  come  a  year  ago 
The  past  ivas  covered:  God  had  sent  this  untried  year  to 

give 
Another   chance   to    man,   that   he    might    wake   and   hope 

and   live. 


A  NEW  YEAR'S  PRAYER 

Selected 

I    want    my    heart    made    pure,    dear 

Lord, 
I  want  to  know  and  love  Thy  Word; 
To  be   all   glorious   within, 
Freed  from  each  spot  and  stain  of  sin. 

I  want  the  New  Year's  opening  days 
To    fill    with    love,    and    prayer,    and 

praise. 
Some   little   things   to  do  for  Thee, 
For  Thou  hast  done  great  things  for 

me. 

I   want   some   other   soul   to   bring 
To  Thee,   my   Saviour   and   my   King. 
Thou  wilt  not,  Lord,  my  prayer  deny, 
For  Thou  canst  all  my  wants  supply. 

In   Jesus'   name  our   prayer   we   raise, 
Whose  guiding   hand   has   blessed   our 

days. 
And   may   we,   Lord,  in   godly    fear 
Serve   Thee    through    all    this    coming 

year. — Selected. 


THE  FLYING  YEAR 

As  a  dream  when  night  is  done, 
As   a   shadow   flees   the   sun, 
As  a  ship  whose  'white  sails  skim 
Over  the  horizon   dim, 
As  a  life  complete  of  days 
Vanisheth   from  mortal  ways, 
As  a  hope  that  pales  to  fear — 
Is  the  dying  of  the  year. 

— Christian  Burke. 
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Sunday  School  festivals  are  always  happy  occasions,  but 
it  is  rare  that  one  becomes  the  inspiration  of  a  great  hymn. 
That  distinction,  however,  belongs  to  the  Whitmonday  fes- 
tivities, 1865,  of  the  Established  Church  at  Horbury,  Eng- 
land. It  seems  that  the  church  of  a  neighboring  village  had 
planned  gala  festivities  for  that  day,  to  which  were  invited 
the  Sunday  Schools  of  the  near-by  churches.  (Christians 
in  England  had  always  made  much  ado  about  these  Whit- 
monday festivities,  but  it  was 


solved  that  I  would  write  something  myself.  I  sat  up  all 
night,  writing  in  great  haste.  I  was  too  engrossed  to  give 
up.  On  Sunday  morning  'Onward,  Christian  Soldiers'  was 
the  result."  It  is  strange  that  so  many  of  our  truly  great 
hymns  should  have  come  to  the  authors  and  composers 
so  shortly  before  the  time  they  were  actually  needed.  There 
is  but  one  answer:  heavenly  inspiration.  While  others 
slept,  God  helped  Sabine  Baring-Gould  to  write  a  song 

that  will,  perhaps,  never  be 


planned  that  this  should  be 
a  much  larger  affair  than 
those  usually  observed.) 

The  minister  of  the  Estab- 
lished Church  in  Horbury, 
Rev.  Sabine  Baring-Gould, 
was  a  lover  of  children,  and 
very  earnestly  went  about  his 
plans  of  taking  his  group  to 
the  festivities.  He  was  not 
satisfied  to  have  his  Sunday 
School  children  merely  at- 
tend the  festivities — but  he 
wanted  to  make  even  the 
journey  to  the  neighboring 
church  an  experience  of  joy. 
He  planned  that  they  should 
all  meet  at  the  named  spot, 
and  then  march  together 
through  the  woods  and  coun- 
try lanes  into  the  neighbor- 
ing village.  With  the  aid  of 
his  chorister  and  workers, 
the  minister  searched  the 
hymnals  for  a  suitable 
marching  song.  The  children 
were  to  march  through  sev- 
eral adjacent  villages,  and 
they  must  have  a  rousing 
song  to  sing.  But  the  minis- 
ter could  not  find  one  that 
suited  him. 

It  was  the  discontent  of 
this  man  of  God  that  brought 
about  one  of  Christianity's 
most  rousing  hymns,  "On- 
ward, Christian  Soldiers." 
These  are  his  words  con- 
cerning his  inspiration  for 
the  song:  "I  couldn't  think 
of  anything  suitable,  so  I  re- 


Onward,  Christian  Soldiers 


Sabine  Baring-Gould 


Arthur  Sullivan 


1.  On-ward,Cbristian  sol-diers,  Marching  as  to  war,  With  the  cross  of  Je  -  sus 

2.  At    the  sign  of    tri-umph  Satan's  host  doth  flee;  On  then,  Christian  sol-diers 

3.  Like  a  might-y    ar  -  my    MovestbeChurchof  God;Brothers,weare  treading    While 


4    On-ward,then,ye  peo-ple,   Join  onr  happy  throng,  Blend  with  ours  your  voices 


superseded    as    a    Christian 
processional. 

The  children  learned  the 
song  easily.  We  are  told  that 
Monday  morning  dawned 
clear  and  bright  and  warm, 
just  right  for  a  brisk  jaunt, 
the     sun     streamed 


Go-  ing  on    be  -fore'  Christ,  theroy-al     Mas-ter,  Leads  a-gainst  the  foe; 
On      to    vie -to   -   ry!    Hell's  foan-da-tionsqniv-er    At    the  shoot  of  praise; 
Where  the  saints  have  trod;  We  are  not  di  -  vid  -  ed;  All   one  bod  -  y     we. 
In      the  tn-umph  song;  Glo  -  ry,  laud,  and  hon-or,   Un  -  to  Christ  the  King: 
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through  the  trees,  and  set 
the  woods  ablaze  with  spark- 
ling beauty,  the  troop  of  joy- 
ous children  followed  their 
minister  in  path  and  word. 
Over  English  meadows  and 
hills,  past  smiling  villagers 
and  grazing  sheep  they 
marched — singing  vvith  zest 
and  spirit. 

Never  before  (and  prob- 
ably never  again!)  had  the 
spirit  of  militant  Christianity 
been  crystallized  into  words 
as  was  done  by  this  earnest 


j     |     ,     ■j_^=vj_,    j  j      .I  ._.   as  was  done  by  this  earnest 
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For-wardin-to    bat  -  tie,   See,  His  ban-ners  go!  Christianity,      and      outlined 

Brothers,  lift  your  voic-es,  Loud  your  anthems  raise!  Onward, Christian  sol-diers,    its    known,   but   unexpressed, 


One  in  hope  and  doc-trine,  One  in  char-i-  ty. 
This  thro' countless  a  -  ges  Men  and  an-gels  sing. 
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March-ing  as  to    war, 


With  the  cross  of    Je-sus  Go-ing  on  be-foref 
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objectives    and    resources. 

The  present  tune  was  com- 
posed by  Arthur  Sullivan,  a 
musician  of  such  versatile 
talents  that  he  was  knighted 
by  Queen  Victoria,  becoming 
Sir  Arthur  Sullivan.  While  it 
was  not  in  recognition  of  this 
song  alone  that  he  was 
knighted,  it  is  a  fit  postlude 
to  one  of  the  greatest  of  all 
Christian  hymns. 
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PROVERBS  8:1-36 
VERSE  35,    "...  whoso  findeth 
me  findeth  LIFE,  and  shall  obtain 
favour  of  the  Lord. " 


For  hundreds  of  years  alchemy 
filled  the  popular  mind  having  little 
other  object  than  a  search  for  the 
"philosopher's  stone" — the  "ELIXIR  of 
LIFE."  This  peculiar  thing  was  an 
illusive  imaginary  substance  with  a 
miraculous  power  content.  It  would 
transmute  base  metals  into  gold, 
transform  age  to  youth,  make  the  sick 
well,  and  even  change  the  bad  to  good. 

In  later  years  there  arose  an  idea 
of  a  fountain  that  could  accomplish 
similar  miraculous  things.  Because  of 
its  power  to  rejuvenate,  it  merited  the 
name  "FOUNTAIN  OF  YOUTH."  Its 
legend  made  an  explorer  out  of  a 
Spanish  soldier.  Ponc3  de  Leon  heard 
that  there  was  a  mysterious  island 
called  Bimini.  This  most  wonderful 
isle  had  a  spring  of  healing  waters. 
Old  men  bathing  in  it  became  young 
again,  sick  people  were  made  well,  and 
health  reached  a  supreme  level  at  its 
brink.  In  1513  Ponce  de  Leon  set  out 
in  search  of  Bimini  and  the  fountain 
of  youth.  He  sighted  land  on  Easter 
Simday  and  in  a  few  days  landed  at 
the.  mouth  of  the  St.  John's  River, 
Florida.  He  explored  the  peninsula 
southward  and  westward,  and  in  a  few 
years  returned  in  a  quest  for  this  un- 
canny fountain.  Did  he  find  the  de- 
sired treasure?  Why  no!  There  is  but 
one  such  fountain  of  life  and  that  is 
in  David's  house.  There  is  but  one 
"ELIXIR  of  LIFE"  and  that  is  in  the 
Son  of  David.  Zechariah  13:1,  Prov- 
erbs 8:36. 

Lincoln  said,  "If  we  could  first  know 
where  we  are,  and  whither  we  are 
tending,  we  could  better  judge  what  to 
do,  and  how  to  do  it."  In  the  light  of 
Lincoln's  statement,  it  would  be  well 
for  us  to  remember  that  we  are  earth- 
ly, transient,  human  beings  and  that 
we're  tending  to  an  endless  eternity. 
It  behooves  us  to  apply  ourselves  to  the 
more  important  issues  of  life.  We 
should  search,  not  for  the  imagery  of  a 
chemist,  or  some  other  scientist,  but 
for  the  TRUTH,  the  WAY,  and  the 
LIFE. 

Discoveries  of  seeming  truths  that 
have  long  been  established  as  irrefu- 
table are  being  broken  down,  while 
many  other  recent  discoveries  are  con- 
firming TRUTH.  The  physiologists 
have  found  that  LIFE  is  in  the  blood. 
A  noted  surgeon  said  that  at  the  point 
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of  his  scalpel  he  had  discovered  life: 
"It  is  in  the  blood  and  in  the  tissue." 
This  is  only  a  verification  of  truth. 
Leviticus  17:11,  Romans  3:24-25.  The 
psychologists  have  found  that  anger, 
worry,  fear,  evil,  overindulgence,  and 
guilt  are  all  destructive  and  detrimen- 
tal to  the  human  structure.  But  the 
Bible  has  long  ago  declared  them  all 
unchristian  and  set  forth  a  better  sys- 
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A  series  of  sermons  to  our 

young  people  by  our 

young  ministers 
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tern  of  living.  Psalm  15:1-5,  2  Peter 
1:5-10.  The  psychiatrists  have  discov- 
ered that  the  happiest  people,  the  most 
contented  and  satisfied,  are  those 
whose  lives  are  spent,  poured  out  as 
it  were,  in  service  for  others.  Lives  of- 
fered are  not  lives  lost,  but  found.  God 
established  this  law  and  Christ  veri- 
fied it.  John  15:13,  Galatians  5:13. 
Christ  said,  "He  that  would  be  great- 
est among  you,  let  him  become  servant 
of  all." 

In  this  bewildering  and  distract- 
ing age  there  are  many  things  that 
make  us  almost  despair  of  life,  but 
there  is  a  better  life.  There  is  a  pana- 


By  C  ■:•  French 


cea  available  to  all.  There  is  indeed 
the  fountain  and  elixir  for  all  who  will 
diligently  seek.  That  elixir  is  spirit, 
and  that  life  is  Christ. 

Many  people  have  been  influenced  to 
this  life  and  many  have  been  prejudiced 
against  it.  It  is  true  that  many  pro- 
fessors are  poor  examples  of  the  faith, 
but  the  real  worth  is  the  blessing  of 
acceptance  and  experience,  and  not  in 
beholding  and  judging.  Certain  thrusts 
are  being  made  at  the  Christians  and 
the  Word  of  God.  The  sceptics  say  our 
life  is  pale  and  uninteresting.  They 
propose  that  such  a  pursuit  in  life  was 
designed  for  the  aged  and  not  for 
youth,  but  surely  the  most  pale  and 
inspired  experience  on  earth  is  life 
without  Christ,  whether  we  be  young 
or  old.  Styles,  movies,  games,  the  lat- 
est jokes,  and  all  that  the  Devil  has  to 
offer  are  valueless. They  are  all  momen- 
tary and  of  brief  duration.  But  think 
of  the  HEROES  of  FAITH— what  pres- 
ent life  demands  more  attention  than 
Abraham,  Isaac,  and  Jacob?  Whose 
life  is  more  fascinating  and  charming 
than  that  of  King  David,  or  whose 
name  is  spoken  and  sung  more  than 
that  of  Christ?  The  Christ-life  is  more 
than  just  churches,  choirs,  preachers, 
and  prayers.  Christ  doesn't  destroy 
our  jocularity.  He  enhances  our  lives 
and  beautifies  every  good  trait  with  His 
own  divine  nature.  There  is  more  to  it 
than  a  list  of  puritanic  laws  and  re- 
strictions. The  ELIXIR  is  not  to  be 
compared  with  a  cheap  fanaticism.  It 
is  priceless  and  invaluable.  It  is  the 
greatest  of  miracles.  It  is  saturated 
with  the  crimson  flow  of  Calvary's 
Lamb,  and  in  that  flow  sinners  are 
washed  from  their  sins  and  iniquities. 
There  they  find  salvation  and  hope 
through  the  grace  of  God.  Indeed  it  is 
wondrous  grace.  It  saves  us  through 
and  through,  but  it  deals  principally 
with  sin  and  our  sinful  natures.  It 
doesn't  make  the  old  young  nor  the 
young  old.  It  doesn't  change  the  ap- 
pearance of  bodies  by  making  us  more 
beautiful,  nor  does  it  make  us  appear 
without  elegance  or  refinement.  It 
doesn't  make  us  SOUR,  MOROSE,  or 
unsociable,  but  rather  requires  that 
we  be  the  opposite.  When  we  display 
these  traits  we  become  pseudo-Chris- 
tians, the  IDEAL  is  no  longer  before 
us. 

Youths  are  made  strong  by  this 
grace  and  are  armed  with  its  power 
and  stamina.  In  this  grace  they  grow 
strong  against  temptations,  they  be- 
come quick  in  making  noble  resolu- 
tions, and  they  learn  to  think  with 
God  and  act  upon  His  counsel.  They 
become  slow  to  anger  and  patient  in 
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adversity.    They   iearn    the    value   of 
life  and  the  joy  of  living  it  for  Christ. 

Our  youth  is  the  most  important 
period  of  a  lifetime.  It  is  the  forma- 
tive period.  It  is  that  period  when  we 
adopt  certain  ideals,  set  our  stand- 
ards for  living,  map  our  journey  for 
life  and  aspire  unto  certain  goals. 
Then  let  us  take  wise  counsel  (Eccl. 
12:1).  Let  us  make  Christ  the  supreme 
criterion  for  life.  He  was  sacrificed 
for  us.  He  was  bruised  for  our  iniqui- 
ties. He  bore  our  guilt  and  reproach. 
He  finished  His  life's  work  very  young, 
and  in  every  deed  He  placed  some- 
thing of  His  divine  nature.  It  may  be 
true  that  the  worldly-minded  people 
reproach  us,  they  desire  our  hurt  and 
misfortune,  and  they  may  wag  their 
heads  and  look  upon  us  with  disdain, 
but  did  they  not  do  the  same  to 
Christ?  Honor  and  fame  may  never 
come  to  us  here.  There  may  not  be  an 
adornment  of  bars,  of  epaulets,  nor 
silver  wings  and  iron  crosses,  but 
there  can  be  a  calvary  in  the  heart  of 
every  true  believer,  and  that  is  the 
basis  of  our  faith  and  hope.  That  is 
the  ELIXIR.  Christ  gives  us  His  Word 
for  discipline  and  guidance.  It  serves 
as  a  lamp  to  our  feet  and  a  light  to 
our  pathway.  In  it  we  find  whole 
treasures  of  wisdom;  It  offers  the 
brightest  gems  for  thought  and  opens 
golden  veins  of  heavenly  language.  It 
makes  plain  the  paths  that  lead  to 
the  ELIXIR  and  the  fountains  of  liv- 
ing water.  It  transforms  the  old  na- 
ture into  the  divine  nature  and  makes 
easy  the  diffusion  of  LOVE,  JOY,  and 
MERRIMENT.  2  Peter  1:3-4.  Sin  makes 
men  indolent,  thievish,  feeble,  and 
cowardly,  but  Christ  will  make  you 
strong  and  energetic.  Christ  will  make 
you  brave  and  honest.  Christ  offers 
abundant  life  in  this  world  and  prom- 
ises to  make  it  more  abundant  in  the 
world  that  is  to  come.  The  most  noble 
among  sinners  will  soon  pass  away. 
Their  very  record  and  history  will  be 
as  a  tale  that  is  told,  their  monu- 
ments will  become  ruins,  but  they  who 
are  Christ's  shall  live  again.  Philip- 
pians  3:17-19,  Luke  18:29,  30. 

Humanity  is  searching  for  the 
ELIXIR  of  LIFE.  It  has  a  certain  fear 
and  looking  for  of  judgment.  One  of 
the  strange  idiosyncrasies  of  the 
Egyptian  religion  was  its  concentra- 
tion upon  death.  Life  was  a  prolonged 
looking  forward  to  it  and  a  constant 
preparation  for  it.  James  asked  the 
question,  "What  is  your  life?"  He  then 
followed  with  the  answer,  "It  is  even 
a  vapour,  that  appeareth  for  a  little 
time,  and  then  vanisheth  away."  The 
living  know  that  they  shall  die.  The 
young  see  the  aged  and  know  that 
that  is  their  future  state.  The  aged 
see  the  young  and  would  fain  advise 
them  and  guide  their  feet  into  the 
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most  honorable  pursuits  of  life.  They 
have  learned  that  life  is  more  than 
meat,  that  it  doesn't  consist  mainly 
of  the  things  one  possesses  (Luke  12: 
15,  23) .  One  poet  put  it  thus: 

My  life  is  not  my  own,  but  Christ's 
who  gave  it; 
And  He  bestows  it  upon  all  the  race. 
I  lose  it  for  His  sake,  and  thus  I  save 
it; 
I  hold  it  close  only  to  expend  it. 
Accept  it,  Lord,  for  others  through  thy 
grace. 

Life  is  not  our  own,  it  is  a  trust.  It 
is  given  us  of  God  -Dan.  5:23)  ;  there- 
fore, we  should  not  live  it  wastefully. 
You  possibly  have  read  about  the  gen- 
eral who  was  plundering  a  palace.  One 
of  his  stupid  soldiers  found  a  leather 


C.    E.    FRENCH,    Missionary 

Secretary-Treasurer  of  Church  of 

God   in   India 


bag  which  contained  the  "crown  jew- 
els," but  the  poor  fool  dumped  them 
out  among  the  rubbish  and  ran  about 
exclaiming  that  he  had  found  a  du- 
rable leather  bag  in  which  he  could 
carry  his  food. 

Many  youths  have  the  wrong  slant 
on  life.  They  see  that  life  is  short- 
lived, that  life's  plans  are  often  cut 
short  or  abruptly  brought  to  an  end 
by  death.  So  they  turn  to  the  beg- 
garly elements  of  the  world  exclaim- 
ing, "What's  the  use,  let  us  drink  and 
be  merry  for  even  tomorrow  we  may 
die."  What's  the  use?  The  answer  to 
this     conundrum    is    found    in    the 


blessed  Word  of  God.  Revelation  1:18 
and  St.  John  14:19  are  eternal  rays  of 
hope  and  security.  These  blessed 
truths  have  been  confirmed  times  in- 
numerable in  the  testimonies  of  de- 
parted saints.  Wesley  said,  "If  this 
is  death,  let  me  always  be  dying."  The 
last  word  of  A.  J.  Gordon  was,  "Vic- 
tory." Moody's  departing  words  were 
those  of  the  royal-born,  "This  is  my 
triumph,  this  is  my  coronation  day." 
Death  should  hold  no  terrors,  for  af- 
ter all  it  is  no  more  than  a  transition. 
It  is  that  last  short  step  from  uncer- 
tainties to  abundant  eternal  life. 

Life  is  beautiful  when  it  is  lived 
beautifully.  Life  is  a  partnership.  A 
man  should  live  with  God  and  God 
with  man.  Love  and  affection  are  re- 
ciprocal when  we  make  it  a  partner- 
ship. Life  is  compared  to  a  prized  in- 
strument when  it  is  in  tune  with  God. 
Atunement  with  God  is  more  impor- 
tant than  harmony  in  a  musical  set- 
ting. We  honor  Beethoven  and  Handel 
who  created  masterpieces  of  music, 
but  there  is  a  greater  Master.  He  nev- 
er wrote  a  song  but  he  placed  war- 
bling tones  in  the  throat  of  the  bird, 
He  made  music  in  the  cedars  of  Leb- 
anon, and  put  the  beauty  of  song  and 
praise  in  the  heart  of  David.  This 
artful  Master  is  Christ.  He  is  the 
ELIXIR  of  LIFE.  Acquaint  thyself 
with  Him  and  be  at  peace.  Job  22:21. 
You  should  prize  His  friendship  very 
highly  and  hold  tenaciously  to  the 
skirts  of  His  garments  in  prayer  and 
consecration.  You  too  can  rest  in  hope 
and  be  free  from  fear  of  evil. 

TODAY   IS   BLESSED 

I    cannot    change   the   yesterdays, 

Nor   ravel   one   design, 
But   I  may  give  continued   praise: 

Today  is  mine. 

I   care  not  what  tomorrow  brings 
To  make  my   life   complete; 

Within  my  heart  a  small  voice  sings: 
Today  is  sweet. 

And  every  shining  hour  shall  be 
Resplendent   to   my   mood, 

Since  I  possess  the  certainty 
Today  is  good. 

Nor  shall  I  hold  one  lingering  grief; 

With  love  made  manifest, 
My   soul    renews   its    glad    belief: 

Today  is  blessed. 

— May  Carleton  Lord. 
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The  talented  young  lady  pictured  in  this  month's  "Spotlight"  is 
Kathryn  Blackwood,  teacher  of  music  and  physical  education  at  Lee 
College.  Miss  Blackwood  was  born  May  1926  at  Morgantown,  Mississippi, 
and  graduated  from  City  High  at  Chattanooga,  Tennessee.  She  has  at- 
tended Mississippi  Southern  College,  George  Peabody  College,  and  Uni- 
versity of  Illinois.  In  1947  she  received  her  B.S.  degree  in  Music  Edu- 
cation at  University  of  Illinois.  Since  she  was  thirteen  years  of  age, 
she  has  played  in  bands.  Her  part  was  trumpet  soloist  for  bands  in 
both  high  school  and  college.  She  has  been  a  Christian  most  all  her 
life;  for  her  father,  Rev.  R.  E.  Blackwood,  who  has  pastored  churches 
in  a  number  of  states,  with  the  help  of  his  good  wife  was  careful  to 
train   his   children    in    Christian   living. 

Her  work  among  the  young  people  of  the  Church  of  God  is  greatly 
appreciated,  and  with  leaders  like  Miss  Blackwood  the  ministry  of 
music    will    grow    by    leaps    and    bounds. 


This  young  man  is  Martin  Baldree.  He  was  bom  in  Williston,  Florida, 
where  he  was  saved  at  the  age  of  twelve  years.  He  attended  the  public 
schools  of  Gadsden,  Alabama,  and,  after  high  school,  he  attended  the 
department  of  religious  edxication  at  Lee  College.  He  graduated  from 
the  Lee  College  junior  college  department.  He  was  then  acting  regis- 
trar at  that  institution  for  two  years.  He  left  his  work  at  the  college 
to  take  a  position  with  the  Foreign  Missions  Department  in  September, 
1948.  In  his  connection  with  the  Missions  Department  he  serves  as 
associate  editor  of  the  "Macedonian  Call."  You  can  read  much  of  his 
writing   in   that  periodical. 

Serving  in  the  Missions  Department  is  a  task  of  love,  for  his  ul- 
timate ambition  is  to  be  a  missionary  teacher  in  China,  to  which  task 
and  country  he   feels  the  call  of  God. 


dren — two  boys  and  one  girl. 

21.  His  older  son,  who  is  now  mar- 
ried, is  a  missionary  in  Haiti. 

22.  The  last  office  to  which  this 
outstanding  minister  was  elected  was 
Executive  Missions  Secretary  and  edi- 
tor  of  Macedonian   Call.  Who   is   he? 


What  Is  His  Name  ? 


For  Answer  See  Page  22 


1.  He  was  born  in  the  village  of 
Delhi  and  the  state  of  Louisiana. 

2.  At  the  age  of  thirteen,  he  was 
saved  and  joined  the  Missionary  Bap- 
tist Church. 

3.  When  he  was  seventeen,  he  was 
filled  with  the  Holy  Ghost,  joined  the 
Church  of  God  and  immediately  began 
preaching. 

4.  He  began  his  career  at  the  age  of 
seventeen  as  pastor  of  what  is  now  the 
Church  of  God  in  Dunn,  Louisiana.  He 
also  served  as  pastor  of  Church  of  God, 
Monroe,  Louisiana. 

5.  He  graduated  from  high  school 
and  Bible  Training  School  and  had 
two  terms  in  college  at  Louisiana  Poly- 
technic Institute,  Ruston,  Louisiana. 

6.  His  other  training  was  at  Bob 
Jones  College,  La  Salic  Extension  Uni- 
versity, and  at  Escuela  Panamericans. 
He  completed  a  course  with  Smith's 
School  of  Business,  and  has  studied 
Hebrew  at  Bob  Jones  College,  and 
Greek,  Spanish,  and  French  at  Lee 
College. 

7.  From  1927  to  1930  he  was  teacher 
and  secretary-treasurer  of  Church  of 
God  Bible  Training  School. 

8.  In  1930  he  was  ordained  a  min- 
ister and  was  appointed  general  teach- 
er and  president  of  Bible  Training 
School  where  he  served  until  1935. 

9.  The  year  of  1935,  he  was  chosen 
as  General  Overseer  of  the  Churches 
of  God  in  which  office  he  served  for 
nine  years,  during  which  time  he  was 


moderator  of  Supreme  Council. 

10.  The  same  year  he  was  appoint- 
ed chairman,  Board  of  Directors  of  Re- 
ligious Schools  in  various  schools,  and 
as  ex-officio  chairman,  General  Board 
of  Trustees  of  Church  of  God. 

11.  The  year  of  1942,  he  was  se- 
lected chairman,  Wartime  Commit- 
tee, Church  of  God,  in  which  appoint- 
ment he  served  two  years. 

12.  He  is  member  of  the  Executive 
Committee  Board  of  Directors  of  the 
National  Association  of  Evangelicals, 
a  member  of  Board  of  Directors  of  the 
War  Relief  Commission,  and  National 
Radio  Broadcasters. 

13.  He  has  served  as  ex-officio 
chairman  of  General  Board  of  Trus- 
tees of  Church  of  God,  Mission  Board, 
Church  of  God  Orphanage  Committee. 
Chairman  of  State  Overseer  Appoint- 
ing Board  of  Church  of  God. 

14.  He  has  served  as  member  of  the 
Supreme   Council   for   fourteen   years. 

15.  The  year  of  1944,  he  was  ap- 
pointed president  of  Bible  Training 
School  and  College. 

16.  One  year  he  served  as  pastor  of 
the  Church  of  God  in  Dallas,  Texas. 

17.  In  1946  he  was  elected  Editor- 
in-Chief  of  all  literature  of  the  Church 
of  God. 

18.  He  has  served  as  member  of 
Editorial  Board  of  Protestant  Voice. 

19.  In  1926  he  married  a  young  lady 
from  Missouri. 

20.  He  is  the  father  of  three  chil- 
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Meet  Carol  Ann  Ramsey  of  Lando, 
S.  C.  Her  Sunday  School  attendance 
is  a  very  excellent  one.  Since  she  en- 
tered Sunday  School  at  the  age  of 
three  weeks,  she  has  never  missed  a 
Sunday,  and  now  she  has  attended 
with  a  perfect  record  for  ten  and  one- 
half  years.  Her  record  proves  that  she 
loves  Sunday  School,  for  she  goes  sick 
or  well. 


MISSIONARY  AARONS  AND  HURS 

John  H.  Adair,  146-53  Brooklyn  Blvd., 
Rosedale  10,  Long  Island,  N.  Y. 

Mrs.  Lucille  Morrison,  Box  25,  Truman, 
Ark. 

Mrs.  Laura  I.  Taylor,    10  N.  Wheeler 
Ave.,  Baltimore  23,  Md. 


PYRE  OF   COMiC   BOOKS 

In  Spencer,  West  Virginia,  six  hun- 
dred Spencer  grade-school  children 
burned  two  thousand  comic  books. 
They  had  been  rounding  them  up  for 
weeks.  David  Mace,  13,  led  the  pro- 
ceedings. "We  are  met  here  today 
he  said,  "to  take  a  step  we  believe  will 
benefit  ourselves,  our  community,  and 
our  country.  Believing  that  comic 
books  are  mentally,  physically,  and 
morally  injurious  to  boys  and  girls,  we 
propose  to  burn  ours  and  pledge  to 
try  not  to  read  any  more.  Do  you, 
fellow  students,  believe  that  comic 
books  have  caused  the  downfall  of 
many  youthful  readers?" 

In  unison:  "We  do." 

Mrs.  Elizabeth  Cordray,  principal  of 
the  school,  said  the  students  would 
ask  the  council  to  ban  the  books  from 
Spencer  newsstands.  The  campaign 
was  initiated  by  the  Parent-Teacher 
Association. — The  Voice. 


JUST  STAND   ASIDE 

Just  stand  aside  and  watch  yourself 

go  by; 
Think  of  yourself  as  "he"  instead  of 

"I." 
Pick  flaws,  find  faults,  forget  the  man 

is  you, 
And  strive  to  make  your  estimate  ring 

true. 
The  faults  of  others  then  will  dwarf 

and  shrink, 
Love's   chain   grows   stronger   by   one 

link, 
When  you  with  "he"  as  substitute  for 

"I" 
Have  stood  aside,  and  watched  your- 
self go  by. 

— Selected. 


WHAT   HAS   HAPPENED? 

Some  day  millions  of  people  will  be 
asking,  "What  has  happened?"  For 
every  true  Christian  person  on  earth 
will  have  suddenly  disappeared.  The 
Bible  will  furnish  the  only  answer: 

"The  Lord  Himself  shall  descend 
from  heaven  with  a  shout,  with  the 
voice  of  the  archangel,  and  with  the 
trump  of  God;  and  the  dead  in  Christ 
shall  rise  first.  Then  we  who  are  alive 
and  remain  shall  be  caught  up  to- 
gether with  them  in  the  clouds,  to 
meet  the  Lord  in  the  air;  and  so  shall 
we  ever  be  with  the  Lord,"  1  Thessa- 
lonians  4:16, 17. 

Young  people,  there  are  certain  re- 
quirements we  must  meet  in  order 
to  qualify  for  the  rapture,  but  if  you 
keep  this  one  verse  of  scripture,  liv- 
ing by  it  daily,  you  need  have  no  doubt 
of  missing  that  great  event.  Suppose 
we  all  memorize  this  verse:  "Where- 
fore, beloved,  seeing  that  ye  look  for 
such  things,  be  diligent  that  ye  may 
be  found  of  him  in  peace,  without 
spot,  and  blameless,"  2  Peter  3:14. 


GEMS   FOR  THOUGHT 


It  is  not  the  square  miles  but  the  square 
people   who   make   a    nation   great. 

A  little  of  an  individual  and  a  lot  of  God 
produces  abundance  of  life. 

When  a  man  knocks  continually  there  is 
something  wrong  with  him,  as  with  a  motor 
in  a   car. 


Cloudy,  dark  days  foretell  a  fruitful  har- 
vest. 

It  is  all  right  to  stand  like  a  rock  but  be 
sure   moss  does   not  cover  one  side. 

Success  cannot  be  fully  appreciated  by  one 
who  has   never  known  failure. 


KNOW  YOUR 
MISSIONARIES 

By  J.    Herbert  Walker,   Sr. 

The  Reverend  and  Mrs. 
(?)  have  spent  over  twenty 
years  in  China.  She  was 
born  in  Yuchow,  Honan 
Province,  China,  of  Swed- 
ish parents.  He,  in  Eckhart 
Mines,  Maryland,  of  Ameri- 
can parents. 

She  is  a  graduate  of  high 
school,  Bible  school,  and  is 
a  trained  practical  nurse. 
She  is  filled  with  the  Spirit, 
a  minister  of  the  Church  of 
God,  called  to  China;  has 
had  sixteen  years  experi- 
ence in  the  ministry,  seven 
of  which  were  served  as 
missionary  in  China. 

He  graduated  from  high 
school,  Bible  school,  and 
has  his  Bachelor's  and  Mas- 
ter's degree  in  Chinese,  and 
lacks  only  six  months  com- 
pleting his  Ph.D.  degree.  He 
is  also  filled  with  the  Spirit 
and  a  minister  of  the  Church  of  God. 

Reverend  (?)  has  spent  twenty  years 
as  a  missionary  in  China.  He  taught 
in  the  public  schools  of  China  and 
acted  as  field  interpreter  for  different 
organizations.  He  has  undergone  many 
hardships;  spent  four  years  under 
Japanese  occupation  and  has  been  an 
eye  witness  to  much  of  Japanese  atroc- 
ities. He  has  been  taken  prisoner  sev- 
eral times  by  the  Japanese.  He  and  his 
companion  and  their  three  sons  are 
eagerly  awaiting  their  soon  return  to 


China.  Who  are  they? 

The  missionaries  last  month  were  the 
Reverend  and  Mrs.  C.  E.  French,  mission- 
aries to  India;  Brother  French  is  the  Secre- 
tary and  Treasurer  of  the  Church  of  God  in 
India.  Write  them;  their  address  is 

Rev.  and  Mrs.  C.   E.   French, 
Changannur   Post  Office, 
Travancore,   South   India. 

The  postage  rate  to  India  is  5c  regular 
mail,  which  takes  two  months  to  get  there 
sometimes.    Air    mail    is    25c    a    half   ounce. 
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IW  YEAR'S 
DECISION 

Geneva  Carroll 


"Wife!  You  haven't  forgotten  how  Rosalind  likes  those 
waffles  and  hot  chocolate  for  breakfast,  have  you?" 


"Miss  Banks,  you  have  been  faith- 
ful in  your  work  as  secretary  of  our 
bureau,  and  since  you  are  entitled  to 
a  grade  rating,  we  are  planning  to 
to  make  you  supervisor  of  your  de- 
partment. Few  girls  of  your  age  have 
ever  attained  that  promotion.  Your 
salary  will  be  greatly  increased,  and 
you  will  have  an  honored  position. 
Shall  we  go  ahead  with  our  plans  to 
place  you  in  that  new  job?" 

"I  appreciate  your  confidence  in  my 
ability  for  such  a  position,  Mr.  Tay- 
lor, but,  if  you  don't  mind,  I  should 
like  to  have  a  week  or  so  before  giv- 
ing you  my  answer.  As  you  know,  I 
have  two  weeks'  holiday,  beginning 
December  27.  You  asked  me  to  wait 
for  my  vacation  until  after  Christ- 
mas, because  so  many  others  were 
leaving  the  department  for  the  Christ- 
mas season.  Since  my  time  of  leave 
begins  tomorrow,  I  shall  be  leaving 
the  city  tonight." 

"Very  good,  I  wish  you  a  pleasant 
visit  with  your  family  and  a  happy 
New  Year." 

"Thank  you,  Mr.  Taylor.  You  will 
hear  from  me  not  later  than  the  sixth 
of  January,  probably  in  person." 

On  the  old  Banks'  farm  all  was  a 
pleasant  bustle.  Rosalind  was  com- 
ing home  for  two  weeks.  She  did  not 
visit  home  as  often  these  late  years 
as  the  love  of  Father  and  Mother 
craved,  but,  of  course,  how  could  it 
be  expected?  Business  life  in  the  city 
of  Washington  had  brought  around 
her  many  friends,  interests,  and  de- 
mands that  did  not  touch  the  farm 
circle  at  all. 

"Wife!  You  haven't  forgotten  how 
Rosalind  likes  those  waffles  and  hot 
chocolate  for  breakfast,  have  you? 
And  those  delicious  cherry  pies,  plum 
puddings,  and  chicken  pies,  of  which 
she  is  so  fond,  you  still  remember?" 

"No,  Harold,  I  haven't  forgotten.  For 
the  last  week,  I  have  been  cooking 
for  her  home-coming." 

"What  is  the  matter  with  you, 
Esther?  Why  you  are  crying!  Cheer 
up,  my  dear,  just  think  our  little  girl 
will  soon  be  here!" 

"I  was  just  thinking,  Harold;  but 
maybe  I'm  getting  selfish.  They  say 
old  people  do.  But  there  won't  be 
many  more  home-comings  for  our 
little  girl;  we  are  getting  old,  and  she 
comes  so  seldom.  I  should  like  to  see 
more  of  her.  She's  our  only  child,  you 
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know!" 

"There,  there,  Esther!  You're  a  bit 
blue,  but  wipe  your  eyes,  my  dear,  and 
believe  God.  You  know  how  earnestly 
we  have  been  praying  for  Rosalind. 
I  would  rather  she  yielded  her  life 
completely  to  the  Lord  than  to  have 
the  best  job  in  Washington.  The  Lord 
has  given  us  the  promise  that  'The 
effectual  fervent  prayer  of  a  right- 
eous man  availeth  much.'  In  some 
way,  I  feel  that  God  is  working  with 
our  daughter.  I  am  sure  she  has  been 
letting  her  work  come  between  her 
and  her  service  to  God,  but  the  Lord 
will  answer  our  prayers,  I  am  sure. 
I  know  we  have  worried  about  some 
of  the  social  activities  she  has  attend- 
ed, but,  remember,  God  is  still  on  the 
throne." 

Father  and  Mother  Banks  were  de- 
lighted to  have  Rosalind  visit  them 
again.  They  had  some  long  quiet  eve- 
nings by  the  big  hearth,  and  the  dear 
old  people  listened  with  wide  eyes  and 
flushed  cheeks  to  their  girl's  stories 
of  the  city.  They  were  overjoyed  to 
have  her  with  them  for  two  weeks, 
and  both  Father  and  Mother  prayed 
fervently  that  Rosalind  would  be  will- 
ing to  attend  the  Watch  Night  serv- 
ice at  the  little  church.  It  had  been 
several  years  since  she  had  attended 
such  a  service. 

Two  days  before  New  Year,  Father 
Banks  said  to  his  daughter,  "Well, 
little  girl,  in  another  week  you  will 
be  leaving  us  again  for  the  city.  Will 
you  be  quite  as  busy  this  next  year? 
You  couldn't  come  any  oftener,  could 
you?  Your  mother  and  I  love  you  so 
dearly  and  it  breaks  our  hearts  to  be 
separated  from  the  one  we  love  best. 
You're  all  we  have." 

"I  expect  I  shall  be  busier  than  ever, 
Father,  especially  if  I  take  that  new 
job.  One  has  to  keep  up  with  society, 
you  know,  and  with  some  added  duty, 
it  will  be  hard  for  me  to  get  off  time 
to  come  home.  But  I  will  write  just 
as  often,  and  more  often,  too,  if  you 
are  lonely. 

"Lonely?  O  daughter!"  said  her 
loving  mother. 

"Why,  Mother  dear,  what  is  the 
matter?"  she  asked,  for  now  sobs  were 
shaking  the  mother's  form. 

She  shook  her  head.  "Don't  mind 
me,"  she  said  brokenly,  "but  we  love 
you,  Rosalind,  and  miss  you  greatly 


when  you  are  gone.  Father  and  I  are 
old  now.  You  have  been  a  good  girl, 
but  we  need  you  with  us  more." 

Then  it  seemed  a  veil  dropped  from 
Rosalind's  eyes.  Had  her  father  al- 
ways been  as  white-haired,  as  bent, 
and  as  tremulous  as  he  was  tonight? 
Had  Mother  aged  thus  in  ten  minutes? 
Why,  a  few  years  ago  she  was  plump 
and  rosy,  and  there  wasn't  a  grey  hair 
in  her  head!  How  was  it  that  her  eyes 
had  been  blinded  to  the  aging  of  her 
parents?  She  had  not  noticed  before 
how  feeble  they  both  were. 

The  little  group  sat  in  silence  for  a 
long  time  that  night.  Then  before  the 
good  nights  were  said,  Father  Banks 
got  the  Bible  and  read  his  customary 
scripture  lesson.  Their  daughter  hon- 
ored the  old  couple  by  bowing  her  head 
while  both  father  and  mother  poured 
out  their  hearts  to  God  in  prayer. 

That  night  in  Rosalind's  room,  the 
bed  light  burned  until  late,  and  under 
its  glow  lay  her  Bible  opened.  How 
long  had  it  been  since  she  had  read 
that  sacred  Book!  She  could  remem- 
ber when  she  never  failed  to  read  at 
least  a  chapter  each  day.  Those  were 
happy  days  when  she  put  God's  serv- 
ice ahead  of  everything  else.  In  the 
city,  her  mind  was  busy  about  other 
things,  and  she  seldom  gave  a  mo- 
ment of  her  time  to  God.  She  read 
chapter  after  chapter  from  the  good 
Book  and  when  at  last  she  switched 
off  the  light,  her  heart  felt  lighter. 

"Will  you  attend  Watch  Night  serv- 
ice with  us  tonight,  child?"  asked  her 
father  at  the  breakfast  table  the  next 
morning.  We  are  to  have  a  special 
meeting  and  you  used  to  enjoy  such 
services.  The  young  people  are  to  be  in 
charge  of  the  music.  Do  you  remember 
Evelyn  Thornton?  She  has  returned 
from  Baltimore  where  she  sang  in  a 
quartet  for  three  years.  She  is  really  a 
wonderful  soloist,  too,  and  everyone 
enjoys  her  singing.  Henry,  her  broth- 
er, plays  the  trumpet  well.  Several 
other  young  people  have  made  musi- 
cians since  you  attended  the  church. 
We  are  to  have  a  special  speaker  to- 
night, and  I  am  eagerly  looking  for- 
ward to  hearing  his  message.  Our  pas- 
tor tells  me  that  he  is  among  our  very 
best  preachers.  Some  of  the  young 
people  have  asked  if  you  would  be  at 
the  church  tonight.  Mother  and  I  will 
be  pleased  to  have  you  go,  for  it  has 
been  a  few  years  now  since  you  were 
at  a  Watch  Night  service  with  us." 

"Yes,  Father,  I  think  I  would  en- 
joy attending  church  tonight.  It  has 
been  a  long  time  since  I  entered  that 
little  church.  I  can  remember  receiv- 
ing many  blessings  around  the  altar 
there." 

Father  and  Mother  were  thrilled 
that  night  when  their  girl  went  to  the 
altar  with  many  others.  The  Lord 
blessed  in  the  services  and  many  were 
saved  before  the  old  year  closed.  Many 
more  renewed  their  vows  to  God,  and 
among  the  number  was  the  dearest 
girl  in  the  world  to  Mr.  and  Mrs. 
Banks.  Now  Rosalind  could  join  them 
in  the  prayer  that  was  in  progress  as 
the  New  Year  was  ushered  in. 

It  was  after  midnight  when  the 
Banks'    family    reached    home.    They 
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were  all  so  happy.  God  had  answered 
the  prayer  of  that  father  and  mother 
and  their  hearts  were  overflowing 
with  praises  to  God. 

In  her  room  that  night,  Rosalind 
remained  on  her  knees  until  the  clock 
downstairs  struck  the  hour  of  four 
in  the  morning.  When  she  at  last  re- 
tired, her  mind  was  made  up.  She 
would  do  that  for  her  parents'  sake. 
They  were  old  and  needed  her.  There 
was  something  she  could  do  in  the 
country  and  remain  with  her  dear  fa- 
ther and  mother. 

When  she  told  the  old  couple  on 
New  Year's  morning  of  her  decision, 
their  already  happy  hearts  were  over- 
joyed. 

"But,"  said  Father  Banks,  "Your 
new  job  is  a  great  opportunity  to  you, 
and  we  do  not  wish  to  hinder  you  in 
your  career.  However,  dear,  Mother 
and  I  have  plenty  to  share  with  our 
little  girl,  and  after  we  are  gone  you 
will  not  need  to  work,  if  you  take 
care  of  what  we  leave  you." 

"I  know  you  have  enough  for  us  all, 
Father,  and  I  am  tired  of  city  life. 
I  would  just  like  to  get  away  from  it 
all.  If  I  remain  at  home,  I  will  have 
time  to  continue  my  writing.  You 
know  before  I  went  to  the  city,  I  wrote 
several  stories  that  were  accepted  by 
religious  magazines.  I  think  I  want 
time  to  develop  my  talent  for  writing. 
When  I  laid  my  pen  down  to  take  a 
job  in  the  city,  I  was  just  getting  in- 
terested in  religious  story  writing. 
Perhaps  that  is  what  God  is  leading 
me  to  do,  for  I  haven't  been  satisfied 
since  I  discontinued  my  writing.  At 
the  same  time,  I  need  to  become  more 
established  in  God.  For  the  last  few 
years,  I  have  been  living  a  very  care- 
less life,  trying  to  find  satisfaction. 
Last  night  I  decided  that  I  would 
make  the  rest  of  your  days  happy. 
There  will  be  time  later  for  my  career 
in  the  city,  if  God  so  leads.  I  have  my 
permanent  status  now  and  can  take 
another  job  with  the  same  grade  rat- 
ing. I  will  write  Mr.  Taylor  this  morn- 
ing, giving  him  my  decision.  Irma 
Beard  will  be  glad  for  the  position 
that  was  offered  me,  and  she  needs 
the  new  job  more  than  I." 

Later  that  morning,  Mother  Banks 
said  to  Rosalind.  "You  know,  dear,  the 
old  house  looks  all  new.  The  rooms 
look  larger,  and  the  carpets  aren't  so 
old-fashioned.  In  fact,  all  the  furni- 
ture looks  new  to  me.  Your  decision 
has  given  us  joy  which  clears  our 
vision.  Father  and  I  have  never  want- 
ed to  hinder  you  in  any  way,  but  we 
will  be  so  glad  to  have  you  with  us.  I 
have  often  wished  that  you  had  time 
to  write  more  of  those  good  stories. 
Now,  you  will  have  all  the  time  you 
need,  and  your  presence  here  will 
mean  so  much  to  us." 

"Yes,"  answered  the  happy  girl, 
"and  by  God's  help  I  intend  to  keep 
the  promises  I  made  to  God  last  night, 
and  I  am  sure  my  New  Year's  decision 
will  give  renewed  life  to  the  dearest 
people  in  the  world." 


"A    merry    heart    doeth    good    like 
medicine,"  Prov.  17:22a. 


TRY  THIS  CROSSWORD  PUZZLE 


ACROSS 


Pictured    Church    of    God    general    official 

is  Rev.  J.  D.  ■ . 

He  is  newly  elected in-Chief  of  Church 

of  God  publications. 

"...  and  on  every  foot  six  ,"  2  Sara. 

21:20. 

Past  tense  of  tread. 

Louisiana    (abbr.). 

An  exclamation. 

Leap,  bound  (Scot.). 

Red   Cross   (abbr.). 

Snake. 

Tenth  of  increase. 

A  children's  club  given  prominence  in  the 

Lighted  Pathway   (abbr.). 

"He  is  come  to  ,"  Isaiah  10  :28. 

"...  the  Lord  is  thy  ,"  Psa.  121:5. 

"Call  me  not  Naomi,  call  me  ,"  Ruth 

1:20. 

Second  son  of  Adam. 


28. 


26:2. 


— Martin  Miller. 


my  reins  and  my  heart,"  Psa. 


29.  Doctor  of  Medicine  (abbr). 

30.  Anno  Domini. 

32.  " ,    my    Master!    how    shall    we    do?"    2 

Kings   6:15. 
35.  Of  what  did  God  form  man? 

38.  Something  worn  on  the  head. 

39.  Jacob's  son   sold   into  Egypt. 

44.  "...   and   brought  the  child  to  ,"   1 

Sam.    1:25. 

45.  Interjection. 

46.  Builder  of  the  ark. 

47.  Atmosphere. 

49.  Doctor    (abbr.). 

50.  An  animal  small  of  its  kind. 

51.  A  mountain  range  in  Russia. 

53.  "And    led   him    away    to    first,"    John 

18:13. 

54.  Musical  term — slow. 


DOWN 


9. 
10. 
14. 
16. 
17. 

19. 

21. 
23. 


Son  of  Beor,  Numbers  22 :5. 

"Thy  will  be  done  in  earth,  as  is  in 

heaven,"  Matt.  6:10. 
A  mass  (dial.). 

"For  he  shall  be  like  the  in  the  des- 
ert,"  Jer.    17:6. 

Negroes  of  the  Gold  Coast  of  West  Africa. 
A  suffix. 
Wearing  apparel. 
A  suffix. 

Tank   destroyer   (military  abbr.). 
The  mother  of  Joseph. 
A  continent. 
Sheet    (abbr.). 

"And  Absalom  upon  a  mule,"  2  Sam. 

18:9. 

"If   I   wash    thee   not,    thou   hast    no   

with  me,"  John   13:8. 
A  fairy  queen. 

"   .   .   .   and  sowed  among  the   wheat, 

and  went  his  way,"  Matt.   13:25. 


25.  Son  of  Bedad,  Gen.  36:35. 

31.  "...  he  should  pay  all  that  was  un- 
to him,"  Matt.   18:34. 

32.  Son   of   Jotham,   2   Kings    15:38. 

33    " thine  hand  upon  him,  remember  the 

battle,   do  no  more,"  Job  41:8. 
34.  "...   Son   of  man  cometh  an  hour 

when  ye  think  not,"  Luke  12:40. 

36.  Sealed    (abbr.). 

37.  Article  used  on  car  wheel. 

39.  Simon's    father,   John    1 :42. 

40.  Grains. 

41.  Same  as   16  down. 

42.  Apostle  who  had  a  thorn  in  the  flesh. 

43.  "Call    the   labourers,   and   give   them   their 
,"  Matt.  20:8. 

46.  Father  of  Joshua,  Exodus  33:11. 

48.  "And    the    fire    along    the    ground," 

Exodus   9:23. 
50.  Registered  nurse  (abbr.). 
52.  Lieutenant   (abbr.). 
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The  Making  of  the  Lighted 

By  ARWANA  BROWN,  Lighted  Pathway  Secretary- 


When  I  carry  our  file  of  pictures  to 
Brother  Conn  for  his  selection  for  our 
front  cover,  and  the  picture  is  sent  to 
the  engravers,  the  long  process  of  put- 
ting out  a  monthly  LIGHTED  PATH- 
WAY has  begun.  This  usually  occurs 
more  than  a  month 
before  you  receive 
your  regular  copy. 

All  during  the 
month  material  has 
been  coming  in  from 
our  contributing  edi- 
tors and  field  writ- 
ers, and  filed  away 
in  its  proper  place. 
Each  page  of  the 
LIGHTED  PATH- 
WAY has  the  distinction  of  its  indi- 
vidual filing  space.  On  or  about  the 
18th  of  the  month  the  editor  begins 
his  reading  of  the  material  from  which 
he  must  make  selections  and  altera- 
tions needed  for  that  particular  is- 
sue. This  material  is  supposed  to  be 
properly  prepared  when  it  is  sent  in, 
but  often  it  is  written  in  longhand  or 
is  unsatisfactory  for  some  other  rea- 
son. My  job  is  to  prepare  this  material 
for  the  typesetters. 

"  When  the  material  for  each  page  has 
been  selected,  suitable  pictures  must 
be  selected.  If  special  drawings  are  to 
be  made,  a  rough  sketch  is  given  to  the 
staff  artist,  Mr.  A.  S.  Erickson,  who 
draws  the  pictures  and  returns  them 
to  Brother  Conn  for  his  approval,  and 
I  send  them  to  the  engravers  also. 
More  material  is  rejected,  for  various 
reasons,  than  ever  appears  in  the 
LIGHTED  PATHWAY;  therefore  the 
selections  are  made  with  prayer  and 
care. 

When  material  for  half  the  pages 
has  been  chosen  and  properly  prepared 
it  is  carried  to  the  proofreaders,  Mrs. 
Clarone  Hughes  and  Miss  Ella  Hender- 
son. After  they  have  read  the  material 
in  search  of  errors,  they  carry  it  to 
the  typesetters.  The  copy  is  set  in  lino- 
type and  the  type  put  in  galleys;  a 
"galley-proof"  is  then  returned  to  the 
offices  of  the  proofreaders  and  the 
editor.  The  editor  uses  his  proof  to  pre- 
pare a  "dummy"  showing  how  he 
wants  the  material  arranged  on  the 
page.  The  proofreaders  read  then- 
proof  to  find  all  typographical  or 
grammatical    errors.    The    typesetters 


then  make  their  corrections. 

The  editor  carries  the  dummy  that 
he  has  prepared  to  the  compositor,  Mr. 
George  Keppler,  and  he  arranges  the 
type  in  page  form.  Then  a  "page- 
proof"  is  taken  to  the  editor  and 
proofreaders.  Each  one  carefully  reads 
his  page,  the  proofreaders  still  search- 
ing for  grammatical  or  typographical 
errors  while  the  editor  looks  for  any- 
thing that  should  not  appear  in  the 
paper,  and  checks  the  general  appear- 
ance of  the  pages.  After  this  is  done 
the  page -proof  is  then  returned  to 
the  compositor  and,  after  any  neces- 
sary corrections  are  made,  this  part 
of  the  LIGHTED  PATHWAY  is  ready 
for  the  press. 

But  even  after  it  is  on  the  press  an- 
other proof,  called  the  "press-proof,"  is 
brought  to  the  editor  and  proofreaders 
for  their  approval.  This  proof  is 
checked  to  see  if  all  the  pages  begin 
and  end  with  the  proper  sentences,  if 
the  pages  are  numbered  correctly,  etc. 
When  Brother  Conn  is  finally  satis- 


fied and  writes  "O.  K."  on  the  press- 
proof,  the  presses  are  ready  to  begin. 
There  are  three  sections  and  the  cover 
that  are  prepared  by  this  same  pro- 
cedure. 

When  all  of  the  LIGHTED  PATH- 
WAY is  printed  it  is  brought  to  the 
assembly  department  where  it  is  fold- 
ed on  automatic  high-speed  folders, 
which  takes  from  three  to  four  days. 
The  folded  LIGHTED  PATHWAYS  are 
then  assembled,  which  is  putting  the 
different  sections  together  and  then 
into  the  cover.  The  papers  are  then 
stitched  on  high-speed  machines,  and 
carried  to  the  cutter,  where  they  are 
trimmed  to  the  proper  size.  After  they 
have  been  cut  they  are  ready  to  be 
mailed. 

It  takes  several  days  to  fill  the 
orders,  and  to  prepare  them  for  mail- 
ing, as  you  can  understand  when  I  tell 
you  that  this  January  issue  will  have 
a  circulation  of  about  65,100  copies. 
But  the  job  is  finally  done.  When  the 
last  truckload  of  LIGHTED  PATH- 
WAYS has  driven  away,  another  issue 
has  been  completed.  Much  prayer  and 
work  go  into  your  youth  magazine.  We 
hope  you  like  it. 

Before  you  receive  this  issue  we  will 
have  already  started  on  the  LIGHTED 
PATHWAY  for  next  month. 


*  Since  preparing 
this  article  the  writ- 
er has  been  trans- 
ferred to  the  office 
of  the  Editor-in- 
Chief,  being  suc- 
ceeded by  Miss  Wan- 
da Carey  as  Lighted 
Pathway  Secretary. 
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tee  Collesie  Echoes 


IK 


Ruth  and  Jack  Ours  were  home  for 
their  Christmas  vacation  from  Lee 
College.  Their  cousins,  Lucille,  Jerry 
and  Bob  Wilson,  were  visiting  for  a 
few  days  and  were  quite  interested 
in  the  school.  This  afternoon  Bob 
walked  into  the  living  room  where 
Jack  and  Lucille  were  playing  a  game 
and  started  the  conversation  on  a 
familiar  topic. 

Bob:  What  did  you  say  the  boys' 
dorm  is  called,  Jack? 

Jack:  Memorial  Hall.  It's  a  pretty 
nice  place  too. 

Jerry:  But  it  isn't  located  very  close 
to  the  main  buildings,  is  it?  You  said 
it  was  quite  a  walk  to  the  Dining  Hall. 

Ruth:  That's  to  give  you  a  good 
appetite,  Jerry. 

Jack:  It  isn't  far,  Jerry.  I  was  only 
kidding  you.  Besides  it's  very  close  to 
Melody  and  Harmony  Hall  and  Presi- 
dent Brinsfield's  home.  It  isn't  out  of 
things  at  all. 

Lucille:  Are  Hadassah  and  Cosmo- 
politan close,  Ruth? 

Ruth:  Oh,  they're  right  beside  the 
Dining  Hall  and  the  Snack  Shop  is 
just  across  the  street. 

Bob:  The  girls  really  have  things 
easy.  Which  dormitory  do  you  live  in, 
Ruth? 

Ruth:  Hadassah.  Cosmopolitan  is 
for  the  high  school  girls.  Religious 
education  and  college  girls  live  in 
Hadassah. 

Jerry:  What  about  the  classrooms? 

Jack:  They're  in  the  Alumni  and 
Academic  buildings  and  on  the  ground 
floors  of  Hadassah  and  Cosmopolitan. 
The  science  rooms  are  in  Nora  Cham- 
bers Hall. 

Lucille:  Did  you  say  there  was  a 
large  library,  Ruth? 

Ruth:  Oh,  yes.  And  we  have  an 
audio-visual  aid  room  on  the  ground 
floor  of  the  Library  building. 

Bob:  Did  either  of  you  take  extra 
furniture? 

Jack:  No,  only  "fixings"  as  Ruth 
says. 

Ruth:  I  painted  my  room  blue  and 
am  using  yellow  curtains  and  bed- 
spreads. It  looks  almost  like  home. 

Jack:  You  don't  have  to  worry  about 
your  shirts  either.  We  can  have  our 
laundry  picked  up  right  at  the  school. 
There  are  laundry  rooms,  too,  if  you 
happen  to  be  ambitious. 

Ruth:  Speaking  of  rooms,  did  we 
say  there  were  prayer  rooms  in  each 
of  the  dorms  and  downstairs  in  the 
auditorium? 

Jerry:  I  think  you  mentioned  that 
yesterday.  But  do  you  have  church 
and  Sunday  School  on  the  campus  or 
do  you  go  to  one  of  the  local  churches? 

Jack:  We  have  Sunday  School  and 
morning  services  on  the  campus,  also 
Sunday  night  services  and  Y.P.E.  on 
Friday  nights.  However,  you  can  get 
permission  to  attend  the  churches  in 
Cleveland. 

Ruth:  Jack  and  I  seldom  go  to 
church    in    Cleveland    though.    We're 


always  afraid  we'll  miss  one  of  our 
own  good  services.  Just  the  other  Sun- 
day evening  the  Holy  Ghost  worked 
in  a  special  way.  After  an  anointed 
message  by  our  president  a  number 
found  Christ  as  their  Savior  while 
others  were  baptized  with  the  Holy 
Ghost.  Then  we  have  chapel  three  and 
four  days  alternate  weeks. 

Jack:  We  have  our  club  meetings 
on  Thursdays  and  class  meetings  ev- 
ery second  Tuesday. 

Lucille :  What  different  clubs  do  you 
have? 

Ruth:  There  are  quite  a  few.  I  be- 
long to  the  Music  Club  and  the  Youth 
for  Christ  Club.  Jack  belongs  to  the 
Athletic  and  Ministerial  Clubs,  also 
the  Writers'  Club.  The  Writers' 
Club  puts  out  the  Lee  College  Clarion 
and  meets  in  the  evenings.  Besides 
these  there  are  the  Spanish,  German, 
and  French  Clubs,  the  Missionary  and 
Home  Economic  Clubs.  Then  we  have 
the  Mixed  Chorus,  the  Girls'  Glee 
Club,  the  Boys'  Glee  Club,  the  Robed 
Choir,  and  the  Band. 

Bob:  My,  I  believe  you're  rather 
musically  inclined. 

Jack:  You  should  hear  the  singing. 
It's  always  good.  Then  we  have  var- 
ious   quartets    and    trios    for    special 

As  this  issue  of  The  Lighted  Pathway 
goes  to  press  the  news  breaks  that  the 
High  School  Division  of  Lee  College 
has  been  accepted  as  an  accredited 
member  of  the  Southern  Association. 
For  full  details  of  this  signal  victory 
for  our  school,  see  the  article  by  E.  M. 
Tapley  in  the  Evangel. 

ENROLL    NOW! 

LEE  COLLEGE 

Offers  You  the  Best  in 

0    HIGH    SCHOOL 

•  JUNIOR   COLLEGE 

•  RELIGIOUS    EDUCATION 

Second  Semester  Begins 
January  24,   1949 

For  catalog  and  full   information 
write  immediately  to: 

The    Registrar,    Lee   College 
Cleveland,  Tennessee 

The  VINDAUGA  of  Lee  College  will  be 
available  later.  Those  desiring  copies  must 
place  their  order  with  the  remittance  of 
$5.25  at  once.  January  15  will  be  the  dead- 
line for  placing   orders. 

Name     

Address        

City  State 

Please  send  me  copies  at  $5.25  each. 


music. 

Jerry:  Ruth  mentioned  the  Athletic 
Club.  Do  you  have  scheduled  games? 

Jack:  Each  class  has  a  softball  and 
football  team — even  the  faculty. 

We  play  Saturdays  and  after  supper, 
and  we  really  have  interesting  games. 

Ruth:  The  girls  have  teams  too.  We 
have  a  lot  of  fun. 

Lucille:  What  do  you  do  for  recrea- 
tion when  it  rains? 

Jack:  There  are  game  rooms  in  the 
various  dormitories  and  Hadassah  has 
a  very  nice  social  room  for  the  boys 
and  girls.  Each  dorm  has  a  lobby  too. 

Ruth:  All  social  activities  are  prop- 
erly supervised  and  all  students  are 
encouraged  to  be  friendly  and  to  par- 
ticipate in  clubs,  classes,  and  in  the 
athletic  program.  The  outstanding 
motto  concerning  all  activities  is  "Do 
Right." 

Bob:  Sounds  all  right.  I  think  I'd 
like  to  go  to  Lee. 

Jerry:  Are  there  very  many  married 
people  and  vets  at  Lee?  Most  other 
colleges  and  universities  have  quite  a 
few. 

Ruth:  Yes,  a  great  number  of  our 
students  are  veterans.  The  married 
couples  with  children  live  in  Provi- 
dence Hall  and  Victory  Hall.  Those 
without  children  live  in  Old  Main.  The 
veterans  have  government  aid  as  in 
any  other  school  since  Lee  has  an 
accredited  junior  college,  high  school, 
and  department  of  religious  education. 

Jerry:  Everything  sounds  better  and 
better.  I  wouldn't  mind  having  my 
government  check  come  to  Lee. 

Lucille:  May  we  go  home  for  week 
ends? 

Jack:  Oh,  yes!  !  and  there  are  two 
days  extra  vacation  when  all  the  Ten- 
nessee teachers  meet  in  October.  Then 
there  are  the  fall  and  spring  picnics. 
You  wouldn't  have  time  to  get  lone- 
some anyway,  Lucille. 

Bob:  When  did  you  say  the  second 
semester  starts?  If  I  get  my  high 
school  diploma  this  semester,  I'd  like 
to  join  you. 

Lucille:  So  would  I,  and  Dad  and 
Mother  would  be  glad  for  us  to  go. 

Ruth:  The  second  semester  starts 
January  4.  Necessary  expenses  amount 
to  approximately  $250,  but  I'll  get  my 
catalogue  so  you  can  see  about  it 
yourself.  Some  students  work  part 
time. 

Jerry:  Would  you  mind  having  an 
extra  vet?  I  could  use  some  more  trig 
and  biology  before  I  go  to  State  next 
fall. 

Jack:  Of  course  we  want  all  of  you. 
And  I  know  you'll  always  be  glad 
you're  alumnae  of  Lee  College. 

Note:  Miss  Evelyn  Hebb,  a  college 
freshman,  wrote  the  above  skit  in  an 
effort  to  help  our  readers  and  pro- 
spective students  to  learn  more  about 
our  school.  Coming  to  us  from  St. 
George,  West  Virginia,  with  high 
recommendations,  she  is  proving  her- 
self in  many  ways. 
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Recede  for  Home  Devotions  .  .  . 

By     AVIS     SWIGER 


January  1 

Scripture,  Isaiah  54:1-4. 
THEME:  A  Wider  Vision  for  Service  in 

the  New  Year. 
Song:  "Open  My  Eyes  That  I  May  See." 
Pray  for:  Personal  vision;  broadened 
vision  of  church  leaders;  enlarged 
missionary  vision;  national  and 
international  vision  of  peace  and 
fellowship. 

January  2 

Scripture,  Hebrews  11:1-10. 
THEME:  Faith  to  Follow  the  Vision. 
Song:  "Have  Faith  in  God." 
Pray:  That  we  may  know  how  to  re- 
ceive faith  from  God. 

January  3 

Scripture,  Romans  1:1-17. 
THEME:  God's  Supply  of  Grace  Is  Suf- 
ficient. 
Song:  "The  Cross  Is  Not  Greater." 
Pray:  That  our  vision  and  our  faith 
will  make  it  possible  for  us  to  re- 
ceive the  needed  supply  of  grace. 

January  4 

Scripture,  Proverbs  29:18-27; 
Amos  8:11, 12. 
THEME:   Extreme  Need  of  a  Vision: 
Who   Will  Perish?   The   one   who 
lacks  the  vision  and  the  ones  who 
did  not  hear. 
Song: 
"Lord,  lay  some  soul  upon  my  heart 
And  love  that  soul  through  me, 
And  may  I  ever  do  my  part 
To  win  that  soul  to  Thee." 
Pray  for:  A  vision  of  the  lost  to  stir 
within  me  a  real  compassion. 

January  5 

Scripture,  John  9:1-34. 
Song:  "Work  for  the  Night  Is  Coming." 
Prayer:  Lord,  give  me  strength,  cour- 
age, and  a  compelling  impulse  to 
work — today — for  Thee. 

January  6 

Scripture,  Luke  1:5-25. 
Song:  "Speak,  My  Lord." 
Pray:   To  be  chosen  as  one  of  God's 

messengers,  to  be  given  some  field 

of  service. 

January  7 

Scripture,  Luke  11:33-38; 
Matthew  5:13-16. 
Song:  "I'll  Be  a  Sunbeam." 
Pray  for:  The  ability  to  be  a  reflector, 
reflecting  the  light  of  Jesus. 

January  8 

Scripture,  Luke  13:22-35;  19:41-44. 
Song:  "I  Would  Be  Like  Jesus." 
Pray:  That  I  may  have  a  burden  for 

the  lost  that  will  be  heavy  enough 

to  bring  some  tears. 

January  9 

Scripture,  James  1:5.    (Memorize) 

Song:  "He  Leadeth  Me." 

Pray:  Asking  God  for  wisdom  to  do 
and  say  right  things  at  the  right 
time,  to  the  right  people,  in  the 
right  way. 


January  10 

Scripture,  1  Peter  2:21-25. 
THEME:  Our  Great  Pattern. 
Song:  "Stepping  in  the  Light." 
Prayer:  Although  the  pattern  for  my 
life  may  sometimes  be  difficult  to 
follow,  because  of  my  tear-dimmed 
eyes,   Lord,  help   me    to   walk   by 
faith  when  I  cannot  see. 

January  1 1 

Scripture,  Isaiah  55. 
Song:  "Bringing  in  the  Sheaves." 
Pray  for:  Ability  to  plan,  work  and  ac- 
complish. 

January  12 

Scripture,  Psalm  37:1-27. 

THEME:  Trust  in  the  Lord. 

Song:  "Got  Any  Rivers?" 

Pray  for:  A  trusting  heart,  a  willing- 
ness to  leave  everything  in  the 
hands  of  God,  and  be  satisfied  as 
He  works  it  out. 

January  13 

Scripture,  Psalm  22. 
NOTE:    A  trilogy:  in  Psalm  22,  the 
good  Shepherd  gives  His  life  for  the 
sheep;  Psalm  23,  the  great  Shepherd; 
Psalm  24,  the  chief  Shepherd. 
Song:   "The  Way  of  the  Cross  Leads 

Home." 
Pray:  To  be  a  good  follower. 

January  14 

Scripture,  Psalm  23. 
THEME:    The   Great  Shepherd   Cares 

for  His  Sheep. 
Song:    "Standing    Somewhere   in   the 

Shadows." 
Pray:    To   recognize   the   Lord   in   all 

things. 

January  15 

Scripture,  Psalm  24 
THEME:  The  Chief  Shepherd  Rewards 

His  Sheep. 
Song:  "We  Shall  See  the  King  Some 

Day." 
Pray  for:  The  soon  return  of  the  Lord 

of  Glory. 

January  16 

Scripture,  Eccl.  12:1-14. 
Song:  "My  Jesus,  I  Love  Thee." 
Prayer:    Should    be    offered    for    our 
youth   that   they   may   "earnestly 
contend  for  the  faith  which  was 
once  delivered  to  the  saints." 

January  17 

Scripture,  Psalm  15. 

Song:  "When  We  All  Get  to  Heaven." 

Pray  for:  All  to  meet  the  requirements 

for  Christian  living  —  since  none 

will  be  in  heaven  who  do  not  make 

preparations  here. 

January  18 

Scripture,  Genesis  3:1-7 ;  15. 
Song:  "There  Is  a  Fountain." 
Pray  for:  The  second  coming  and  the 
fulfillment  of  the    promise  of  re- 
demption. 


January  19 

Scripture,  Genesis  27:1-29. 
Song:  "Yield  Not  to  Temptation." 
Prayer:  Lord,  help  us  to  be  eager  to 
do  right;  to  eschew  evil;  to  cleave 
always  to  the  best  things. 
January  20 
Scripture,  Galatians  6:7,  8. 
Song:  "Bringing  in  the  Sheaves." 
Pray  for:  Ability  to  sow  only  good  seed 
and  then  look  to  the  Lord  of  Har- 
vest for  the  increase. 
January  21 
Scripture,  Judges  11:1-11; 
1  Cor.  1:26-31. 
Song:  "I  Surrender  All." 

NOTE:  Confucius,  China's  sage, 
said  that  the  excellency  of  water  lay 
in  the  facts  that  it  benefits  all,  and 
seeks  always  a  lower  place  for  itself. 
Pray:  To  be  humble. 

January  22 
Scripture,  1  Samuel  1:1-28. 
THEME:  Life  Service. 
Song:  "Throw  Out  the  Life-Line." 
Pray  for:  A  full  life  of  service. 
January  23 
Scripture,  Matthew  28:16-20. 
THEME:  Reasonable  Service. 
Song:  "I  Gave  My  Life  for  Thee." 
Pray  for:  Fuller  understanding  of  life 
service. 

January  24 
Scripture,  2  Chron.  15:1-15. 
THEME:  Wholehearted  Service. 
Song:     "True-Hearted,    Whole-Heart- 
ed." 
Prayer:  Lord,  help  me  to  measure  my 
service  to  you  by  my  opportunities. 
January  25 
Scripture,  2  Kings  2:1-13. 
Song:  "Make  Me  a  Blessing." 
Pray:  That  I  may  be  a  channel  through 
which  God  can  work. 

January  26 

Scripture,  Acts  9:1-16. 
Song:  "Take  Time  to  Be  Holy." 
Pray:  To  be  made  vessels  unto  honor. 

January  27 

Scripture,  1  Peter  4:12-19. 
Song:  "Higher  Ground." 
Pray:  That  we  learn  to  mind  our  own 
business. 

January  28 

Scripture,  1  Cor.  3:9-16. 
Song:  "I  Would  Be  Like  Jesus." 
Pray:  To  be  a  master-builder,  able  to 
finish  the  work  we  begin. 

January  29 

Scripture,  1  Cor.  13. 
Song:  "Love  Lifted  Me." 
Pray  for:   Love  to  be  made  manifest 
in  my  daily  life. 

January  30 

Scripture,  Num.  11:10-25. 
Song:  "All  the  Way  My  Saviour  Leads 

Me." 
Pray  for:  A  readiness  to  accept  every 

responsibility  and  task  given  to  us 

by  God. 

January  31 

Scripture,  Matthew  3:1-12. 
THEME:  Looking  Backward. 
Song:  "Lord,  Have  I  Done  My  Part?" 
Prayer:    For   every   failure,  oversight, 
and  shortcoming  of  the  past  month, 
forgive  me,  Lord,  and  help  me  to 
profit  by  it  in  the  coming  month. 


Page  20 


The  Lighted  Pathway 


Our  Uoiith  meet 
the  Challenge 


Floyd  L.  Ramsey 

Pastor  the  Church  of  God,  Pine  Bluff, 
Arkansas 

Refreshing  memories  of  the  great 
youth  night  service  conducted  Sunday 
evening,  August  29,  1948,  during  the 
International  General  Assembly  of  the 
Church  of  God  which  recently  con- 
vened in  the  Municipal  Auditorium, 
Birmingham,  Alabama,  will  long  live 
to  bless  and  stimulate  the  spirituality 
of  those  who  were  privileged  to  be 
present. 

MAMMOTH  YOUTH  MARCH 

At  6:45  young  people  from  many 
countries  had  gathered  in  the  park 
directly  in  front  of  the  auditorium  to 
participate  in  one  of  the  largest  youth 
marches  ever  to  be  witnessed  in  the 
General  Assembly  of  the  Church  of 
God.  This  mammoth  march  was  a  re- 
sult of  much  planning  on  the  part 
of  the  National  Youth  Board  and  the 
state  youth  directors.  Rev.  Manuel  F. 
Campbell,  enthusiastic  youth  director 
of  Kentucky,  headed  the  committee 
that  worked  out  the  final  details  for 
the  march.  At  the  appointed  time  the 
march  began,  being  led  by  the  Nation- 
al Youth  Board,  Rev.  Ralph  E.  Wil- 
liams, Rev.  Robert  Johnson,  Rev.  Paul 
Stallings,  Rev.  E.  T.  Stacy,  Rev.  Brady 
Dennis,  and  the  state  youth  directors. 
While  the  huge  crowd  of  jubilant 
young  people  marched,  we  were  fa- 
vored with  a  band  of  talented  musi- 
cians playing  "Onward  Christian  Sol- 
diers." Among  those  playing  in  the 
band  were  such  outstanding  musi- 
cians as:  Joe  Milligan,  George  Sav- 
chenko,  T.  W.  Day,  and  many  others 
that  space  will  not  permit  mentioning. 
THE  MODERATOR 

The  march  being  completed,  Rev. 
Ralph  E.  Williams,  National  Youth 
Director,  assumed  his  duty  as  moder- 
ator of  the  meeting.  Brother  Ralph 
was    apparently    very    enthusiastic 


about  the  whole  program  of  our  youth 
work,  and  in  his  versatile  manner 
gave  a  glowing  report  of  the  work  that 
had  been  accomplished  since  the 
last  General  Assembly.  After  many  en- 
couraging statements  by  the  modera- 
tor, Rev.  R.  P.  Johnson,  a  veteran  of 
many  years  of  service  devoted  to  the 
cause  of  Christ,  led  this  grateful  con- 
gregation to  the  throne  of  grace  in  the 
soul-stirring  prayer  which  evoked 
many  shouts  of  glory  while  he  poured 
out  his  very  soul  to  God  in  behalf  of 
our  youth. 

THE  MUSICAL  PROGRAM 

The  program  of  special  music  and 
singing  was  a  very  colorful  event  in- 
deed. We  were  favored  with  hearing 
such  singing  artists  as:  the  LeFevre 
Trio,  Vep  Ellis,  Otis  L.  McCoy,  Lillian 
Savchenko,  M.  G.  McLuhan,  Mrs.  John 
Meares,  the  Daniel  Sisters,  and  Mr. 
and  Mrs.  Howard  Lipham.  These  sing- 
ers were  not  merely  singing  for  sheer 
entertainment,  but  expressly  to  the 
glory  of  God.  Many  were  the  expres- 
sions of  exultant  praise  which  flowed 
through  the  hearts  of  this  apprecia- 
tive congregation  while  these  Holy- 
Ghost-filled  singers  graced  the  service. 
AWARDING  TIME 

During  the  course  of  this  grand 
service,  the  state  youth  directors  were 
introduced  and  called  upon  to  extend 
a  few  words  of  greeting  to  this  Assem- 
bly from  the  fields  which  they  repre- 
sented. Then  came  the  time  for 
awarding  banners.  This  was  a  breath- 
taking moment,  filled  with  excite- 
ment. Who  would  receive  the  banners? 
Rev.  Ralph  E.  Williams  announced  the 
winners,  and  awarded  the  banners 
accordingly.  After  much  cheering,  the 
service  continued. 

THE  MESSAGE 

At  this  time,  a  man  was  introduced 
whose  name  has  been  appearing  quite 
frequently  in  our  periodicals  for  sev- 
eral years,  a  man  who  has  a  great 
record  of  service  to  his  credit,  and  a 
man  who  still  possesses  a  strong  vis- 
ion of  the  need  of  this  hour,  our  own 
Rev.  A.  M.  Phillips  who  was  the  speak- 
er of  the  evening.  The  Reverend  Phil- 
lips chose  for  his  message  the  timely 
theme  "Youth  Journeys  through  Life." 
He  pointed  out  the  fact  that  discre- 
tion and  consecration  aided  by  an  in- 
vincible determination  to  follow  the 
pathway  led  by  Him  who  is  the  author 
of  life  would  eventually  lead  us  into 
the  realms  of  the  blessed.  The  message 
closed  with  a  large  group  of  young 
people  diligently  seeking  the  pathway 
of  the  blessed. 


SPECIAL  NOTICE 

The  Y.P.E.  lessons  that  have  for- 
merly been  found  on  pages  20  and  21 
are  now  published  in  the  YOUTH 
AND  S.  S.  WORKERS'  BULLETIN. 
You  can  get  this  paper  for  only  50c 
per  year.  Send  your  subscription  to 
Ralph  E.  Williams,  Editor,  YOUTH 
AND  S.  S.  WORKERS'  BULLETIN, 
Church  of  God  Publishing  House, 
Cleveland,    Tennessee. 


vefecvtet 


By    Vivian    Becker 

"The  harvest  truly  is  great,  but  the 
labourers  are  few:  pray  ye  therefore 
the  Lord  of  the  harvest,  that  he  would 
send  forth  labourers  into  his  harvest." 

Some  are  using  this  scripture  as  an 
excuse  to  stay  away  from  school.  It 
is  an  established  fact  that  the  har- 
vest is  white  unto  harvest  and  the 
laborers  are  few.  Let  us,  however, 
think  for  a  moment  of  a  farmer  put- 
ting forth  an  effort  to  harvest  a 
thousand  acres  of  grain  with  the  most 
primitive  implements,  a  scythe  and 
sickle.  We  try  to  stop  him  in  an  effort 
to  help  him  see  he'll  never  complete 
the  task.  He  says,  "I  cannot  stop  now; 
the  harvest  is  already  ripe."  So  he 
plods  on,  working  day  and  night. 

We're  grieved  because  we  know  that 
if  he'd  stop  a  few  days  to  prepare  to 
go  into  the  field  with  more  effective 
equipment,  his  labors  would  not  be  in 
vain.  Instead  of  reaping  a  few  acres 
he  could  reap  the  whole — the  differ- 
ence hinging  on  making  the  necessary 
preparation. 

To  me  this  is  a  clear  picture  of  the 
man  who  is  called  to  work  for  Christ. 
He  says,  "I  have  no  time  to  prepare, 
for  the  field  is  already  white  unto 
harvest."  The  immensity  of  the  task 
before  us  speaks  for  itself.  If  we're 
going  to  accomplish  what  God  has 
called  us  to  do,  we  must  spend  some 
time  in  preparation  that  our  efforts 
will  count  for  the  most.  What  better 
place  could  we  recommend  than  Lee 
College!  Religious  education,  high 
school,  and  junior  college  work  is  of- 
fered. 

A  number  of  visitors  who  have  seen 
the  world  have  reminded  us  that  in  all 
their  travels  they've  not  found  a  sin- 
gle institution  like  ours.  They  have 
helped  us  to  realize  in  a  greater  way 
what  a  privilege  it  is  to  be  here. 

Procrastinate  no  longer!  Plan  now 
to  enter  Lee  College  January  24,  1949. 
A  number  of  beginning  classes  will  be 
offered.  You  need  to  make  special 
preparation  for  the  great  conflict 
ahead.  Christ  said,  "Follow  me,  and 
I  will  make  you  fishers  of  men."  They 
didn't  immediately  go  fishing  for  men, 
but  first  they  had  to  mend  their  nets; 
they  sat  at  the  feet  of  the  greatest 
Teacher  that's  ever  lived  in  prepara- 
tion for  the  task  before  them.  If  the 
disciples  of  Christ  needed  training 
then,  how  much  more  we  need  it  now. 
How  do  you  dare  pursue  your  own 
way  the  best  you  know  how  when  you 
know  you  should  be  in  school  and 
could  be  in  school!  I  challenge  you  to 
come  just  one  semester  this  year. 

God  is  mightily  working  through  His 
leaders  and  servants  here.  The  Spirit 
of  Christ,  love,  and  fellowship  in  our 
midst  this  year  seems  to  surpass  all 
other  years.  This  is  the  testimony  of 
those  who  have  been  affiliated  with 
the  school  over  a  period  of  years.  I 
say  as  Philip,  "Come  and  see." 
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BELL  OVER   BLACKPINE 

(Continued  from  page  5) 

a  church  building  being  erected  at  the 
north  end  of  the  street,  right  in  town. 

The  day  came,  shortly  after  Christ- 
mas, that  Raymond  had  dropped  his 
weary  hands  to  his  side,  had  taken  a 
step  backward,  and  said, 

"Well,  Duff,  chere  is  our  church 
house.  We  have  actually  built  a  house 
of  worship  in  Blackpine." 

"Yep,"  answered  the  blacksmith, 
"thar  it  is  all  finished.  We  didn't  quite 
git  done  before  winter  come,  but  it 
ain't  snowed  real  hard  yit."  Then  he 
looked  along  the  black,  shingled  roof 
to  the  makeshift  steeple  and  belfry. 
"Land-o-live!  Don't  that  bell  look 
purty  a-hangin'  there!  When  you  go- 
in'  to  have  th'  first  meetin',  Preach- 
er?" 

Raymond  had  sat  down  upon  a 
felled  log.  "Well,  Duff,  I  was  just 
thinking  about  that.  The  church  will 
have  to  be  cleaned  up  real  good  first. 
Then  I  will  have  to  go  visiting  and 
tell  the  people  that  services  are  be- 
ginning. Do  you  suppose  we  could  be 
ready  to  have  service  on  Sunday  morn- 
ing?   That   will   be   New   Year's  Day." 

"Shore  we  can!"  Duff  had  empha- 
sized. "Now  don't  you  worry  none 
about  cleaning  up  the  shavings  an 
things.  You  git  yore  city  clothes  on 
and  do   the  invitin'.  I'll  clean  it  ud 


nice. 

And  so  it  was  that  they  had  pre- 
pared for  the  first  Christian  service 
in  Blackpine.  Raymond  could  remem- 
ber very  clearly  his  apprehension  as 
he  had  dressed  to  visit  the  townfolk, 
sincerely  wanting  to  show  his  con- 
cern for  them.  He  wanted  to  tell  them 
that  the  gospel  would  hereafter  be 
preached  in  Blackpine.  He  knew  that 
there  were  some  that  would  be  glad 
to  attend  church. 

After  he  had  prayed  for  success  in 
speaking  to  the  people,  he  started 
down  the  hillside.  By  the  time  he  had 
reached  the  board  sidewalk  of  the 
town,  he  had  been  actually  vibrant 
with  enthusiasm. 

But  this  was  all  just  a  memory  now. 
And  the  driving  rain  beat  that  mem- 
ory deeper  and  deeper  into  his  brain. 
If  he  could  have  looked  forward  on 
that  day  to  this  night— if  he  could 
have  known  the  heartbreak  that  was 
to  be  his — if  he  could  have  only  heard 
that  constant,  maddening  rain — if  he 
could  have  only  heard  the  wail  of  the 
ambitious  wind,  then  he  could  have 
left  Blackpine  sooner.  He  would  not 
have  waited  these  five  years.  He  would 
not  be  sitting  here  alone  now,  wait- 
ing for  an  opportunity  to  leave. 

But  he  didn't  know  all  that  then.  So 
he  walked  spiritedly  along  the  clat- 
tering sidewalk  toward  the  first  house. 
(Continued  in  next  issue) 


A   PERSONAL  MESSAGE   FROM  THE   EDITOR 

Never  before  has  there  been  such  a  need  for  good,  wholesome  Christian  literature  to 
be  placed  in  our  homes,  to  offset  the  abundance  of  destructive  and  demoralizing  reading 
that  is  placed  before  our  young  people.  Most  young  people  are  going  to  read  something, 
even  if  it  is  literary  trash;  therefore  it  is  the  responsibility  of  each  parent  to  keep  in  their 
homes  literature  that  strengthens  spirituality  and  leads  to  a  clean  and  Christian  life. 
The  LIGHTED  PATHWAY  is  a  monthly  magazine  designed  for  this  very  purpose.  We  try 
to  make  it  attractive  and  appealing  to  readers  of  all  ages,  with  true  spiritual  values  con- 
stantly held  in  mind.  It  is  with  much  prayer  that  each  issue  is  sent  into  the  subscribers'  homes 
and  we  endeavor  to  fill  each  issue  with  uplifting  stories,  inspiring  poetry,  strengthening 
sermons,  and  articles  of  helps  in  the  Christian  life.  We  try  to  maintain  a  cultural  and  in- 
tellectual atmosphere,  and  stress  the  need  of  God  in  every  person's  life. 

I  urge  you  to  subscribe  to  this  distinctive,  and  vitally  needed,  Christian  magazine  to- 
day. The  future  of  your  home  is  important,  and  I  personally  feel  that  literature  of  this 
type   will    be  of  the   greatest   importance    in   preserving    those   things   which   we   hold   dear. 

— Charles  W.  Conn,  Editor. 


HELPS   FOR  TEMPTED 

(Continued  from  page  6) 
by  sin  here?  The  sin  of  their  parents 
or  friends,  twisted  limbs,  weak  minds, 
blighted  lives,  ruined  constitutions. 
Oh!  the  amount  of  curse  there  is  here! 
Thank  God  we  are  going  to  a  world 
where  the  curse  and  blight  of  sin  is 
forever  done  away  with.  These  things 
will  give  us  some  idea  of  the  bright- 
ness of  that  world. 

It  is  also  a  place  of  HAPPINESS. 
There  is  nothing  gloomy  or  sad  in  that 
land.  We  read  of  choirs  singing  and 
the  redeemed  singing  their  blood-pas- 
sion song,  "Unto  Him  who  loved  us 
and  loosed  us  from  our  sins  in  His 
own  blood." 

(To   be   continued) 
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WE  THANK  YOU   .   .   . 

for  the  fine  Christmas  "Our 
Children"  had.  Your  contribu- 
tions and  gifts  made  it  possible. 
All  the  children  say  "THANK 
YOU"  from  their  hearts  for  ev- 
ery remembrance.  May  God's 
richest  blessing  ever  be  upon 
you. 

Church  of  God  Orphanage, 
William  F.  Dych, 

Superintendent. 
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THE   LIGHTED   PATHWAY 

Charles    W.    Conn,    Editor 

Church   of  God    Publishing    House,   Cleveland,   Tennessee 

Dear    Editor: 

Yes!   I  want  The  LIGHTED  PATHWAY  to  come  to  my  home  every  month.   Please 
start   my   subscription   with   the   next    issue. 

NAME 

ADDRESS    T 

C I TY  STATE  ._ 


As  a  gift  from  me,   please  send  The  LIGHTED   PATHWAY  to  the  person  whose 
name  is  listed  below. 

NAME 


ADDRESS 
CITY 


_.  STATE  .. 
CHECK   THE   PROPER   SQUARE   OR   SQUARES 

I    enclose   $1.25    for   my  own   twelve   months'   subscription    □ 
I    enclose    $1.25    for   my   twelve   months'    gift   subscription    □ 


Please    bill    me    the    first    of    the    month,    and    I    will    send    payment    □ 
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WHAT  IS  HIS  NAME? 

Answer:  Rev.  J.  H.  Walker. 

The  Lighted  Pathway 
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•  VALUE  OF  TIME— Queen  Charlotte  said:  "I  am  always 
quarreling  with  time:  it  is  so  short  to  do  something,  and 
so  long  to  do  nothing."  John  Bradford  used  to  say,  "I  count 
that  hour  lost  in  which  I  have  done  no  good  by  my  pen  or 
tongue."  Seneca  taught  that  time  was  the  only  thing  of 
which  it  is  a  virtue  to  be  covetous.  Dr.  Cotton  Mather  would 
express  his  regret  after  the  departure  of  a  visitor  that  had 
wasted  his  time,  "I  had  rather  have  given  him  a  handful 
of  money  than  have  been  kept  thus  long  out  of  my  study." 
Henry  Martyn  won  the  honorable  title,  "The  man  that 
never  wasted  an  hour." 

•  The  sole  record  of  the  observance  of  the  New  Year  by 
the  Pilgrims  in  the  New  World,  named  New  England,  was 
most  prosaic,  most  brief — "We  went  to  work  betimes."  Many 
of  the  good  Puritan  ministers  thought  the  celebration  or 
even  notice  of  the  day  in  any  way  savored  of  improper  and 
unchristian  reverence  for  the  heathen  god  Janus,  for  whom 
January  is  named.  Yet  these  English  settlers  came  from 
a  land  where  New  Year's  Eve  and  New  Year's  Day  were 
second  in  importance  and  in  domestic  observance  only  to 
Christmas.  Throughout  every  English  county  New  Year's 
Eve  was  always  celebrated;  in  many  it  was  called  by  the 
pretty  name  of  Singing  E'en,  from  the  custom  which  ob- 
tained of  singing  the  last  of  the  Christmas  Carols  at  that 
time. 

•  OLD  AND  NEW  YEAR — A  strange  scene  was  witnessed 
by  an  English  visitor  at  Odessa  on  the  first  day  of  one  Jew- 
ish year.  Sixty  thousand  Jews  living  at  Odessa  went  down 
to  the  sea  for  the  purpose  of  throwing  last  year's  sins 
therein,  to  begin  the  New  Year  with  a  clear  conscience. 
They  stood  in  groups  closely  packed  together,  looking  to- 
ward the  water,  reciting  prayers.  Some  of  the  people  turned 
their  pockets  inside  out  and  shook  them  towards  the  sea; 
others  merely  made  a  sign  of  throwing  stones  into  it.  This 
was  a  public  act  of  confession  and  contrition.  Whether 
or  not  it  was  followed  by  a  better  life  would  depend  on 
how  much  of  sincere  penitence  there  was  in  the  act. 

•  Emma  was  a  sweet  little  girl  six  years  old.  One  day  she 
said  to  her  mother,  "Mamma,  I  mean  to  begin  at  the  new 
/ear  to  love  Jesus."  "But,"  said  her  mother,  "how  do  you 
snow  you  will  live  till  the  new  year?"  Emma  sat  some  mo- 
nents  without  speaking.  At  length  she  looked  up,  with  tears 


in  her  eyes,  and  said,  "Perhaps  I  shall  not.  I  will  begin  now; 
and  then.  Mamma,  if  God  lets  me  live,  I  shall  be  a  Chris- 
tian when  the  new  year  begins." 

•  New  Year's  Day  is  a  day  of  many  and  various  super- 
stitions, which  have  been  brought  from  ancient  customs 
and  fears  that  were  fostered  by  paganism.  In  our  own 
country  there  are  many  who  believe  that  it  is  an  omen  of 
good  luck  for  a  man  to  be  the  first  visitor  of  the  day,  and 
that  it  is  an  ill  omen  for  a  woman  to  be  the  first  visitor. 
Some  fear  that  the  sweeping  of  the  floors  should  be  omitted 
on  that  day,  since  it  might  be  that  good  fortune  will  be 
swept  away,  too!  Our  national  superstitions  are  too  numer- 
ous to  mention,  but  they  are  all  ridiculous  and  childish. 
New  Year's  Day  should  not  be  fraught  with  blinding  and 
binding  fears,  but  should  be  a  time  of  heart  and  soul  re- 
freshment. 

•  Since  the  time  of  Christ  men  have  more  than  common- 
ly anticipated  His  return  at  the  beginning  of  each  new 
year.  This  was  especially  true  when  the  year  1000  A.D.  was 
ushered  in.  In  Rome  and  Spain  and  England,  wherever 
Christianity  had  been  spread,  people  looked  for  His  return 
at  the  stroke  of  midnight.  On  the  last  eve  of  999  A.D.  the 
city  churches  and  wayside  chapels  became  filled  with 
Christians,  who  waited  with  longing  and  dread  for  the 
new  year  to  begin.  This  was  the  turn  of  the  year,  of  the 
century,  and  of  the  millennium — therefore  they  felt  sure 
He  would  return  then.  How  long  they  may  have  waited, 
and  with  what  emotions  they  returned  to  their  homes,  we 
do  not  know.  This  may  well  have  been  the  very  first  New 
Year's  Eve  watchnight  service. 

•  There  was  an  ancient  custom  of  putting  an  hour-glass 
into  the  coffin  of  the  dead  to  signify  that  their  time  had 
run  out,  a  useless  notification  to  them.  Better  put  the  hour- 
glass into  the  hand  of  every  living  man  and  show  them  the 
grains  gliding  steadily  out.  Soon  all  will  be  gone. 

•  When  young,  our  years  are  ages;  in  mature  life,  they 
are  three  hundred  and  sixty-five  days;  in  old  age,  they 
have  dwindled  to  a  few  weeks.  Time  is,  indeed,  the  messen- 
ger with  wings  at  his  feet.  Yesterday,  he  took  my  wife;  to- 
day, my  son;  to-morrow,  he  will  take  me.       ,  —t- 
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NEW  YEAR'S  EVE 

By  Alfred,  Lord  Tennyson 

Ring  out,  wild  bells,  to  the  wild  sky, 
The  flying  cloud,  the  frosty  light; 
The   year   is   dying   in   the  night; 

Ring  out,  ivild  bells,  and  let  him  die. 

Ring  out  the  old,  ring  in  the  new; 

Ring,   happy   bells,   across   the   snoiv; 

The  year  is  going,  let  him  go; 
Ring  out  the  false,  ring  in  the  true. 

Ring  out  the  grief  that  saps  the  mind, 
For  those  that  here  tve  see  no  more; 
Ring  out  the  feud  of  rich  and  poor, 

Ring  in  redress  to  all  mankind. 

Ring  out  a  slowly  dying  cause, 

And  ancient  forms  of  party  strife; 
Ring  in  the  nobler  modes  of  life, 

With  sweeter  manners,  purer  latvs. 

Ring  out  false  pride  in  place  and  blood, 
The  civic  slander  and  the  spite; 
Ring  in  the  love  of  truth  and  right, 

Ring  in  the  common  love  of  good. 

Ring  out  old  shapes  of  foul  disease, 
Ri7ig  out  the  narroxving  lust  of  gold; 
Ring  out  the  thousand  wars  of  old, 

Ring  in  the  thousand  years  of  peace. 

Ring  in  the  valiant  man  and  free, 
The  larger  heart,  the  kindlier  hand; 
Ring  out  the  darkness  of  the  land; 

Ring  in  the  Christ  that  is  to  be. 
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BEAR  HUMBLE  TESTIMONY 

M.  P.   Tyerman 

To  few  is  it  given  to  sway  multi- 
tudes with  the  ability  of  an  orator, 
but  to  none  is  denied  the  right  or 
ability  to  bear  humble  testimony  for 
the  Lord  Jesus  Christ  in  his  own 
sphere.  We  can  tell  of  His  saving 
power  and  wondrous  goodness  as  we 
have  experienced  in  our  own  lives. 
It  is  this  personal  testimony  that  the 
Holy  Spirit  delights  to  honor  in  win- 
ning souls  to  Christ.  C.  H.  Spurgeon 
said  he  never  knew  "perfect,  overflow- 
ing, unutterable  happiness  of  the 
purest  and  most  ennobling  order"  till 
he  first  heard  of  one  who  had  sought 
and  found  the  Saviour  through  his 
means. 

The  incident  is  told  of  D.  L.  Moody 
that  "he  once  stopped  a  man  in  the 
street  and  asked,  as  was  his  custom, 
'Are  you  a  Christian?'  'It's  none  of 
your  business!'  the  offended  pedes- 
trian replied.  'Yes,  it  is,'  replied 
Moody.  'Then  you  must  be  D.  L. 
Moody,'  was  the  reply.  Is  it  any  wonder 
that  it  is  said  of  Moody  that  he  per- 
sonally prayed  and  pleaded  with 
750,000  sinners  and  that  he  reduced 
the  population  of  hell  by  a  million 
souls?  One  writer  said  that  'Moody 
moved  among  the  flabby  preachers 
and  pale  goody-goodies  of  his  day  like 
a  live  man  among  ghosts.'  " 

Perhaps  there  is  nothing  that  is 
needed  so  much  in  the  life  of  the 
church  than  personal  witness  by  each 
individual  Christian  of  what  the 
Lord  Jesus  Christ  has  done  for  Him. 
It  is  not  fine  intellectual  preaching 
that  reaches  the  hearts  of  men  and 
women,  but  the  abounding  love  of  the 
Christ  shed  abroad  in  our  hearts  that 
overflows  in  speech  and  testifies  with 
convincing  power  what  great  things 
the  Lord  has  done  for  us.  God's  Word 
tells  us  to  "sanctify  the  Lord  God  in 
your  hearts:  and  be  ready  to  give  an 
answer  to  every  man  that  asketh  you 
a  reason  of  the  hope  that  is  in  you 
with  meekness  and  fear"  (/  Peter 
3:15). 

It  is  our  business  and  our  privilege 
to  win  souls  to  Christ.  "He  that  win- 
neth  souls  is  wise,"  Scripture  says. 
Then  the  sooner  we  start  the  better 
for  sinners,  and  the  better  for  our- 
selves. 

— Gospel  Herald. 


The  editor  and  his  family  express 
their  gratitude  for  your  warm  senti- 
ments for  our  Christmas  and  the  New 
Year.  For  every  card  and  gift  we  re- 
ceived from  our  many  old  and  new 
friends,  we  say,  "Thank  you!" 
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THE  ART  OF  SAYING  NO 

JUST  AS  THERE  IS  ART  in  properly  preparing  a  meal 
or  driving  a  car,  or  building  a  house,  or  reading  a  book, 
so  there  is  art  in  livLig  for  God.  "Art"  is  a  nice  expression 
meaning  "knack"  or  "know  how."  When  one  has  gained 
by  experience  or  observation  a  technique  in  doing  some- 
thing a  little  better,  then  he  has  developed  a  degree  of  art; 
he  knows  how  a  thing  should  be  properly  done. 

Well,  there  is  an  art  in  saying  no.  There  are  proper  ways 
to  say  this  short  word,  and  there  are  careless  ways  to  say 
it.  The  tragedy  is  that  so  few  people  ever  learn  how  to 
properly  say  it.  Perhaps  you  don't  think  this  is  very  im- 
portant, perhaps  it  even  seems  foolish  to  you — but,  do 
YOU  know  how  to  say  no?  Every  mile  of  your  Christian 
journey  will  be  filled  with  allurements  and  temptations 
to  lure  you  from  the  path,  to  destroy  your  character,  to  for- 
feit your  life,  to  fill  you  with  eternal  shame.  When  these 
enticements  face  you,  do  you  really  know  how  to  make 
an  answer?  or  are  you  at  a  loss  for  the  art  of  saying  no? 

Why  are  so  many  people  overcome  by  temptation?  Sim- 
ply because  they  do  not  know  how  to  say  no  and  mean  it! 
"I  guess  I  had  better  not,"  or  "I  really  shouldn't,"  or  "Well, 
I  don't  know"  are  not  always  proper  ways  of  expressing 
the  negative,  for  they  leave  too  much  quarter  for  further 
debate  or  enticement.  There  is  a  better  way  of  saying  no. 
The  three  Hebrews  who  were  about  to  be  cast  into  the 
fiery  furnace  knew  exactly  how  to  say  no:  "Be  it  known 
unto  thee,  O  king,  that  WE  WILL  NOT  serve  thy  gods,  nor 
worship  the  golden  image  which  thou  hast  set  up,"  Daniel 
3:18.  That  stopped  the  discussion!  The  king  knew  exactly 
where  they  stood!  They  said  no  as  it  should  be  said  when 
we  are  answering  temptation  from  any  source. 

It  is  too  late  to  try  to  decide  against  sin  when  sin  has 
presented  itself;  the  preparation  for  it  should  be  made  be- 
forehand. "My  son,  if  thou  wouldst  serve  the  Lord,  pre- 
pare thy  soul  for  temptation,"  Ecclesiasticus  2:1.  We  are 
admonished  by  Paul  to  have  ourselves  accoutered  for  our 
battle  with  the  evil  one — and  no  soldier  waits  until  the 
enemy  has  charged  to  equip  himself.  In  every  instance  of 
pertinent  Biblical  instruction,  we  are  urged  to  be  prepared 
before  the  conflict  begins.  Know  what  your  answer  will  be 
when  sin  entices  you  and  it  will  not  be  so  hard  to  answer. 
Have  your  reply  to  temptation  foreknown  in  your  heart 
and  mind. 

If  you  are  to  succeed  in  your  Christian  life,  then  you 
must  follow  the  Biblical  admonition  to  prepare  yourself  in 
advance  for  the  conflicts  which  lie  ahead.  In  this  fore- 
determination  we  have  the  example  of  Christ  and  many 
others.  In  Luke  9:51  we  read  that  "he  stedfastly  set  his 
face  to  go  to  Jerusalem."  Today  we  might  say  that  His  head 
was  set — but  the  meaning  is  what  we  must  grasp.  He  was 
determined  that  nothing  should  prevent  Him,  or  hinder 


Him,  or  divert  Him  from  His  journey.  We  are  on  our  way 
to  a  city,  and  only  those  with  steadfast  and  set  faces  will 
ever  arrive  up  there.  Courtesy  is  certainly  a  desirable  qual- 
ity, but  one  should  never  be  more  courteous  than  the  devil 
when  we  are  confronted  in  his  temptations.  If  he  insists 
on  having  his  way,  then  be  just  as  insistent  that  he  shall 
not  have  his  way.  If  he  is  overbearing,  then  be  overbearing 
with  him.  The  devil  will  not  show  you  courtesy  or  con- 
sideration; therefore,  you  should  never  allow  yourself  to 
become  overnice  to  him. 

Learn  how  to  say  no!  There  is  a  way  in  which  no  can  be 
said,  and  yet  yes  be  implied;  we  must  learn  to  say  no  and 
mean  it!  Leave  no  chance  for  further  discussion;  don't 
"beat  about  the  bush";  don't  falter;  don't  quail;  don't 
apologize — but  say  no  in  unmistakable  language  and  em- 
phasis. Say  no  with  such  decision  that  it  will  rebuff  the 
tempter  and  give  you  extra  strength.  The  art  in  saying  no 
is  not  finesse  and  polish,  but  decision  and  determination. 

ANOTHER  STEP   FORWARD 

THE  LIGHTED  PATHWAY  has  completed  arrangements 
with  the  leading  publishing  houses  of  America  to  pre- 
sent in  its  pages  book  reviews  of  current  Christian  litera- 
ture which  will  be  of  interest  to  our  readers.  This  is  a 
much-needed  feature  in  The  LIGHTED  PATHWAY  and 
will  be  received  with  rejoicing  by  our  book  loving  readers. 
It  means  that,  henceforth,  we  shall  be  able  to  keep  abreast 
the  current  publishing  trends  through  the  pages  of  our 
own  youth  publication;  it  means  that  our  readers  will 
have  a  conscientious  recommendation  or  refutation  of  re- 
ligious literature,  judged  by  fundamental  and  evangelical 
standards;  it  means  that  there  is  cooperation  between  The 
LIGHTED  PATHWAY  and  the  greatest  religious  publishers 
of  the  world  in  keeping  Christian  literature  before  tne 
minds  of  our  young  people. 

This  is  not  to  be  understood  as  advertising,  for  it  is  not. 
It  is  merely  a  review  of  current  books,  presented  for  the 
spiritual  edification  and  mental  stimulation  of  our  read- 
ers. We  trust  you  will  profit  by  this  new  feature,  and  that 
you  will  be  able  to  confidently  trust  these  reviews  in  the 
selection  of  your  books. 

LIGHTED   PATHWAY   IN  ALABAMA 

|NDER  THE  LEADERSHIP  of  their  energetic  State  Youth 
Director,  Rev.  Fred  Jernigan,  the  churches  in  Alabama 
have  taken  a  commanding  lead  over  all  the  other  states 
in  LIGHTED  PATHWAY  circulation.  This  means  that,  they 
have  climbed  from  tenth  place  to  first  place  since  the  last 
General  Assembly.  Not  only  has  the  state  taken  the  lead 
in  present  circulation,  but  several  all-time  records  were 
broken  by  them  in  the  month  of  January.  The  first  of 
these  records  to  be  broken  was  the  state-wide  circulation 
for  any  one  month,  which  was  previously  held  by  the  state 
of  South  Carolina.  More  than  17,500  LIGHTED  PATH- 
WAYS were  distributed  by  Alabama  during  their  special 
drive  last  month,  and  that  is  respectably  more  than  any 
other  state  has  ever  done  for  one  month. 

The  second  record  to  be  broken  was  that  of  total  num- 
ber of  LIGHTED  PATHWAYS  sold  by  a  local  church  for 
any  one  month.  The  churches  in  Alabama  City  took  this 
record  by  selling  225  rolls,  or  3,150  papers.  The  forces  be- 
hind this  unequaled  local  distribution  were  the  pastor, 
Rev.  G.  W.  Hodges,  and  the  District  Youth  Director,  J.  D. 
McKay.  To  the  kind  people  of  Alabama  and  to  these  zealous 
workers,  we  offer  our  thanks,  for  we  sincerely  feel  this  is 
a  work  which  is  of  great  spiritual  value  to  America's 
young  people,  and  America's  families. 
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PART  THREE 

The  memory  of  the  first  service  in 
the  Blackpine  church  was  very  touch- 
ing. Raymond  Andrews  recalled  it 
with  mingled  emotions,  as  he  sat  in 
his  hilltop  cabin,  pondering  over  the 
long  years  he  had  spent  in  the  pioneer 
town.  Lulled  by  the  rain  on  the  roof, 
the  young  minister  rested  his  head  on 
the  back  of  his  chair  and  closed  his 
eyes  in  concentration. 

Raymond  and  the  blacksmith,  Duff 
Simpson,  had  been  eager  to  finish 
their  church  building  before  New 
Year's  Day,  and  they  had  finished 
their  task  in  time.  The  friendly  old 
blacksmith  had  swept  and  cleaned 
the  church  while  the  minister  visited 
the  townfolk  of  Blackpine,  inviting 
them  to  the  first  service.  On  this 
night  of  reminiscence  he  recalled  how 
elated  he  had  been  because  he  had 
been  so  politely  received  at  each  home 
where  he  called.  None  had  been  ex- 
actly hostile,  some  had  told  him 
frankly  that  they  were  not  interested 
in  church  services,  some  had  merely 
thanked  him  without  further  com- 
ment for  the  invitation.  Since  he  had 
expected  some  rudeness  from  the 
townfolk  he  was  flushed  with  expec- 
tation— expectation  of  a  great  church- 
to-be  in  Blackpine. 

How  vividly  he  remembered  that 
first  service!  New  Year's  morning  had 
been  cold  and  frosty  when  Duff  gave 
the  first  tug  on  the  bell  cord  and  the 
tongue  struck  the  lip  with  a  sharp 
ring  across  the  valley.  Never  before 
had  a  church  bell  sounded  so  arous- 
ing. Through  the  frosty  air  it  pealed 
on  and  on  and  on — Raymond  listened 
as  it  reverberated  against  the  hills 
across  the  valley.  The  minister  and 
the  blacksmith  were  certain  that 
everyone  for  miles  around  had  heard 
the  invitation  of  that  pealing.  After 
the  bell  had  rung  early  for  a  call  to 
worship,  the  two  men  had  gone  into 
the  cabin  to  dress  for  service.  When 
the  clock  neared  the  announced  hour 
for  the  service  they  prepared  to  re- 
turn to  the  church  house. 

"How  many  do  you  expect  to  be  here 
this  morning,  Preacher?"  Duff  had 
asked. 
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"Not  too  many.  Perhaps  not  over 
thirty  or  forty  people.  You  see,  the 
people  who  come  at  first  will  be  only 
the  curious.  No  real  worshippers  will 
come  for  a  while.  I  suppose  there  are 
none  here — they  must  be  converted 
first.  But  God  will  grant  us  a  great 
revival." 

The  two  men  had  walked  from  their 
cabin  behind  the  church  house  around 
to  the  front  door.  When  they  went  in- 
side they  had  not  been  quite  prepared 
for  the  sight  they  saw — they  had  been 
prepared  to  see  a  FEW  people.  Instead 
of  the  few,  however,  there  were  none! 
Sunlight  streamed  through  the  win- 
dows, casting  a  warm  glow  over  the 
interior.  A  stove  in  one  of  the  corners 
gave  forth  a  comfortable  heat.  But  the 
emptiness  of  the  house  was  stunning. 

"Are  you  shore  you  tol'  'em  the  right 
time?"  asked  Duff. 

"Yes,  I  am  sure  of  that.  Someone 
will  probably  be  here  shortly." 

The  blacksmith  seated  himself  on 
one  of  the  benches  near  the  center  of 
the  building,  and  Raymond  went  to 
a  bench  on  the  slightly  raised  rostrum. 
He  had  opened  his  Bible  and  pre- 
tended to  read.  Now,  however,  he 
knew  he  had  only  done  so  to  appear 
confident  in  the  presence  of  Duff. 
Actually  his  heart  had  been  broken 
at  the  sight  of  the  empty  benches.  To- 
night he  remembered  the  tear  that 
had  fallen  onto  the  page  where  his 
Bible  was  opened,  as  he  and  Duff  had 
sat  quietly  for  almost  half  an  hour, 
waiting  for  someone  to  enter.  No  one 
ever  did. 

Finally  the  young  minister  had  been 
ready  to  give  it  up.  He  had  almost 
decided  to  stand  and  tell  Duff  that 
they  would  return  to  the  cabin  when 
a  new-birth  of  determination  had  en- 
tered him. 

No! 

No,  he  would  not  give  up! 

Duff  was  startled  when  Raymond 
suddenly  arose,  strode  to  the  impro- 
vised pulpit,  laid  his  Bible  on  it  and 
announced: 

"Service  will  now  come  to  order!  We 
will  begin  today's  service  by  standing 
to  sing  "O  God,  Our  Help  in  Ages 
Past." 

The  lone  figure  of  Duff  Simpson  had 
stood  up.  He  stood  quietly  while  Ray- 
mond sang  alone: 

"O  God,  our  help  in  ages  past, 
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Our  hope  for  years  to  come, 
Our  shelter  from  the  stormy  blast 
And   our   eternal   home." 

Then  there  had  been  prayer.  When 
the  time  for  the  sermon  had  come, 
the  minister  was  as  free  from  self- 
consciousness  as  if  he  had  been  ad- 
dressing a  thousand  souls.  His  text 
had  been  "Seek  ye  first  the  kingdom 
of  God  and  his  righteousness,  and  all 
these  things  shall  be  added  unto  you." 
It  had  been  a  difficult  sermon  for 
Raymond  to  preach,  yet  he  was  de- 
termined to  preach  the  gospel  of 
Jesus  Christ,  even  though  none  but 
old  Duff  Simpson  would  hear  it.  As  the 
preacher  went  further  and  further  in-  [ 
to  his  message  of  love  he  began  to 
weep.  His  was  not  the  weeping  of  self- 
pity  or  of  melancholy,  but  they  were 
the  tears  of  a  man,  tears  of  love  for 
his  redeemer  and  his  sincere  concern 
for  the  lost  souls  of  Blackpine.  When 
his  tears  abated  he  soberly  pointed 
out  the  reasonableness  of  serving 
Christ  and  making  Him  the  primary  l 
ambition  of  our  lives. 

At  the  conclusion  of  the  sermon 
Raymond  invited: 

"The  altar  is  now  open  for  you  who 
do  not  know  Christ  as  your  Saviour 
to  seek  him." 

This  had  not  been  affectation  or 
mockery. 

Duff  had  not  waited  to  be  urged 
further.  He  had  plodded  forward  to 
the  altar  and  fallen  to  his  knees.  The 
sermon  of  the  minister  had  been  a 
touching  one,  and  Duff  had  found 
himself  wiping  his  eyes  long  before 
the  sermon  ended.  He  had  lived  with 
this  young  Christian  for  months,  and 
knew  that  the  sermon  he  had  just 
preached  was  backed  by  a  life  of  un- 
selfish sacrifice  and  labor.  Raymond 
had  knelt  beside  his  friend  at  the 
altar,  and  prayed  with  him.  Soon  the 
grisly  old  face  smiled.  The  blacksmith 
had  been  saved!  The  two  men  em- 
braced and  wept  in  each  other's  arms. 

And  now,  years  later,  the  corners 
of  Raymond's  lips  were  curled  upward 
in  a  smile  of  longing  as  he  remem- 
bered that  service.  He  and  Duff  had 
been  so  happy  all  that  afternoon  that 
their  disappointment  was  forgotten. 
Duff  had  been  led  to  the  Lord.  They 
had  become  Christian  brethren. 

That  all  seemed  so  long  ago.  So  many 
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days  of  loneliness  had  been  spent 
by  Raymond  since  then.  Duff  had  been 
a  genuinely  converted  man.  His  hap- 
piness in  the  Lord  seemed  unbounded, 
and  his  eagerness  for  Christian  wor- 
ship to  be  established  in  Blackpine  al- 
most equalled  that  of  Raymond. 

It  had  not  been  long  after  Duff's 
conversion  that  one  evening,  as  the 
two  friends  were  sitting  in  their  cabin, 
Raymond  noticed  that  the  blacksmith 
was  contemplating  something  very 
seriously. 

"Brother  Raymond,"  he  finally 
spoke,  "I  shore  do  hate  to  leave  Black- 
pine  afore  this  here  church  is  a-goin' 
strong,  but  I'm  a-gonna  have  to  leave 
you  right  soon,  I  reckon." 

Raymond  had  been  expecting  that 
announcement  for  some  time,  but  he 
had  dreaded  it.  He  answered  slowly, 
"Well,  Duff,  you  just  came  long  enough 
to  help  me  build  the  church.  It's  fin- 
ished now,  all  but  a  little  touching  up 
on  the  inside.  You're  going  back  to 
Roaring  Falls,  I  guess.  I'm  sure  your 
blacksmith  shop  is  in  need  of  you." 

'"Tain't  that.  I  don't  guess  maybe 
I'll  be  stopping  in  Roarin'  Falls  fer 
very  long." 

"Where  on  earth  are  you  going?" 
quizzed  Raymond. 

Duff  had  stood  there  quietly  for  a 
few  moments  before  answering. 
"Brother  Raymond,  my  home  ain't  in 
Roaring  Falls  like  you  thank.  I  come 
frum  th'  coast  many  years  ago.  Now 
I  gotta  go  back  to  th'  coast.  There 
be  some  thangs  I  got  to  make  right 
back  there.  Don't  ast  me  what  I  done, 
but  I  gotta  go  back  an'  fix  it  up.  I 
can't  keep  on  a-hidin'  up  here  in  this 
wild  country  an'  be  a  Christian,  can 
I?  Well,  I  mean  to  keep  on  a-living  fer 
God — so  I  gotta  go  back  to  th'  coast 
an'  fix  it  up." 

"Why  Duff,"  Raymond  said  in  sur- 
prise, "are  you  a  fugitive  from  the 
law?" 

That  question  hurt!  Raymond  asked 
it  without  thinking,  and  he  was  sorry. 

The  silence  that  followed  and  the 
tear  that  rolled  down  the  old  man's 
cheek  made  the  minister  take  his 
grisled  friend  into  his  arms. 

Two  days  later  Duff  had  completed 
his  preparations  to  leave.  His  few  be- 
longings had  been  bundled  together, 
and  his  horse  stood  saddled  and  ready 
for  the  trip.  When  the  two  men  had 
gone  outside  the  cabin  the  cold  air 
!  was  filled  with  fine  flakes  of  snow. 
The  blacksmith  observed  the  skies 
and  breathed  deeply. 

"Ain't  leavin'  none  too  quick,  it  ap- 
pears." 

He  shook  hands  with  Raymond  and 
mounted  the  horse.  He  settled  him- 
self in  the  saddle  and  reigned  his 
horse  toward  the  trail.  Raymond 
walked  alongside  the  horse  as  Duff 
headed  away  from  the  cabin. 

"You  will  never  know  until  you 
reach  heaven,  old  friend,  how  much 
you  have  meant  to  me." 

"That  goes  fer  both  of  us,  Brother 
Raymond." 

"Do  you  suppose  you  will  ever  be 
returning  to  Blackpine?" 

"Shore  would  like  to,  but  I  ain't  got 
no  way  of  knowin'  'bout  that.  Maybe 
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I  will,  maybe  I  won't.  Th'  Lord  only 
knows." 

They  had  shaken  hands  again  at 
the  trail.  Then  Duff  had  clucked  his 
tongue  at  the  horse  and  was  gone. 

Raymond  remembered  how  he  had 
stood  there  in  the  falling  snow  and 
had  watched  the  erect  figure  of  old 
Duff  Simpson  as  he  disappeared 
along  the  somber  trail.  The  forest  had 
seemed  vast  and  silent  in  the  few 
moments  that  the  young  minister  had 
stood  there.  It  seemed  that  he  had 
been  suddenly  swallowed  by  the  still- 
ness of  the  countryside.  When  he 
realized  that  he  was  cold  he  had 
turned  and  ran  up  the  hillside  to  his 
cabin. 

His  friend  was  gone.  He  wondered 
what  it  was  the  old  fellow  had  done 
that  had  caused  him  to  hide  away  in 
the  great  Northwest.  He  wondered 
if  he  would  ever  see  him  again.  He 
wondered  what  he  himself  would  do 
now.  He  wondered — well,  he  just  won- 
dered .  .  . 

"May  God  bless  you  and  keep  you, 
old  friend,"  Raymond  Andrews  had 
murmured  softly  as  he  shook  the 
snow  from  his  black  hair  and  stepped 
inside  the  warm  cabin. 

Alone  now  in  his  reminiscence,  he 
caught  himself  breathing  the  words 
again. 

The  young  minister  recalled  the 
loneliness  that  had  gripped  him 
through  the  remaining  severe  months 
of  winter.  Every  Sunday  he  opened  up 
the  church  and  rang  the  bell  loud  and 
long  as  a  call  to  worship.  The  snows 
piled  high,  and  eventually  melted 
away;  and  finally  birds  filled  the 
trees  again,  and  spring  was  in  the  air. 
Raymond's  provisions  were  exhausted 
by  the  time  he  could  clear  off  low- 
land and  raise  a  crop,  for  spring  had 
come  none  too  soon.  All  through  the 
spring  and  summer  he  toiled  to  raise 
enough  food  to  last  him  through  the 
next  winter. 

Not  once  did  Raymond  miss  having 
service  on  Sunday.  If  he  happened  to 
go  to  Roaring  Falls  he  left  on  Mon- 
day so  he  could  be  back  by  Sunday. 
Just  as  there  had  not  been  a  time 
that  he  missed  having  services,  so 
there  had  not  been  a  time  that  one 
of  the  townsmen  attended  worship. 
They  were  amiable  with  Raymond.  He 
visited  the  town  quite  often,  never 
failing  to  speak  to  someone  about 
Christian  worship  being  observed  in 
the  little  log  church  overlooking  the 
town.  They  scorned  the  idea.  Raymond 
soon  saw  that  little  progress  was  being 
made  toward  bringing  the  people  of 
Blackpine  to  Christ. 

Twice  during  four  years  he  had  been 
visited  by  traveling  missionaries  who 
had  heard  of  him  and  the  Blackpine 
church.  The  ministers  visited  with 
him  several  days  each  time,  and  urged 
him  to  return  to  the  cities,  where  his 
ministries  would  be  appreciated  and 
desired.  The  young  man  was  reluctant 
to  leave.  He  felt  that  God  had  sent 
him  to  Blackpine  to  give  it  Christian- 
ity. 

Season  gave  way  to  season,  and  year 
to  year.  The  snows  came,  the  rains 
came,  and  returned  with  each  spring, 
but  Raymond  Andrews  could  not  bring 
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himself  to  forsake  his  task.  He  had 
worked  and  prayed.  Never  once  did  he 
see  his  efforts  rewarded  by  gratitude 
from  the  townfolk.  Duff  had  been 
gone  four  years  and  three  months 
when  the  thought  of  leaving  eventu- 
ally overcame  the  minister. 

The  decision  to  leave  the  frontier 
town  and  return  to  the  East  had  not 
come  as  an  impulse,  but  he  had 
weighed  the  problem  at  length.  Every- 
thing was  being  wasted  here.  He  was 
now  thirty  years  of  age,  and  there 
were  churches  in  the  cities  where  he 
would  be  welcomed  and  sought.  He 
finally  admitted  his  defeat.  The 
townsmen  had  been  right — there  was 
no  church  in  Blackpine.  He  had  been 

(Continued  on  page  22) 
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Happy  HomE  circle 


Conducted  by  Alda  B.  Harrison 

RECREATSON  IN  THE  HOME 

By   LILLIAN  BRAND 

"What  sort  of  recreation  ought  we  to 
have  in  our  homes?"  Mrs.  Smith 
asked  as  we  women  of  the  church 
gathered  in  the  basement  to  make 
clothes  for  one  of  our  number  who 
had  had  twins,  instead  of  the  one 
child  prepared  for. 

"That's  what  I'd  like  to  know!"  Mrs. 
Green  declared,  stitching  vigorously. 
"There 're  so  many  things  going  on  out- 
side the  home,  things  we  d  rather  our 
children  would  stay  away  from.  How 
are  we  going  to  keep  them  interested 
during  the  long  evenings  at  home?" 

"Books  and  magazines,"  one  mother 
suggested,  but  another  objected  that 
some  young  folks  cared  very  little  to 
read. 

"Hobbies,"  Mrs.  Boyd  suggested. 
"There's  something  for  every  age  and 
type  of  child.  Even  my  little  Jean  is 
collecting  paper  dolls,  one  of  my 
brother's  boys  is  wild  about  photog- 
raphy, while  the  other  collects  stamps." 

"My  children  have  their  interests, 
too,"  Mrs.  Smith  said.  "John  is  a 
gardener,  while  Nell  loves  to  sew.  But 
I  wasn't  thinking  of  hobbies.  I  meant 
just  casual  entertainment.  Fun  for 
the  evening." 

"My  kiddies  are  just  babies  now, 
but  we've  decided  what  we're  going 
to  do  as  they  get  older." 

"What?"    we    asked    in    a    chorus. 

"We're  going  to  fix  up  our  base- 
ment as  a  game  room.  First,  for  tri- 
cycles and  skates.  As  they  get  older 
we'll  have  it  finished  up  cozily  with 
a  tiny  stove  for  making  candy  or  pop- 
ping corn.  We'll  fix  it  up  for  table 
tennis,  badminton,  and  any  other 
games  we  can  arrange  for." 

"That'll  be  lovely!"  Mrs.  Green  said 
with  a  sigh.  "But  what  can  we  poor 
folks  do  who  have  no  basement?" 

"Well,  the  attic  or  spare  room  could 
be  given  over  to  the  young  folks 
for  their  entertainment.  Perhaps 
they'd  like  to  plan  how  to  do  it  over, 
and  .fix  it   up  themselves." 

"But  suppose  we've  no  spare  room!" 

"In  that  case  the  parents  will  have 
to  take  to  their  bedroom  and  turn  the 
living  room  over  to  the  youngsters!" 

"Or  take  part  in  the  children's  fun," 
our  minister's  wife  suggested.  "Some- 
times it  does  work  out,  you  know.  An 
old  friend  of  ours  had  a  daughter  in 
high  school  who  was  going  out  to  all 
sorts  of  places  of  doubtful  value. 
Without  saying  a  word  to  her,  the 
parents  planned  with  the  younger 
children  and  some  of  the  neighbors  a 
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series  of  charades,  feasts,  picnics,  and 
gatherings  of  all  sorts. 

"One  night  when  Mabel  came  home, 
her  pretty  face  screwed  up  into  an 
irritable  knot,  she  was  astonished  to 
see  her  mother  sitting  in  a  gray  dress 
eating — the  only  person  in  the  room 
who  was  eating.  The  others  were 
guessing,  puzzling,  singing.  When 
Mabel  discovered  they  were  busy 
with  charades,  she  joined  in  with  the 
guessing.  It  was  she  who  finally 
suggested  'ingratiate,'  and  so  solved 
what  her  mother  was  acting  out. 

"Another  week  end  she  noticed  a 
collection  of  kiddy  cars  in  tne  living 
room.  'Whatever  are  those  things  for?' 
she  demanded. 

"  'Oh,  your  Dad  and  Uncle  John  and 
the  man  across  the  street  are  going 
to  have  a  kiddy-car  race  tonight  at 
our  stunt  party,'  the  mother  replied. 

"  'Sounds  like  fun,'  Mabel  com- 
mented, and  the  mother  asked  her  to 
stay  and  join  in. 

"Mabel  did  not  do  so  that  evening, 
but  the  next  week  end  her  mother 
heard  her  say  over  the  phone,  T  don't 
want  to  go.  The  folks  have  more  fun 
right  here  at  home  than  we  do.' 

"Obviously  the  girl  friend  was  very 
skeptical,  so  Mabel  invited  her  to 
join  the  group  and  find  out  for  her- 
self. That  evening  they  had  a  wiener 
bake  around  the  fireplace,  followed  by 
charades,  and  then  a  family  'sing' 
around  an  old  piano.  Mabel's  friend 
joined  in,  and  later  declared  she'd  had 
a  'swell'  time! 

"From  that  time  on  Mabel  and  her 
friends  joined  more  and  more  with 
the  family.  Even  when  her  mother 
suggested  that  Mabel  and  her  friends 
might  like  to  amuse  themselves  alone 
in  the  living  room,  the  girl  objected, 
'You  and   Dad   are   too  much  fun!'" 

"What  a  compliment  for  a  sixteen- 
year-old  girl  to  pay  to  her  middle- 
aged  parents!"  Mrs.  Smith  said  en- 
viously. 

Home    Problems 

One  young  lady  writes:  "I  expect 
you  receive  very  many  unusual  letters 
and  so  will  not  be  too  much  surprised 
at  mine.  The  Lighted  Pathway  came 
this  morning  and  it  made  me  want 
to  write  to  you. 

"The  story  on  page  fifteen  prompted 
me  to  write  especially  to  you,  for  I've 
been  wanting  to  confide  in  someone 
for  so  long.  May  I  bother  you  long 
enough  to  ask  a  few  questions? 

"I've  been  troubled  lately.  It  seems 
as  though  I  can't  see  and  understand 
things  clearly,  and  it  has  caused  a 
break  in  my  fellowship  with  the  Lord. 
As  I  said,  I'm  not  married,  not  be- 
cause I  haven't  had  opportunities,  but 
because  they  weren't  Christians  and  I 
couldn't  feel  that  God  would  be 
pleased  with  that.  I'm  going  to  be  very 
frank.  I'm  terribly  lonesome  and  the 
different  breaks  I've  had  to  make 
with  the  world  have  left  me  sad  and 
discouraged.  Sister  Harrison,  does  God 


care  about  that,  does  He  answer  pray- 
er when  we  pray  that  He'll  give  us 
someone  to  fill  the  emptiness  in  our 
lives?  Have  I  a  right  to  pray  about 
it,  or  is  that  God's  place  for  me? 

"I've  prayed  and  tonight  I  feel  as 
if  the  hurt  and  loneliness  have  over- 
come any  faith  I've  ever  had.  Do  I 
have  a  right  to  pray  that  God  will 
give  me  someone'.'  I  don't  know  wny, 
but  never  since  my  first  battles  in  my 
Christian  walk  nave  I  met  anything 
so  nard  as  this.  Can't  you  help  me  and 
tell  me  what  to  do?  Should  I  continue 
to  pray?  Snould  I  put  it  out  of  my 
heart  entirely  and  how  can  I  do  that? 
Didn't  God  create  us  thus?  So  many 
girls  I  know  have  kept  up  their 
scruples  of  not  marrying  outside  the 
faith  and  then  alter  waiting  ten  or 
twelve  years,  tney  finally  enaed  up  by 
marrying  an  unbeliever.  Is  that  what 
I  must  come  to?  I  can't  see  God  in 
that,  or  am  I  wrong?" 

My  answer  to  this  problem  is  this. 
God  understands  your  need.  He  does 
care  and  He  does  answer  prayer.  First, 
let  me  ask  the  question,  are  you  fully 
consecrated  and  given  up  to  God's  will 
so  that,  if  He  doesn't  see  best  to  an- 
swer your  prayer  in  your  own  way  and 
according  to  your  desire,  you  will 
let  God  have  His  way  and  be 
perfectly  happy  in  His  will?  if  you 
cannot  do  this,  then  do  not  blame  God 
for  not  answering  your  prayer.  This  is 
true  in  all  of  our  problems.  Then,  the 
solution  to  your  problem  is  entire 
yieldedness  to  God's  will.  Many  young, 
people  have  cried  to  the  Lord  for| 
something  and  in  their  fretfulness  andi 
determination,  God  let  them  have  it, 
but  later  they  saw  God's  way  wasi 
best.  Are  you  really  consecrated?  The 
letter  below  may  be  of  help  to  you. 


Dear  Sister  Harrison: 

I  was  reared  in  a  holiness  home  and 
was  saved  at  an  early  age  and  joined 
the  Church.  I  had  every  opportunity 
of  attending  church  worship.  I  fin- 
ished high  school  at  sixteen  and  at- 
tended a  Bible  Training  School  fori 
a  year.  A  short  time  makes  many 
changes  in  a  community.  There  were 
no  Christian  boys  I  could  date  and 
few  Christian  girls  of  my  age.  I  can 
realize  how  important  this  seems  to 
a  teen-age  girl  or  boy.  I  felt  that  I 
could  be  friends  with  the  sinner  boys 
and  girls  and  influence  them  for  Christ. 

I  followed  this  course  against  the 
advice  of  my  mother,  which  was  a 
mistake,  as  it  usually  is. 

Love  is  very  powerful  and  I  didn't 
know  how  much  so  until  it  was  too 
late.  I  found  that  my  friends  didn't 
want  to  be  changed.  It  is  easy  to 
give  Satan  an  inch  and  he  will  take 
a  mile.  I  fell  madly  in  love  with  a 
sinner  boy.  I  also  lost  my  experience 
with  God.  My  heart  aches  now  to 
think  about  it. 

For  seven  years  after  my  marriage 
I  lived  away  from  God  not  even  at- 
tending church  and  Sunday  School 
but  Mother's  and  Father's  prayers 
have  gone  up  to  God  for  these  manj 
years.  As  you  can  guess,  my  husband 
has  no  interest  whatsoever  in  church 
work;  his  pleasures  are  of  this  world 
(Continued  on  page  22) 
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NOTE  OF  THANKS 

To  my  dear  precious  friends  who  have  stood 
shoulder  to  shoulder  with  me  down  through 
these  twenty  years,  I  want  to  say  thank  you 
for  the  beautiful  cards  and  presents  you  have 
sent  to  me  at  this  Christmas  season.  I  have 
been  quite  sick  during  the  holidays,  but  I  am 
much  better.  Will  you  please  take  me  on  your 
heart  and  ask  God  to  spare  me  a  few  more 
years  to  serve  Him?  There  is  so  much  to  do 
and  so  few  who  have  the  vision  or  the  bur- 
den. Do  you  have  it?  If  not,  ask  God  to  give 
It  to  you  in  beginning  this  new  year.  God 
bless   you. 


HEAVEN 

(Continued  from  last  issue) 

HEAVEN  IS  A  PLACE  OF  HAPPI- 
NESS. There  is  nothing  gloomy  or  sad 
in  that  land.  We  read  of  choirs  sing- 
ing and  the  redeemed  singing  their 
blood-passioned  song,  "Unto  Him  who 
loved  us  and  loosed  us  from  our  sins 
in  His  own  blood."  One  of  the  Minor 
Prophets,  with  prophetic  vision, 
tells  us  that  the  streets  are  full 
of  children  playing,  not  crying. 
What  happiness  the  children 
bring  to  the  home,  and  it 
seems  to  me  that  is  one  of  the 
reasons  why  so  many  die  in 
childhood;  the  Lord  would 
have  heaven  as  bright  and 
happy  as  He  can  make  it.  They 
never  know  envy,  or  jealousy, 
or  hatred,  or  malice,  or  wars 
there.  These  are  the  things 
which  curse  our  lives  and  land 
here.  We  shall  dwell  in  the 
happiness  of  eternal  and  per- 
fect love.  Dr.  Guthrie,  of 
Edinboro',  says,  "Heaven  is 
greatly  made  up  of  little  chil- 
dren— sweet  buds  that  have 
never  blown,  or  which  death 
has  plucked  from  a  mother's 
bosom  to  lay  on  his  own  cold 
breast,  just  when  they  were 
expanding,  flower-like,  and 
opening  their  engaging  beau- 
ties in  the  budding  time  and 
the  springtime  of  life.  'Of 
such  is  the  kingdom  of  Heav- 
en.' How  soothing  these  words 
by  the  cradle  of  a  dying  in- 
fant! They  fall  like  balmdrops 
on  our  bleeding  hearts,  when 
we  watch  the  ebbing  of  that 
young  life,  as  wave  after  wave 
breaks  feebler,  and  the  sink- 
ing breath  gets  lower  and  low- 
er and  lower,  till,  with  a  gentle 
sigh  and  a  passing  quiver  of 
the  lip,  our  sweet  child  leaves 
its  body  lying  like  an  angel 
asleep,  and  ascends  to  the 
beauties  of  heaven  and  the 
bosom  of  its  God.  Perhaps  God 
does  with  His  heavenly  garden 
as  we  do  with  our  own.  He  may 
chiefly  take  it  from  nurseries, 
and  select  for  transplanting 
what  is  yet  in  its  young  and 
tender  age — flowers  before 
they  have  bloomed,  and  trees 
ere  they  begin  to  bear." 

IT    IS    ALSO    A    PLACE    OF 
CONSCIOUSNESS.     So      many 


are  perplexed  and  wonder  whether 
they  will  know  the  loved  ones  who 
have  gone  on  before.  The  Word  of 
God  is  very  clear  about  this.  We  read, 
"For  now  we  see  through  a  glass, 
darkly;  but  then  face  to  face."  What 
sort  01  place  would  it  be  if  we  did  not 
recognize  each  other!  Here  we  know 
each  other  very  imperfectly.  Shall 
we  know  each  other  less  there?  Nay, 
we  shall  know  each  other  better  when 
the  mists  have  rolled  away.  Peter 
recognized  Moses  and  Elijah  on  the 
Mount  of  Transfiguration.  They  were 
not  changed;  that  is  why  he  recog- 
nized them.  How  often  when  someone 
is  entering  death,  he  has  seen  some- 
one loved  long  since  but  lost  awhile! 
When  good  Queen  Victoria  was  dying, 
she  was  heard  to  say,  "Albert,  Albert." 
Her  husband,  who  had  died  years 
before,  was  near  her.  I  knew  a  lady 


I   WON'T  HAVE  TO  CROSS  JORDAN   ALONE 

When  I  come  to  the  river  ot  ending  of  day, 
When  the  lost  winds  of  sorrow  have  blown; 
There'll  be  somebody  waiting  to  show  me  the  way, 
I  won't  have  to  cross  Jordan  alone. 

Oftentimes  I'm  forsaken,  and  weary  and  sad, 

When  it  seems  that  my  friends  have  all  gone; 

There  is  one  tho't  that  cheers  me  and  makes  my  heart  glad, 

I  won't  have  to  cross  Jordan  alone. 

Tho'  the  billows  of  sorrow  and  trouble  may  sweep, 
Christ  the  Saviour  will  care  for   His  own, 
Till  the  end  of  the  journey,  my  soul  He  will  keep, 
I  won't  have  to  cross  Jordan  alone. 

CHORUS: 

I  won't  have  to  cross  Jordan  alone, 

Jesus  died  all  my  sins  to  atone; 

When  the  darkness  I  see.  He'll  be  waiting  for  me, 

I  won't  have  to  cross  Jordan  alone. 


February, 1949 


who  told  me  that  when  her  little 
child  was  passing  away,  she  seemed 
to  wake  up  and  her  face  light  up,  and 
she  cried,  "Papa,  Papa."  The  father 
had  gone  before  sometime.  Are  we 
not  to  believe  all  this  evidence?  What 
makes  any  place  dear  to  us?  Is  it  not 
the  presence  of  loved  ones  there?  If 
we  shall  not  know  each  other,  we 
shall  not  know  the  Lord  Jesus.  No,  no, 
that  could  never  be.  The  recognition 
of  the  one  insures  the  recognition  of 
the  other. 

However  we  may  long  to  see  the 
loved  ones,  we  will  want  far  more  to 
see  the  ONE  who  saved  us  with  a  dy- 
ing and  undying  love.  "HIM  whom 
having  not  seen,  we  love."  When  the 
little  boy  who  was  operated  on  suc- 
cessfully, saw,  the  first  thing  he  asked 
for  was  that  he  might  see  the  one 
who  had  given  him  his  sight.  It  will 
be  the  same  with  us  when  we 
get  there.  It  is  not  a  sleep  after 
death,  for  to  be  absent  from 
the  body  is  to  be  present  with 
the  Lord  and  loved  ones.  When 
we  die,  we  shall  awake  in  His 
likeness;  we  shall  know  every- 
thing perfectly;  the  problems 
and  perplexities  here  will  all 
be  solved  there;  the  knowledge 
which  we  longed  for  will  be 
ours  there,  no  more  mysteries 
or  uncertainties;  we  shall  know 
perfectly. 

HEAVEN  IS  ALSO  A  CITY. 
What  a  city  that  will  be — no 
slums  or  saloons  there,  no  hos- 
pitals or  jails,  no  poor  or  op- 
pressed ones!  The  very  things 
which  curse  our  great  cities 
here  will  be  absent.  The  city 
which  God  hath  prepared  is 
as  imperishable  in  its  inhabi- 
tants as  its  materials.  Its  pearl, 
its  jasper,  its  pure  gold  are 
only  immortal  to  frame  the 
abode  of  immortals.  No  cry 
of  death  will  be  in  any  of  its 
dwellings.  No  funerals  will 
darken  any  of  its  ways.  No 
sepulchre  of  the  holiest  relics 
will  gleam  among  the  everlast- 
ing hills.  Its  streets  are  pure 
gold;  its  homes  mansions;  its 
inhabitants  holy  and  happy — 
a  city  not  built  with  hands  nor 
hoary  with  the  years  of  time; 
a  city  whose  inhabitants  no 
census  has  numbered;  a  city 
through  whose  streets  no  tide 
of  business  runs;  a  city  with- 
out griefs  or  graves,  without 
sins  or  sorrows,  without  births 
or  burials,  without  marriage 
or  mournings;  a  city  which 
glories  in  having  Jesus  for  its 
King,  angels  for  its  guards, 
saints  for  its  citizens;  whose 
walls  are  salvation  and  whose 
gates  are  praise. 

Heaven   is  to   be  our   home. 
This  view  appeals  to  us  most.  It 
is   impossible   to   define   home, 
(Continued  on  page  22) 
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Conducted  by  Mrs.  Charles  W.  Conn 


The  Price  of  Disobedience 

By  Edna  Conn 


It  was  one  of  those  long  delightful 
summer  afternoons  when  children 
love  to  run  and  play  in  the  grass,  lie 
on  their  backs  and  find  in  the  billowy 
clouds  pictures  of  enchantment  and 
adventure,  or  pick  wild  flowers  and 
follow  the  graceful  motions  of  the 
humming  birds  and  bumblebees  as 
they  fly  in  and  out  among  the  honey- 
suckles. On  the  particular  day  that  we 
are  thinking  of,  afternoon  had  swift- 
ly and  silently  given  way  to  dusk;  the 
heat  of  the  summer  day  still  lingered 
on  the  spacious  lawn  where  Stephen 
and  Bob  romped  and  shouted.  Mother 
and  Father  sat  close  by  and  watched 
as  the  children  played  happily.  Their 
play  became  somewhat  rough  as  they 
continued.  It  seemed  as  though  they 
were  afraid  to  lose  even  one  minute  of 
the  remaining  light. 

"It's  your  time,"  shouted  Bob,  as  he 
lay  on  his  back  in  the  soft  grass.  He 
drew  his  knees  up  under  his  chin  and 
offered  his  brother  a  place  to  sit  on 
his  bare  feet.  Then,  as  he  sat  there, 
Bob  kicked  with  all  his  young  strength. 
Stephen  rose  the  short  distance  he 
was  able  to  send  him  and  then  tum- 
bled, flushed  and  laughing,  into  the 
grass. 

"Oh,  this  is  fun,  he  cried.  "Now  let 
me  try.  I  believe  I  can  kick  you  farther 
than  that."  They  continued  noisily 
until  interrupted  by  Mother's  voice. 

"Boys,"  she  said,  "it  is  time  to  come 
in  now." 

"Yes,"  said  Father,  "come  right  on 
in,  it  is  getting  too  dark  to  play  now. 
You  might  get  hurt."  Confident  that 
the  children  were  close  behind,  Moth- 
er and  Father  went  on  into  the  house. 

They  were  having  such  a  wonderful 
time!  It  was  hard  to  quit  such  an  ex- 
citing game  and  they  weren't  sleepy 
anyway. 

"Come  on,  Bob,"  called  Stephen, 
"just  one  more  time.  I  want  to  give 
you  the  best  ride  of  all  before  we  go 
in."  Then  as  Bob  sat  on  his  feet,  he 
said,  "I'll  send  you  higher  this  time 
than  ever  before."  After  he  had  kicked 
out  his  drawn  feet  with  all  his  might, 
he  sat  up  quickly  to  see  how  far  away 
Bob  had  fallen. 

But  something  had  happened.  Bob 
lay  in  a  funny  heap;  and  as  he 
watched  he  was  sure  he  heard  a  groan. 
Excitedly  he  ran  to  him.  "Bob!  Bob! 
What  is  it?  What's  wrong?  Are  you 
hurt?  Say  something!"  In  the  dimness 
he  could  see  the  expression  of  pain  on 

Page  8 


his  face.  "O-o-o-h,  my  arm,  my  arm  is 
hurt,  o-o-o-h,  Mother,"  Bob  groaned. 

Realizing  that  something  really 
serious  was  wrong,  Stephen  rushed  in- 
to the  house. 

"Mother!  Daddy!"  he  cried.  "It's 
Bob!  He's  hurt.  Hurry!"  And  even  as 
he  did  this,  something     inside     said, 

THE  BOY  FOR  ME 


His  cap  is  old  but  his  hair  is  gold, 

And  his  face  is  as  clear  as  the  sky; 
And  ivhoever  he   meets,   on   lanes   or 
streets, 

He  looks  them  straight  in  the  eye, 
With  a  fearless  pride  that  has  naught 
to  hide, 

Though  he  boivs  like  a  little  knight. 
Quite  debonair  to  a  lady  fair, 

With  a  smile  that's  as  swift  as  light. 

Does  his  mother  call?  Not  kite,  or  ball, 

Or  the  prettiest  game  can  stay 
His  eager  feet  as  he  hastens  to  greet 

Whatever  she  means  to  say; 
And  the  teachers  depend  on  the  little 
friend, 
At  school  in  his  place  at  nine, 
With  his  lessons  learned  and  his  good 

marks  earned, 
All  ready  to  toe  the  line. 

I  wonder  if  any  of  you  have  seen  him, 
too, 
This  boy  who  is  not  too  big 
For  a  morning  kiss  from  mother  and 
sis, 
Who  isn't  a  bit  of  a  prig, 
But  gentle  and  strong,  and  the  ivhole 
day  long, 
As  merry  as  boy  can  be; 
A   gentleman,   dears,    in    the    coming 
years, 
And  at  present  the  boy  for  me. 

— Selected. 


"Yes,  you  hurt  him.  He  was  hurt  be- 
cause you  did  not  mind  Mother  and 
Daddy." 

After  a  short  examination  Daddy 
saw  that  Bob's  arm  was  broken.  The 
little  fellow  was  suffering  great  pain, 
and  it  was  eighteen  miles  to  the  city 
where  they  would  have  to  take  him  to 
get  it  set. 

Oh,  the  agony  of  Stephen's  heart. 
How  sorry  he  was  that  he  had  not 
obeyed.  Now  his  dearest  playmate  was 
suffering  like  this.  He  was  the  one 
who  had  done  it — and  all  through  dis- 
obedience. His  small  frame  was  shaken 
with  tears  of  remorse.  Though  fault 
was  confessed  and  repented  of,  it  was 
many  days  before  he  had  his  play- 
mate back  again.  It  hurt  him  so  to  see 
what  pain  and  sorrow  he  had  caused. 

God  was  good  to  Bob  and  the  arm 
was  soon  well  and  strong  again,  but 
Stephen  never  forgot  the  lesson  he 
had  received  that  night.  It  pays  to 
honor  and  obey  our  parents. 


A  CONVERTED    BOY 

By  D.  L.  Moody 

I  knew  a  boy  some  years  ago,  whose 
father  was  a  miserable  drunken 
wretch  and  infidel,  and  he  would  not 
allow  a  praying  man  under  his  roof,  for 
he  said  a  man  that  prayed  was  noth- 
ing but  a  black-hearted  hypocrite. 
Somebody  got  hold  of  his  little  boy  and 
got  him  into  the  Sabbath  school  and 
he  was  converted.  One  day  afterward 
the  old  man  caught  up  with  him 
praying,  and  he  took  him  by  the  col- 
lar and  jerked  him  to  his  feet,  com- 
manding him  with  oaths  never 
to  be  caught  doing  that  again  or  he 
would  have  to  leave  home  forever. 
Twice  after  that  he  caught  him  in 
the  act  of  praying,  and  the  last  time 
told  him  to  leave  his  house  forever. 
The  little  fellow  packed  up  his  things 
in  a  handkerchief,  went  down  into 
the  kitchen  where  his  mother  was 
and  bade  her  good-by,  then  went  and 
bade  his  little  brothers  and  sisters 
good-by,  and  as  he  passed  his  father 
on  the  way  to  the  door,  he  reached 
up  his  arms  to  put  them  around  his 
father's  neck,  and  said:  "Good-by, 
Father.  As  long  as  I  live  I  will  pray 
for  you,"  and  he  went  down  the  street, 
but  he  had  not  gone  far  before  his 
father  came  after  him  and  said,  "If 
that  is  Christianity,  I  want  it."  And 
the  boy  went  back  and  prayed  with 
his  father  and  led  him  to  Christ. 


M.O.H.  CLUB   NEWS 

Some  have  written  that  they  wanted  to 
become  members  of  the  "Make  Others  Happy" 
Club.  Here  are  the  rules: 

No.  1.  Memorize  and  try  to  keep  the  com- 
mandment in  Mark  12:30-31,  "Thou  shalt  love 
the  Lord  thy  God  with  all  thy  heart,  and  with 
all  thy  soul,  and  with  all  thy  mind,  and  with 
all  thy  strength:  this  is  the  first  command-  | 
ment.  And  the  second  .  .  .  Thou  shalt  love 
thy  neighbour  as  thyself." 

No.  2.  Try  to  do  something  each  day  to 
make  someone  happy. 

Write  and  let  us  know  if  you  want  the 
M.O.H.  Club  to  continue  on  this  page.  If  you 
have  written  and  your  letter  has  not  appeared 
it  is  possible  that  it  has  been  misplaced — so 
please  write  again. 
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As  the  man  sat  down  he  said,  "Fanny,  I  have  a  tune  I 
would  like  to  have  you  write  words  for."  With  sightless 
eyes  blind  Fanny  Crosby  gazed  into  the  distance  and 
listened  intently  while  Mr.  William  H.  Doane  played  softly. 
But  even  with  blinded  eyes  that  inspired  lady  saw  things 
that  ordinary  eyes  can  never  see,  and  her  intent  ears 
heard  words  that  ordinary  ears  can  never  hear.  It  seemed 
to  her  that  the  music  was  singing  itself. 

She  exclaimed:  "That  says, 


Safe  in  the  arms  of  Jesus!" 
Then  she  excused  herself 
from  Mr.  Doane's  presence 
and  went  into  her  room, 
where  she  hastily  wrote 
down  the  words  that  had 
sung  themselves  while  he 
played.  Presently  she  re- 
i  turned  to  the  musician  and 
J  handed  him  the  words  that 
were  to  become  the  hymn 
jof  comfort  and  solace  to 
'  thousands  upon  thousands 
!of  aching,  sorrowing  hearts, 
i  Dr.  John  Hall  once  said 
|  that  "Safe  in  the  Arms  of 
j Jesus"  had  given  more  peace 
land  satisfaction  to  mothers, 
[who  had  lost  their  children, 
j  than  any  other  hymn  he 
jhad  ever  known.  The  song 
iwas  also  one  of  the  first 
American  hymns  to  be  trans- 
lated to  foreign  languages. 
The  woman  who  wrote 
(these  immortal  words  was 
lone  of  the  most  unique  per- 
|sons  who  ever  lived.  She 
liwas  only  six  weeks  old  when 
Sshe  became  totally  blind,  due 
|to  the  carelessness  of  some- 
jone  who  put  an  improper 
ipoultice  on  her  eyes.  She  had 
Ijto  rely  upon  her  memory 
land  other  senses  through- 
lout  her  lifetime.  She  never 
Ijdespaired  of  her  blindness, 
jbut  made  such  a  complete 
surrender  to  the  sweet 
ikraces  of  God  that  life  itself 
Hoecame  to  her  light. 


Safe  in  the  Arms  of  Jesus 


Her  memory  was  so  phenomenal  that  even  when  she 
was  a  girl  she  was  able  to  repeat  from  memory  Genesis, 
Exodus,  Leviticus,  Numbers,  Deuteronomy,  most  of  the 
Psalms,  Proverbs,  Ruth,  Song  of  Solomon,  and  most  of  the 
New  Testament!  It  is  needless  to  say  that  the  Word  of  God 
was  the  strength  of  her  life. 

From  her  inspired  pen  came  more  than  eight  thousand 
songs  and  hymns,  among  which  are  "Blessed  Assurance," 

"Jesus    Is    Tenderly    Calling 


Fanny  J.  Crosby 
Lit 


W.  H.  Doane 


1.  Safe  in  the  arms  of     Je     -    sus.    Safe   on    His  pen -tie  breast,  There  by  His 

2.  Safe  in  the  arms  of      Je     -    sus,    Safe  from  cor-rod  -  ing  care,   Safe  from  the 

3.  Je  -  sus.  my  heart's  dear  ref  -  uge,    Je  -  sus  has  died  for  me;     Firm  on  the 


m^^^ 
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? 
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love  o'er -shad  -  ed,  Sweet-ly  my  soul  shall  rest.  Hark! 'tis  the  voice  of 
world's  temp-ta  -  tions,  Sin  can-not  harm  me  there.  Free  from  the  blight  of 
Rock   of     A     -     ges,     Ev  -  er    my  trust  shall  be.      Here   let    me  wait  with 


mi 


^^ 


JV-^ 
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* 
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an  -  gels,  Borne  in     a   song   to     me, 
sor  -  row,  Free  from  my  doubts  and  fears; 
pa-tience,  Wait  till  tbe  night  is    o'er; 

J 


0  -  ver  the  jas-per    sea 
On  -  ly     a  few  more  tears! 
Break  on  the  gold-en   shore. 


Me  Home,"  "Pass  Me  Not,  O 
Gentle  Saviour,"  "Rescue 
the  Perishing" — and  many 
others  equally  famous. 

Stories  of  the  influence  of 
Fanny  Crosby's  songs  are 
legion.  Her  granddaughter 
has  related:  "Our  hackman 
listened  to  his  passenger 
with  close  attention,  and 
when  I  informed  him  that 
she  was  Fanny  Crosby,  who 
had  written  'Safe  in  the 
Arms  of  Jesus,'  he  took  off 
his  hat  and  wept."  The 
hackman  called  a  policeman 
and  told  him  who  his  pas- 
senger was.  The  policeman 
was  touched  and  said  that 
"Safe  in  the  Arms  of  Jesus" 
had  been  sung  at  his 
daughter's  funeral  just  the 
week  before. 

Fanny  Crosby  died  just  be- 
fore her  ninety-fifth  birth- 
day. Just  as  her  song  "Safe 
in  the  Arms  of  Jesus"  had 
brought  comfort  to  bereaved 
hearts  at  other  such  services, 

Safe  in  the  arms  of    Je  -  sus,  Safe  on  His    SO  was  it  sung  over  her  gentle 

body  to  solace  those  who 
would  miss  her  most.  Today 
the  Christian  world  awaits 
another  such  inspired,  God- 
moved  heart  to  bless  us 
again  with  such  beautiful 
hymns  as  came  from  her  pen. 
And  she  doubtless  is  singing 
today  with  the  angels  in  that 
lovely  land  where  she  can 
see  as  well  as  feel. 


0  -  ver  the  fields  of  glo  -  ry, 
On  -  ly  a  few  more  tri  -  als, 
Wait  till  I    see  the  morn -ing 


kmmm&mgmm 


Chorus 
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gen-tle  breast,  There  by  His  love  o'er-shad  -  ed,  Sweet-ly  my  soul  shall  rest. 
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William    J.  Johnstone 
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HE  WASHINGTON 
HOME  was  a  religious  home.  The  fa- 
ther and  mother  of  George  Washing- 
ton were  members  of  the  Church  of 
England,  almost  the  only  denomina- 
tion of  Christians  at  that  time  in 
Virginia.  Everybody  in  that  region 
went  to  church  whenever  there  was 
service.  In  childhood  George  formed 
the  habit  of  regular  attendance  at 
church  and  of  participating  in  the 
worship.  He  received  from  his  parents 
daily  instruction  in  the  Bible  and  the 
Prayer  Book. 

When  Washington  was  twenty-one 
years  of  age — 1753 — he  was  commis- 
sioned by  the  governor  of  Virginia  to 
carry  dispatches  to  the  French  com- 
mander in  western  Pennsylvania, 
near  the  present  site  of  Pittsburgh. 
He  called  to  see  his  mother  and  ex- 
plained the  nature  of  his  mission.  As 
he  was  leaving,  his  mother  repeated 
what  she  had  said  to  him  before,  "My 
son,  neglect  not  the  duty  of  secret 
prayer."  Never  did  a  mother  give  bet- 
ter advice  to  her  son,  and  never  did 
a  son  more  conscientiously  follow  it. 
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It  seems  to  have  been  his  uniform 
practice  throughout  his  whole  life. 

Washington  was  a  lay  reader  of  the 
Episcopal  Church  in  the  French  and 
Indian  War.  While  occupying  Fort 
Necessity,  during  the  encampment  at 
Great  Meadows  in  1754,  it  was  his 
practice  to  have  the  troops  assembled 
for  public  worship,  and  it  was  his 
custom  to  have  prayers  in  the  camp. 

Colonel  B.  Temple,  who  was  one  of 
his  aides  in  the  French  and  Indian 
War,  said  that  he  had  "frequently 
known  Washington,  on  the  Sabbath, 
to  read  the  Scriptures  and  pray  with 
his  regiment,  in  the  absence  of  the 
chaplain." 

September  1,  1774,  Washington  left 
home  for  Philadelphia  as  a  member 
from  Virginia  of  the  First  Continen- 
tal Congress  about  to  meet  in  that 
city.  It  met  on  the  fifth.  The  first  two 
days  were  spent  in  organizing  and 
arranging  preliminaries,  when  it  was 
proposed  that  the  sessions  should  be 
opened  with  prayer. 

John  Adams,  in  a  letter  to  his  wife 
on  the  day  following,  thus  describes 
the  scene: 

"Washington  was  kneeling,  and 
Henry,  and  Randolph,  and  Rutledge, 
and  Lee,  and  Jay,  and  by  their  sides 
there  stood,  bowed  in   reverence,  the 


Puritan  patriots  of  New  England." 

A  gentleman  asked  Mr.  Secretary 
Thompson  how  he  should  be  able  to 
know  Washington.  Mr.  Thompson  re- 
plied: "You  can  easily  distinguish  him 
when  Congress  goes  to  prayer.  Mr. 
Washington  is  the  gentleman  who  al- 
ways kneels  down  during  prayer." 

Washington  was  in  the  habit  of 
asking  the  divine  blessing  at  his  table. 
On  one  occasion,  from  the  force  of 
habit,  he  performed  this  duty  when  a 
clergyman  was  present  —  an  instance 
of  indecorum  quite  unusual  with  him. 
Being  told  of  the  incivility,  after  the 
minister's  departure,  he  expressed  his 
regret  at  the  oversight,  but  added, 
"The  reverend  gentleman  will  at  least 
be  assured  that  we  are  not  entirely 
graceless  at  Mount  Vernon." 

Probably  few  Christians  have  been 
more  attentive  to  their  private  de- 
votions at  all  times  in  all  circumstan- 
ces. No  matter  how  urgent  the  busi- 
ness which  engaged  his  attention,  he 
never  forgot  his  daily  dependence  up- 
on God,  and  that  His  favor  must  be 
sought  in  earnest  prayer. 

George  Washington  Parke  Custis 
says  that  it  was  Washington's  custom 
at  Mount  Vernon,  after  attending 
church  in  the  morning,  to  "read  a 
sermon  or  some  portion  of  the  Bible 
to  Mrs.  Washington  in  the  afternoon. 

"Sometimes  he  would  sit  as  if  he 
forgot  that  he  was  not  alone  and 
raising  his  hand  would  move  his  lips 
evidently  in  prayer. 

"Feeling  that  the  hour  of  his  de- 
parture of  this  world  was  at  hand, 
he  desired  that  everybody  would  quit 
the  room.  They  all  went  out,  and,  ac- 
cording to  his  wish,  left  him — with 
his  God. 

"There,  by  himself,  like  Moses  alone 
on  the  top  of  Pisgah,  he  seeks  the  ^>°,e 
of  God."  te  ) 

It  seems  that  he  desired  to  be  al-ne 
a  little  while  for  private  prayer. 
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BRAHAM  LINCOLN  was 
a  man  of  profound  faith.  He  believed 
in  God.  He  believed  in  Christ.  He  be- 
lieved in  the  Bible.  He  believed  in 
men.  His  faith  made  him  great.  His 
life  is  a  beautiful  commentary  on  the 
words,  "This  is  the  victory  that  over- 
cometh  the  world,  even  our  faith." 
There  was  a  time  in  Lincoln's  experi- 
ence when  his  faith  faltered,  as  there 
was  a  time  when  his  reason  tottered; 
but  these  sad  experiences  were  tem- 
porary, and  Abraham  Lincoln  was 
neither  an  infidel  nor  a  lunatic.  It  is 
easy  to  trace  in  the  life  of  this  colos- 
sal character  a  steady  growth  of  faith. 
This  grace  in  him  increased  steadily 
in  breadth  and  in  strength  with  the 
passing  years,  until  it  came  to  pass 
that  his  last  public  utterances  show 
forth  the  confidence  and  the  fire  of 
an  ancient  Hebrew  prophet. 

About  a  year  before  his  assassina- 

,  tion,  Lincoln,   in    a   letter  to   Joshua 

Speed,  said:  "I  am  profitably  engaged 

in  reading  the  Bible.  Take  all  of  this 

I  book  upon  reason  that  you  can  and 

the  balance  on  faith,  and  you  will  live 

|  and  die  a  better  man."  He  saw  and 

I  declared    that    the    teaching    of    the 

j  Bible    had    a    tendency    to    improve 

J  character.    He    had    a    right   view    of 

this  sacred  literature.  Its  purpose   is 

|  character    building. 

Leonard  Swett,  who  knew  Abraham 
i  Lincoln    well,    said,    at   the   unveiling 
of     the     Chicago     monument,     that 
|  Lincoln  "believed  in  God  as  the  su- 
j  preme  ruler  of  the  universe,  the  guide 
(of    men,    and    the    controller    of    the 
great  events  and  destinies  of  mankind. 
He  believed  himself  to  be  an  instru- 
ment and  leader  in   this   country   of 
the  force  of  freedom." 

From  this  it  appears  that  his  be- 
lief was  not  merely  theoretical,  but 
that  it  was  practical.  He  regarded 
himself  as  an  instrument  as  Moses 
was  an  instrument  in  the  hands  of 
almighty  God,  to  lead  men  into  free- 
dom. 
It    was    after    his    election    in   the 
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B.  B.  Tyler,  D.  D. 
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autumn  of  1860,  and  but  a  short  time 
before  his  inauguration  as  President 
of  the  United  States,  that  in  a  letter 
to  Judge  Joseph  Gillespie,  he  said: 
"I  have  read  on  my  knees  the  story 
of  Gethsemane,  where  the  Son  of 
God  prayed  in  vain  that  the  cup  of 
bitterness  might  pass  from  Him.  I  am 
in  the  garden  of  Gethsemane  now, 
and  my  cup  of  bitterness  is  full  and 
overflowing." 

Although  Lincoln  was  not  a  church 
member,  he  was  a  man  of  prayer.  He 
believed  that  God  can  hear,  does 
hear,  and  answer  prayer. 

But  it  would  be  wearisome  to  you  to 
recite  all  the  evidences  bearing  on  the 
religious  character  of  Abraham 
Lincoln.  John  G.  Nicolay  well  says: 
"Benevolence  and  forgiveness  were 
the  very  basis  of  his  character;  his 
world-wide  humanity  is  aptly  em- 
bodied in  a  phrase  of  his 
second  inaugural:  'With  malice  to- 
ward none,  with  charity  for  all.'  His 
nature  was  deeply  religious,  but  he 
belonged  to  no  denomination;  he  had 
faith  in  the  eternal  justice  and 
boundless  mercy  of  Providence,  and 
made  the  Golden  Rule  of  Christ  his 
practical  creed." 

When  Lincoln  was  urged  to  issue 
his  Proclamation  of  Emancipation, 
he  waited  on  God  for  guidance.  He 
said  to  some  who  urged  this  matter, 


who  were  anxious  to  have  the  Presi- 
dent act  without  delay,  "I  hope  it  will 
not  be  irreverent  for  me  to  say  that, 
if  it  is  possible  that  God  would  re- 
veal His  will  to  others  on  a  point  so 
connected  with  my  duty,  it  might  be 
supposed  He  would  reveal  it  directly 
to  me,  for,  unless  I  am  more  deceived 
in  myself  than  I  often  am,  it  is  my 
earnest  desire  to  know  the  will  of 
Providence  in  this  matter,  and  if  I 
can  learn  what  it  is,  I  will  do  it." 

I  wish  to  call  special  attention  to 
Lincoln's  temperance  habits.  He  was 
a  teetotaler  so  far  as  the  use  of  in- 
toxicating liquors  as  a  beverage  was 
concerned.  When  the  committee  of 
the  Chicago  convention  waited  upon 
Lincoln  to  inform  him  of  his  nomi- 
nation, he  treated  them  to  ice  water 
and  said: 

"Gentlemen,  we  must  pledge  our 
mutual  healths  in  the  most  healthy 
beverage  which  God  has  given  to 
man.  It  is  the  only  beverage  I  have 
ever  used  or  allowed  in  my  family, 
and  I  cannot  conscientiously  depart 
from  it  on  the  present  occasion.  It  is 
pure    Adam's    ale    from    the   spring." 

Mr.  John  Hay,  one  of  his  biogra- 
phers, says:  "Mr.  Lincoln  was  a  man 
of  exceedingly  temperate  habits.  He 
made  no  use  of  either  whiskey  or 
tobacco  during  all  the  years  that  I 
knew  him." 

Page  11 


A  pastor's  wife  speaks  to  the 
young  people  on  an  important 
subject.  Read  this  stimulating 
message. 


Psalm  30:5b,  "Weeping  endureth  for 
a  night,  but  joy  cometh  in  the  morn- 
ing." 

When  I  try  to  fathom  the  reality  of 
tomorrow,  my  mind  goes  into  a  whirl. 
I  know  that  we  never  realize  a  tomor- 
row, for  once  it  becomes  a  day  it  is 
no  longer  tomorrow  but  today,  yet  we 
cannot  forget  the  fact  that  when  our 
night  shall  have  passed,  tomorrow  will 
be  the  dawn  of  a  new  day. 

David  had  a  right,  from  experience, 
to  declare  the  above  text.  He  had  had, 


TOMORROW 


Mrs.  H.  L.  Hunt 

not  one,  but  many  nights  of  weeping, 
yet  he  had  learned  that  by  patient 
and  faithful  waiting  on  the  Lord,  joy 
surely  comes  in  the  morning. 

I  do  not  wish  to  confine  my  thoughts 
to  the  period  of  hours  we  know  as  night 
or  darkness,  but  rather  to  the  hours, 
days,  or  even  longer  periods  of  weep- 
ing, trials,  and  suffering.  We  have 
many  testimonies  from  the  Word  of 
God  giving  us  definite  proof  that  ev- 
ery night  of  weeping  which  is  faith- 
fully endured  has  its  end  in  a  brighter 
tomorrow. 

In  Genesis  32:24-29  Jacob  endured 
a  night  of  struggle  and  perseverance. 
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This  was  a  climax  of  a  dark  period  in 
Jacob's  life,  but  being  faithful,  his  day 
of  joy  and  victory  was  bound  to  come. 
Yes,  at  the  break  of  day,  after  a  night 
of  hard  wrestling  and,  no  doubt,  weep- 
ing, the  angel  of  the  Lord  blessed  him. 
His  joy  came  in  the  morning! 

Job,  of  whom  it  was  said,  "There 
is  none  like  him  in  all  the  earth," 
had  his  night  of  weeping — his  body 
smitten  with  a  loathsome  disease;  his 
sons  and  daughters  taken  by  sudden 
death;  his  property  destroyed;  his 
closest  friends  reviling,  despising  and 
tempting  him  concerning  his  integrity 
and  faith  in  God;  his  own  companion 
asking  him  to  curse  God  and  die;  yet, 
he  was  able  to  look  beyond  this  night 
of  weeping  and  behold  "God's  tomor- 
row." Job  19:26,  "And  though  after  my 
skin  worms  destroy  this  body,  yet  in  my 
flesh  shall  I  see  God."  We  also  see 
from  Job  42:12  that  after  his  night 
of  endurance,  surely  there  was  joy  in 
the  morning,  for  the  writer  tells  us 
that  "the  Lord  blessed  the  latter  end 
of  Job  more  than  his  beginning." 

We  have  another  great  character, 
Peter,  who  was  called  and  chosen  of 
the  Lord  to  be  His  disciple,  yet  we  find 
Peter  had  his  bitter  nights  of  weep- 
ing. When  Jesus  was  going  through 
His  mock  trial,  we  find  Peter  tempted, 
and  in  his  temptation  he  denied  the 
Lord  three  times.  When  the  cock  crew, 
Peter  remembered  Jesus'  warning  of 
this  very  trial  of  his  faith.  No  doubt, 
Peter  thought  this  was  the  end  of  his 
Christian  fellowship.  Surely  his  night 
of  sorrow  was  great.  He  wept  bitterly. 
He  felt  the  loss  of  his  great  leader, 
and  now  he  felt  the  awful  remorse  of 
conscience  for  having  denied  his  Lord. 
Would  Christ  ever  forgive  him?  Yes, 
weeping  endureth  for  the  night,  but 


joy  cometh  in  the  morning.  In  John 
21:7  we  see  Peter  as  John  says  to  him, 
"It  is  the  Lord."  Peter  was  yet  endur- 
ing his  night  of  weeping.  In  fear  he 
cast  himself  into  the  sea,  but  the  for- 
giving Saviour  called,  and  Peter  drew 
near  to  Him. 

Peter  realized  he  was  now  in  the 
presence  of  the  One  whom  he  loved, 
yet  had  so  carelessly  and  thoughtlessly 
denied  a  few  days  before.  He  was  more 
than  glad  for  the  opportunity  to  con- 
fess his  love  for  Christ  and  amend  his 
error.  And  what  a  wonderful  Saviour 
is  this  Christ,  who  so  gently  asked, 
"Peter,  lovest  thou  me?"  Christ  drew 
from  Peter  his  humble  confession 
three  times,  once  for  each  denial,  and 
in  his  great  desperation,  Peter  threw 
himself  completely  on  the  mercies  of 
Christ,  saying,  "Lord,  thou  knowest  all 
things;  thou  knowest  that  I  love  thee." 
What  a  morning  of  joy  for  the  dis- 
couraged disciple!  Young  people,  how 
many  times  has  this  wonderful  Christ 
done  this  very  same  thing  for  you? 

What  about  Jesus  Himself,  our  great 
example?  Can  you  picture  the  awful 
night  of  suffering,  when  you  read  the 
vivid  description  of  His  suffering  and 
agony  in  the  garden?  He  was  forsaken 
by  His  own  people;  forsaken  by  His 
disciples;  yes,  even  the  three  whom 
He  trusted  most,  could  not  watch  with 
Him  one  hour.  Do  you  see  the  scene 
on  Calvary — a  loving  Saviour  suspend- 
ed between  heaven  and  earth,  the 
mobs  howling,  cursing,  mocking  and 
spitting  on  Jesus  the  dear  Son  of  God, 
the  disciples  standing  afar  off?  Hear 
His  cry  in  the  darkest  hour,  "My  God, 
my  God,  why  hast  thou  forsaken  me?" 
This  looked  like  the  end  of  everything 
for  the  few  Christian  believers,  but  it 
was  of  this  very  hour  David  spoke  the 
words  of  our  little  text.  In  this  hour 
of  darkness,  disgrace,  suffering,  agony, 
and  torments  our  blessed  Christ  was 
the  closest  to  the  dawn  of  the  glo- 
rious resurrection  that  He  had  ever 
been.  Yes,  it  was  a  night  of  weeping 
for  our  Saviour,  but  joy,  wondrous  joy, 
cometh  in  the  morning! 

We  like  to  think  of  Paul  and  his 
great  accomplishments,  but  let  me  re- 
mind you  that  Paul  certainly  had  to 
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endure  weeping  for  a  night;  yes,  many 
days  and  nights  of  persecution  came 
Paul's  way.  Before  he  uttered  those 
memorable  words,  "I  am  ready  to  be 
offered  up,"  and  "There  is  therefore 
laid  up  for  me  a  crown  of  righteous- 
ness," he  proclaimed  the  great  state- 
ment, "I  bear  in  my  body  the  marks 
of  the  Lord  Jesus,"  and  also,  "That  I 
may  know  him  in  his  sufferings."  If 
we  would  have  the  magnificent  and 
glorious  experience  at  the  end  of  our 
lives,  surely  we  will  have  to  endure 
the  nights  of  weeping. 

Dear  young  people,  you  have  your 
nights  of  weeping  and  endurance. 
Many  times  it  seems  all  have  forsaken 
you.  You  may  have  in  your  weakness, 
like  Peter,  denied  the  Lord  by  some 
foolish  thought,  word  or  deed.  You 
may  feel  it  is  the  end  for  you  as  a 
Christian,  but  remember,  if  you  will 
endure  the  nights  of  weeping,  joy 
cometh  in  the  morning. 

Isaiah  21:11,12,  "...  Watchman, 
what  of  the  night?  The  watchman 
said,  The  morning  cometh,  and  also 
the  night:  if  ye  will  enquire,  enquire 
ye:  return,  come."  This  should  surely 
be  our  cry  today,  dear  young  people. 

Notice  his  admonition,  "Enquire  ye: 
return,  come."  There  is  no  doubt  in 
the  minds  of  the  people  of  God  but 
that  our  night  of  weeping  is  far  spent. 
I  know  there  is  joy  in  serving  Christ, 
but  this  is  not  the  day  of  our  final 
victory,  only  the  night  of  endurance. 
It  is  time  to  put  on  the  whole  armour 
of  God  and  prepare  for  the  battle 
against  the  enemy.  The  joyous  victory 
cometh  in  the  morning  when  our 
Christ  shall  come  in  all  His  beauty  to 
reign  as  our  conquering  King. 

Did  I  hear  you  say,  "I  cannot  live 
a  Christian  life  in  school,  or  at  my 
work"?  Listen,  friend,  weeping  endur- 
eth  only  for  a  night.  Remember  what 
Paul  said,  "I  can  do  all  things  through 
Christ  which  strengtheneth  me."  Do 
you  believe  that?  Then  take  Christ  at 
His  own  words,  "My  grace  is  sufficient 
for  thee."  He  will  not  allow  us  to  be 
tempted  above  that  we  are  able  to 
bear,  but  will  with  the  temptation 
make  a  way  of  escape. 

It  is  my  firm  belief  that  when  we 
are  cleansed  by  the  precious  blood  of 
Jesus,  we  have  protection  against  any 
night  of  darkness  or  temptation.  God 
has  given  the  Church  of  God  the  fin- 
est group  of  young  people  in  the  whole 
world.  Our  numbers  are  not  so  great, 
but  their  lives,  their  testimonies,  their 
faith  in  God,  their  earnest  endeavor 
for  God  and  the  Church  is  something 
for  which  to  thank  God.  Yes,  I  feel 


like  shouting  from  the  housetops, 
"Thank  God  for  our  young  people  who 
are  able  to  endure  weeping  for  the 
night,  and  they'll  be  right  there  to 
rejoice  when  the  joy  cometh  in  the 
morning."  It  isn't  all  weeping  and 
darkness  now.  David  said  in  Psalm 
77:6,  "I  call  to  remembrance  my  song 
in  the  night."  Job  35:10,  "But  none 
saith,  Where  is  God  my  maker,  who 
giveth  songs  in  the  night?"  Thank 
God,  while  we  are  enduring  the  weep- 
ing in  the  night,  we  can  also  sing  the 
songs  of  victory! 

It  was  a  night  of  weeping  for  some 
when  Paul  and  Silas  were  in  the  Ro- 
man jail,  but  at  midnight  they  sang 
songs  of  joy  and  victory.  It  didn't  stay 
dark  very  long.  A  light  was  made.  Ev- 
eryone who  wanted  to  be  delivered  had 
the  opportunity.  Even  when  you  feel 
there  is  no  use  to  try  again,  just  look 
up.  God  giveth  songs  in  the  night  sea- 
son, and  joy  cometh  in  the  morning. 

When  Jesus  was  being  tempted  in 
the  wilderness,  He  could  have  failed. 
It  was  not  impossible  for  Him  to  sin, 
else  this  would  not  have  been  a  temp- 
tation. There  is  no  temptation  where 
there  is  no  possibility  of  yielding  to 
the  temptation.  His  trial  was  great;  in 
agony  of  spirit  and  the  weakness  in 
His  body,  He  endured  the  night  of 
weeping,  and  surely  to  Him  there  came 
the  "joy  in  the  morning."  Even  the 
angels  came  and  ministered  unto  Him. 


*      *      * 


Notice,  the  angels  did  not  come  until 
He  had  endured  the  temptations  and 
come  forth  Conqueror. 

I  know  some  of  our^  young  people 
fall  by  the  wayside,  but,  thank  God, 
there  are  thousands  who  will  endure 
the  nights  of  weeping.  Surely  we  are 
near  the  dawn  of  eternal  day.  We  hear 
the  watchman  from  almost  every  pul- 
pit declaring,  "The  morning  cometh, 
and  also  the  night." 

To  whom  is  the  morning  coming? 
To  those  who  have  been  faithful  to 
the  calling  of  the  Lord  Jesus  Christ; 
those  whom  the  Lord  when  He  cometh, 
shall  find  so  doing.  Psalm  126:6,  "He 
that  goeth  forth  and  weepeth,  bearing 
precious  seed,  shall  doubtless  come 
again  with  rejoicing,  bringing  his 
sheaves  with  him." 

Coming  simultaneously  with  this 
morning  of  joy  is  the  night  of  tribula- 
tion. We  hear  the  great  proclamation 
go  forth  as  a  warning  from  all  those 
who  are  looking  for  the  coming  of  our 
Lord,  "The  morning  cometh,  and  also 
the  night."  I  feel  that  every  child  of 
God  has  had  enough  of  the  dark  night 
of  weeping;  therefore,  with  joy  we 
look  forward  to  the  dawn  of  a  new  day. 
When  your  heart  is  heavy  and  you  feel 
the  trials  are  more  than  you  can  bear, 
just  remember  this  little  text  and  be 
encouraged,  for  it  is  ever  true  that, 
"Weeping  endureth  for  the  night,  but 
joy  cometh  in  the  morning." 


THY  NEARNESS 

O  Might  beyond  the  utmost  suns  and  stars 
That    fixed   their   orbits   and   majestic   pace, 

0  Core  of  life  and  light,  there  are  no  bars, 
For  all  the  veil  of  blue  before  Thy  face, 

To   separate   Thee   from   my   yearning   heart; 

1  feel  how  near  to  me,  how  near  Thou  art! 

I   hear  Thy  sacred  heartbeat   in   the   rain 

Whose  rhythm  summons  life  within  the  sod; 

I  hear  Thy  footsteps   on   the  earth   again 

In  blessed  winds  that  waft  the  spring,  O  God; 

I  mark  in  every  sunrise  on  the  land 

The  golden  benediction  of  Thy  hand. 

And  when  my  wells  of  hope  and  strength  run  dry, 
O  deep  exhaustless  Source,  I  call  on  Thee, 

And  feel  the  Living  Waters  surge  close  by 
That  flow  to  fill  my  empty  wells  for  me. 

I  pray  to  One  beyond  the  farthest  sphere, 

And  He  who  answers  is  so  near,  so  near! 

— Adelaide  Love. 


February,  1949 
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Since  he  was  two  years  old  the  young  man  in  February's  Spotlight, 
Donald  Dillow,  of  Leadwood,  Missouri,  has  been  a  featured  singer  in 
church  services.  His  beautiful  voice  can  be  understood  as  nothing  less 
than  a  gift  from  God.  At  the  Leadwood  church  he  is  soloist  in  the 
church  chorus.  He  was  voted  "Most  Talented  Person"  by  his  high 
school  graduating  class,  in  recognition  of  his  pleasant  versatility,  in- 
cluding singing,  athletics  and  other  qualities.  Donald  plans  to  attend 
Lee    College   soon. 

Donald  was  born  in  a  Church  of  God  home,  his  parents  being  among 
the  earliest  members  in  Missouri.  His  church  activities  are  not  con- 
fined to  his  singing,  but  he  teaches  in  Sunday  School  and  is  very 
active  in  Y.P.E.  and  radio  work. 

Not  the  least  of  his  qualities,  and  perhaps  the  greatest,  is  his  humble 
and  unassuming  spirit;  above  everything  else  he  remembers  that  he 
is  a  Christian.  We  feel  he  will  make  his  presence  felt  in  the  Church  of 
God  in  coming  years. 


1.  He  was  born  in  a  country  home 
near  Williston,  Florida,  and  was 
reared  on  the  farm. 

2.  At  the  age  of  fifteen,  he  joined 
the  Christian  church. 

3.  When  he  was  twenty-one,  he 
received  the  Baptism  of  the  Holy 
Ghost  and  came  into  the  Church  of 
God. 

4.  In  1921  he  was  licensed  as  a 
Church  of  God  minister. 

5.  It  was  in  1925  when  he  began 
full-time  ministerial  work,  evange- 
lizing, and  attending  B.T.S. 

6.  In  1927  he  graduated  from  Bible 
Training  School. 

7.  He  taught  music  school  and  did 
evangelistic  work  in  1928. 

8.  His  first  full-time  pastorate  was 
at  Coconut  Grove,  Florida. 

9.  When  a  committee  was  appointed 
to  draft  a  constitution  for  the  Y.P.E. 
in  Florida,  the  year  of   1929,  he  was 
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one  of  the  committee. 

10.  In  1930  he  was  made  Sunday 
School  and  Y.P.E.  superintendent  of 
the  state  of  Florida,  in  which  office 
he  served  three  years,  doing  pastoral 
work  at  the  same  time. 

11.  It  was  in  the  year  of  1933  that 
he  was  chosen  state  secretary  and 
treasurer  of  Florida.  During  the  next 
six  years,  he  served  in  this  office  and 
did  pastoral  work. 

12.  All  his  years  of  full-time  pastoral 
work  and  district  pastor  will  amount 
to  eleven. 

13.  In  1939  he  was  appointed  over- 
seer of  the  state  of  Alabama,  where 
he  served  for  three  years. 

14.  He  served  two  years  as  state 
overseer  of  North  Carolina. 

15.  When  the  six  Assistant  General 
Overseers  were  appointed  by  the 
Church  in  1944,  this  outstanding 
minister  was  one  of  the  six  appointees. 
He  served  for  one  year  in  seven  of  the 
northern  states  and  Canada. 


17.  He    was   appointed    member 
the  Mission  Board  in  1940. 


Meet  Irene  Leedy  McCane,  an  outstanding  evangelist  in  the  Church 
of  God.  Six  years  ago  Irene  was  saved,  sanctified,  and  baptized  with 
the  Holy  Ghost,  and  joined  the  Church  of  God  at  Ashland,  Ohio.  In 
1944,  she  graduated  from  the  Christian  Worker's  Course  at  B.T.S., 
which  is  now  Lee  College.  While  in  school,  she  received  a  definite  call 
to  the  ministry  and  has  been  in  active  service  for  the  Lord  since  that 
time.  During  the  first  year  of  her  ministerial  work,  she  pastored  a 
small,  struggling  church  in  Connecticut.  Since  then  she  has  been 
evangelizing  constantly  throughout  Ohio  and  West  Virginia.  She  has 
not  shirked  the  hard  places,  and  the  Lord  has  richly  blessed  her 
ministry.  Irene  is  a  wonderful  girl.  Her  sweet  personality  and  winning 
ways  won  for  her  many  friends  while  in  school.  She  is  a  dynamic 
preacher,  and  everyone  who  has  heard  her  says  that  she  is  one  of  the 
best  young  women  evangelists  the  Church  has. 

On  October  10,  1948,  this  young  lady  became  the  bride  of  Rev.  S.  B. 
McCane,  Jr.,  of  Salem,  West  Virginia.  Brother  McCane  was  reared  in 
a  Church  of  God  home  and  is  also  an  able  evangelist.  They  are  now 
out  in  the  work  together,  with  a  full  schedule  for  months  ahead.  We 
pray  the  Lord's  blessings  will  rest  upon  all  their  work. 

WfclB«ai  Ms  His  lame? 


16.  In  1945  he  was  the  only  Assistant 
General  Overseer  appointed,  in  which 
office  he  served  for  three  years. 
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18.  In  1940  this  minister  was  elected 
member  of  the  Supreme  Council  and 
has  served  as  a  councilman  each  year 
since  his  election. 

19.  He  was  on  the  constitutional 
committee  which  drafted  the  consti- 
tution for  Pentecostal  Fellowship  of 
North  America  in  1948.  He  is  also  on 
the  Board  of  Administration  for 
Pentecostal  Fellowship  of  North 
America. 

20.  This  distinguished  Christian 
married  a  young  lady  in  Florida. 

21.  He  is  the  father  of  three  chil- 
dren, two  girls  and  one  boy. 

22.  The  last  office  to  which  this 
minister  was  chosen  was  General 
Overseer  of  the  Church  of  God.  Who 
is  he? 

The  Lighted  Pathway 


Evelyn   Blackstone 

Jesus  once  told  His  followers  to  be 
lamps,  and  to  let  their  lights  shine 
out  into  the  dark  world  around  them. 
How  can  young  people  be  lamps?  One 
good  way  is  to  live  a  happy,  conse- 
crated life  before  God. 

Have  you  ever  seen  one  of  those 
queer  Eastern  lamps  to  which  Christ 
referred?  Some  of  them  are  just  like 
shallow  earthenware  saucers  pinched 
in  one  place  to  form  a  sort  of  peak. 
The  saucer  is  filled  with  oil  and  the 
wick  is  inserted  at  the  pinched  end. 
Other  lamps  are  like  two  saucers 
fastened  together,  the  top  one  being 
turned  upside  down.  Toward  one  side 
the  lamp  is  narrower,  and  in  the 
narrow  part  a  small  hole  is  made  to 
contain  the  wick.  Another  hole  is 
made  in  the  center  of  the  lamp  to  let 
the  oil  in.  Some  of  these  lamps  are 
quite  plain,  others  are  beautifully 
ornamented,  and  still  others  bear 
inscriptions. 

As  those  queer  lights  would  shine 
upon  the  pathway,  so  God's  Word  is 
a  candle  which  may  be  held  in  the 
hand  to  give  us  light  in  every  dark 
place,  a  general  light  shining  upon  all 
we  do.  It  is  much  better  to  live  the 
Christian  life  before  others  than  to 
preach  how  to  live.  If  the  life  we  live 
is  a  good  example  before  our  asso- 
ciates, then  our  preaching  will  ac- 
complish more  good.  Young  people, 
don't  let  it  be  said  of  you,  "Your 
actions  speak  so  loudly  I  can't  hear 
what  you  say."  There  is  someone 
watching  the  life  each  Christian  boy 
and  girl  lives.  If  the  gospel  light  is 
always  shining  upon  the  pathway 
ahead,  there  will  be  no  need  of  stum- 
bling on  the  way,  and  those  who 
are  watching  you  will  be  convinced 
that  you  are  a  real  Christian. 

Once  an  archaeologist,  who  had 
travelled  much  in  the  Holy  Land,  said, 
"Several  years  ago  we  were  on  our 
way  from  Emmaus  to  Jerusalem  late 
at  night,  traveling  by  donkey.  As  we 
rode  along  we  noticed  a  path  at  a 
distance,  which  was  leading  to  cm- 
path,  along  which  some  men  were 
walking.  As  they  approached,  we 
noticed  that  as  they  walked  over  this 
narrow,  stony  path,  filled  with  holes 
and  many  rocky  places,  over  which  a 
person  could  easily  fall,  a  little  light 
kept  shooting  out  before  them.  We 
waited  until  they  joined  us  and 
learned  they  had  small  foot  lamps. 
Some  had  straps  tied  around  the 
ankle  with  a  small  clay  lamp  attached; 
others  were  larger  clay  lamps  carried 
in  the  hand.  They  would  swing  the 
lamps  before  them  to  throw  a  light 
on  the  stony,  unsafe  path."  Evidently 
the  Psalmist  David  was  thinking  of 
this  kind  of  lights  when  he  said,  "Thy 
Word  is  a  lamp  unto  my  feet,  and  a 
light  unto  my  pathway."  Young 
people,  there  is  no  danger  of  falling 
by  the  wayside  when  the  gospel  light 
is  shining  on  the  pathway  ahead,  and 
others  following  behind  will  be  guid- 
ed aright. 


TRY  THIS  CROSSWORD  PUZZLE 


Across 


in 


2,  3.  Pictured  is  newly  appointed  Business 
Manager  of  the  Church  of  God  Publishing- 
House,  Rev.  — .  — . . 

Fifteenth   and   sixteenth   books   of   N.   T. 


Martin  Miller. 


Jas.   5:12. 


12.  Man  sick  of  palsy  in  Acts  9 :33. 

13    " servant  can  serve  two  masters."  Luke 

16:13. 

14.  "And   in   hell  he  lift  his   eyes   .   .   .   ," 

Luke    16:23. 

15.  To   depreciate  officially  or  publicly. 

16.  Musical   term — slow. 

19.  "And  there  was  in  heaven,"  Rev.  12:7. 

20.  "Man  shall  not  by  bread  alone,"  Luke 

4:4. 

21.  "He  that  believeth  the  Son  hath  ever- 
lasting life,"   John   3:36. 

23.  Father  of  Hadad,   Gen.  36:35. 

24.  "Let  your  yea  be  yea:  and  your  ,  nay; 


lest  ye  fall  into  condemnation," 

26.  Each    (abbr.). 

27.  "Come   unto   ,   all   ye   that   labour   and 

are   heavy   laden    .    .    .    ,"    Matt.    11:28. 

28.  National  Recovery  Administration  (abbr.). 
31.  "And   he   sat   down   among   the  ,"   Job 

2:8. 

34.  New  Testament   (abbr.). 

35.  Lines  of  light   appearing  from   an   object. 

36.  River  between  Brazil  and  Paraguay. 
38.  Small  vessels  for  use  on  water. 

40.  Instrument  for  boring  holes. 

42.  Associate  Arts  (abbr.). 

43.  First  two  letters  of  a  tree  in  Gen.  35:4. 

45.  Hymn  Book  of  the  Bible. 

46.  Severely. 

48.  "Thorns  also  and  shall  it  bring  forth 

to  thee,"  Gen.  3:18. 


Down 


1.  "...  on  the  east  side  of  ,"  Num.  34:11. 

2.  Money  order  (abbr.). 

3.  "Cush,    and    Mizraim,    and    ,    and    Ca- 
naan,"  Gen.    10:6. 

4.  Prefix  meaning  under. 

5.  Small  boy. 

6.  Angle  of  drift  due  to  cross  currents  of  wind. 

7.  Tribe  of  Indians  in  Peru. 

8.  Out-of-door   flight  of  steps. 

9.  "Whom  do  men that  I  am?"  Mark  8:27. 

11.  Second  child  of  Abishur,   1  Chr.  2:29. 

17.  Girl's  name. 

18.  Boy's  name. 

20.  "...  may  hear,  and  to  fear  the  Lord 

your  God,"  Deut.  31:13. 
22.  "...    because   your   are   written    in 

heaven,"  Luke   10:20. 


23.  Boy's   name. 

25.  An  affirmative  reply. 

29.  Jerahmeel's  wife,  1  Chr.  2:26. 

30.  Same  as  45  across. 

31.  Son  of  Jether,  1  Chr.  7:38. 

32.  "...  Mary,  which  at  Jesus'  feet,  and 

heard  his  word,"  Luke   10:39. 

33.  Kind  of  tea  from  China. 

37.  Nut  of  a  Philippine  tree. 

38.  "And  things  of  the  world,   .   .   .  hath 

God  chosen,"  1  Cor.  1:28. 

39.  Grains. 

40.  Daylight  Saving   Time    (abbr.). 

41.  Landing  Ship  Tank   (abbr.). 

44.  "...   that  things  work  together  for 

good  to   them  that  love  God,"  Rom.   8:28. 
47.  Red  Cross   (abbr.). 
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Pictured  above  ore  the  young  people  who  participated  in  a  recent  contest  conducted  in 
Hogerstown,  Maryland,  Church  of  God.  The  contest  closed  with  much  enth«isiasm,  the  of- 
ferings more  than  doubled,  and  the  attendance  reached  eighty-two.  One  girl,  twelve  years 
old,  was  baptized  with  the  Holy  Ghost.  There  were  10,555  coupons  collected  for  the  or- 
phanage. The  young  people  are  moving  on  for  God  and  are  a  real  blessing  to  the  church. — 
W.  A.  Smith,  pastor,   1015   Rose  Hill  Avenue,  Hogerstown,  Md. 


MR.    MEANT-TO 

Mr.  Meant-To  has  a  comrade, 

And  his  name  is  Didn't-Do. 
Have  you  ever  chanced  to  meet  them? 

Have  they  ever  called  on  you? 
These  two  fellows  live  together 

In  the  house  of  never-ioin, 
And  I'm  told  that  it  is  haunted 

By   the   ghost  of   might-have -been. 

— Selected. 


GEMS    FOR   THOUGHT 

Spend  thought  before  you  spend  money; 
you  will  have  more  for  your  money  and 
more  money  left  for  your  thought. 

Often  it  is  incorrect  to  think  a  man  is 
wise  just  because  we  discover  he  is  smarter 
than  we  are. 

Worry  does  not  empty  the  doy  of  its 
trouble  but  only  of  its  strength. 

It  is  not  your  position,  but  your  disposi- 
tion,   that    makes   you    happy  or    unhappy. 

All  men  live  in  one  of  two  tents — con- 
tent or  discontent.  In  which  tent  do  you 
live? 

Only  those  can  most  effectively  be  "up 
and  doing"  who  have  first  been  fervently 
"down    and    waiting." 

The  worst  thing  in  the  world  is  never  to 
try,  not  to  try  and  fail. 

They  are  well  kept  whom  the  Lord  keeps. 


Has  your  life  caused  someone  to 
hunger  and  thirst  after  righteousness 
today? 


Dear  Editor: 

I  am  a  member  of  the  Church  of 
God  in  Utilla,  Honduras.  I  am  a  read- 
er of  the  Lighted  Pathivay  and  enjoy 
it  greatly.  I  am  always  encouraged 
when  I  read  the  beautiful  poems  and 
stories  you  publish.  I  pray  God's 
blessings  will  follow  your  good  work. 
— Kelsey  Cooper,  Utilla,  Spanish  Hon- 
duras, Central  America. 


Dear  Brother  Cooper: 

Thanks  for  your  nice  letter.  It  is 
always  encouraging  to  hear  from 
readers  who  are  blessed  by  reading 
our  paper.  May  the  richest  of  God"s 
blessings  rest  upon  you. 


K 


Y 


now  1  our 


Ml 


ssionanes 


MISSIONARY   AARONS   AND    HURS 

Ollie    Harris,    42   Askew   Avenue,    Hogans- 
ville,    Ga. 

Mrs.   Mart  Taylor,    Box   53,    Fayette,    Ala. 

Effie    Hickok,    Rt.    1,    Harrison,    Ark. 


Sometimes  we  talk  out  of  the  zeal 
of  our  own  hearts,  but  when  God 
speaks,  we  like  Job  of  old  are  made 
to  put  our  hands  upon  our  mouths. 
But  when  our  zeal  is  controlled  by 
the  Holy  Spirit  our  words  will  count 
for  God.  It  was  said  of  Samuel.  He 
"did  let  none  of  his  words  fall  to  the 
ground." 


By  J.   Herbert   Walker,  Sr. 


On  September  24,  1939,  the  Church 
of  God  at  Mooresville,  North  Caro- 
lina, set  this  young  man  forth  as  an 
evangelist  at  the  age  of  twenty-three. 
He  was  ordained  bishop  in  the  Church 
of  God  January  24,  1945.  The  young 
lady  he  married  was  a  member  of  the 
Church  at  Sylacauga,  Alabama.  They 
now  have  two  children.  His  wife  has 
been  actively  engaged  in  the  ministry 
since  1936.  Both  attended  the  Church 
of  God  Bible  Training  School. 

After  being  set  forth  as  a  minister, 
this  young  man  served  as  pastor  and 
evangelist  in  the  State  of  North  Caro- 
lina. Later  he  and  his  wife  obeyed 
the  call  of  God  to  take  the  Gospel  to 
foreign  lands,  and  smce  his  appoint- 
ment as  a  missionary  has  served  in 
El  Salvador,  Central  America;  the  Re- 
public of  Honduras,  in  Utilla  Island, 
and  has  recently  been  appointed 
Overseer  of   the   Dominican  Republic. 

Who  is  he? 


Last  month's  missionaries:  Reverend  and 
Mrs.  William  Baltau.  Their  address  at  pres- 
ent   is    Montgomery    Ave.,    Cleveland,    Tenn. 

Brother  Baltau  and  his  family  will  be 
sailing  for  China  as  soon  as  they  hove 
permission  from  the  government.  When  we 
know  their  address,  we  will  publish  it  on 
this  page. 
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The  Lighted  Pathway 


Paiil9s  Love 
for  a  #lave 


By  Geneva  Carroll 


Are  there  certain  characters  in  the 
Bible  whom  you  like  better  than 
others?  Some  boys  will  tell  you  that 
their  favorite  character  in  the  New 
Testament  is  the  Apostle  Paul,  not 
the  Paul  who  has  written  the  epistles, 
but  the  Paul  oi  tne  adventures  and 
the  shipwreck.  His  epistles  are  just 
letters,  and  with  one  exception  are  all 
about  the  special  subject  he  himself 
loved  and  studied  most.  You  know 
there  are  learned  men  called  special- 
ists who  give  their  whole  time  to  the 
study  of  one  subject.  They  like  to 
speak  about  it  to  those  who  are  in- 
terested, and  they  sometimes  write 
books  so  that  others  may  become 
acquainted  with  what  has  been  a  joy 
to  them.  Paul  was  a  specialist.  His 
subject  was  the  religion  of  Jesus 
Christ,  and  his  epistles  were  letters 
which  he  wrote  to  people  whom  he 
wanted  to  instruct  about  Jesus  and 
His  Word. 

Among  his  letters  there  is  a  very 
short  one  which  is  different  from  all 
the  others.  It  was  written  to  a  friend 
.of  Paul's  whose  name  was  Philemon, 
and  it  is  about  a  private  affair  con- 
nected with  the  gentleman's  house- 
hold. This  epistle  is  a  beautiful  little 
letter,  very  kind,  very  clever,  and  very 
polite,  If  you  young  people  haven't 
recently  read  the  book  of  Philemon, 
suppose  you  read  it  now.  It  is  short, 
containing  only  one  chapter  of 
twenty-five  verses. 

Philemon  was  a  wealthy  man  in 
Colosse,  a  city  of  Phrygia  in  Asia 
Minor.  He  had  a  lovely  home,  with 
many  servants,  or  slaves,  and  he  could 
have  anything  he  wanted.  Regardless 
of  his  wealth,  he  was  a  Christian, 
having  evidently  been  converted 
through  hearing  Paul  preach.  He  took 
great  interest  in  the  progress  of 
Christianity.  It  is  thought  that  he  had 
a  church  in  his  house  where  the  fol- 
lowers of  Jesus  gathered  for  worship. 
They  had  to  meet  in  the  people's 
houses  because  of  persecution.  In 
Philemon's  house  we  believe  the  whole 
household,  including  the  slaves,  joined 
in  the  service,  not  always  because  they 
were  Christians,  but  because  their 
master  asked  them  to  do  so. 

One  of  the  slaves,  whose  name  was 
Onesimus,  had  stolen  money  from 
his  kind  master  and  had  run  away. 
He  managed  somehow  to  get  as  far 
as  the  city  of  Rome;  a  place  so  large 
was  ideal  for  hiding,  as  people  some- 
times do.  Strange  to  say,  Paul  hap- 
pened to  be  there  preaching  and  the 
poor,  unhappy  Onesimus  heard  him. 


Through  the  Apostle's  instrumentali- 
ty, the  slave  was  led  to  embrace  the 
gospel.  After  his  conversion,  a  very 
happy  and  friendly  relation  sprang 
up  between  the  teacher  and  the 
disciple. 

But  Christian  honor  demanded  that 
Onesimus  go  back  to  his  owner  and 
win  forgiveness,  if  he  could,  through 
his  new  status — no  longer  merely  a 
slave,  a  chattle  at  his  wronged  mas- 
ter's disposal,  but  a  brother  beloved. 
Before  leaving  for  Asia  Minor,  Paul 
wrote  a  letter  to  the  master,  which  is 
known  as  the  Epistle  to  Philemon. 
Onesimus  carried  this  letter  with  him 
when  he  went  back  to  Colosse. 

In  the  letter,  Paul  said,  "I  am  send- 
ing 'my  son'  back  to  you,  though  in 
so  doing  I  send  part  of  myself.  It  was 
my  wish  to  keep  him  at  my  side  to 
attend  to  my  wants,  as  your  repre- 
sentative, during  my  imprisonment  for 
the  gospel.  Only  I  wish  to  do  nothing 
without  your  consent,  so  that  this  ac- 
tion of  yours  might  not  be  done  un- 
der pressure,  but  might  be  of  your 
own  free  will. 

"If  he  was  ever  dishonest  or  is  in 
debt  to  you,  charge  me  with  the 
amount.  I,  Paul,  write  this  with  my 
own  hand — I  will  pay  you  in  full.  (I 
say  nothing  of  the  fact  that  you  owe 
me  even  your  own  self.)  Yes,  brother, 
do  me  this  favor  for  the  Lord's  sake. 
Refresh  my  heart  in  Christ.  I  write 
to  you  in  the  full  confidence  that  you 
will  meet  my  wishes,  for  I  know  you 
will  do  even  more  than  I  say.  And 
at  the  same  time  provide  a  lodging 
for  me;  for  I  hope  that  through  your 
prayers  I  shall  be  permitted  to  come 
to  you."  — Weymouth. 

By  common  consent  this  private 
note — it  is  hardly  more — saturated 
with  the  confidence  of  Christian  faith, 
urged  in  a  most  difficult  situation 
with  tact  and  delicate  humor,  is  a 
masterpiece,  a  little  accidental  letter 
which  shows  the  Apostle,  not  as  a 
theologian  or  an  ardent  missionary, 
but  as  a  great  Christian  gentleman. 

Paul  pleads  in  the  behalf  of 
Onesimus  for  the  love's  sake  of  an 
old  man  (Paul  the  aged),  who  is  also 
a  prisoner.  He  said,  "The  chain  is  on 
my  wrist,  surely  you  will  not  refuse 
me."  Paul  knew  how  to  ask  a  favor. 
"Perhaps  he  has  been  separated  from 
you  only  that  he  may  go  back,  not 
as  a  slave,  but  as  a  beloved  brother; 
not  as  unprofitable,  but  as  profitable." 
These  words,  though  they  do  not  ap- 
pear difficult,  are  very  fine  and  mean 
a  great  deal.  Then  Paul  goes  on  to  say, 


"If,  then,  thou  countest  me  as  partner, 
receive  him  as  myself."  Perhaps 
Christ's  words  may  have  been  in 
Paul's  mind.  "He  that  receiveth  you 
receiveth  me."  If  not,  he  was  certainly 
thinking  of  how  Jesus  loves  us  and 
of  how  Christians  should  love  one 
another.  He  closes  the  epistle  by  say- 
ing, "May  the  grace  of  our  Lord  Jesus 
Christ  be  with  the  spirit  of  every  one 
of  you." 

Paul  wisely  decided,  in  this  case,  not 
to  exercise  his  authority,  but  to  ap- 
peal to  their  mutual  love,  and  to  his 
aged  and  suffering  condition.  Chris- 
tian leaders  in  churches  would  do 
well  to  more  frequently  follow  Paul's 
example,  and  to  take  care  that  their 
responsible  position  does  not  create 
a  permanent,  domineering,  dictatori- 
al spirit.  Such  can  easily  be  devel- 
oped. Note  the  frequency  in  Paul's 
pastoral  epistles  of  his  commenda- 
tion of  a  "gentle"  spirit.  There  is  a 
world  of  wisdom  in  that  exhortation. 

Without  a  doubt  Paul  succeeded  in 
his  plea.  His  skill  in  presenting  his 
case,  and,  above  all,  his  gentle,  loving 
entreaties  were  overwhelming.  More 
success  would  be  gained  in  many  diffi- 
cult church  matters  if  leaders  would 
follow  the  example  set  by  this  serv- 
ant of  the  Lord. 

At  the  time  this  letter  was  written 
Paul  was  a  prisoner  of  Rome.  This 
was  his  first  imprisonment  in  that 
city,  wnere  he  stayed  for  two  years 
preaching  the  gospel  of  Jesus  Christ. 
Many  think  he  was  later  released  and 
visited  Philemon.  However,  he  was  a 
free  man  for  only  about  four  years, 
after  which  he  was  imprisoned  the 
second  time  by  Nero,  in  the  greatest 
persecutions  of  the  Christians  by  that 
emperor,  and  was  beheaded  at  Rome 
A.  D.  67  or  68. 

Jamieson,  Fausset,  and  Brown 
Commentary  tells  us  that  Onesimus 
in  the  Apostolical  Canons  is  said  to 
have  been  emancipated  by  his  master, 
consecrated  by  Paul,  bishop  of  Berea, 
in  Macedonia,  and  that  later  he  was 
martyred  at  Rome. 
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It  Just  Can't  Be  Done 


A  dishonest  merchant  employed  a 
boy  named  James  to  help  wait  on 
trade.  One  day,  after  the  boy  had 
worked  for  a  week,  the  grocer  said: 

"James,  who  bought  that  piece  of 
moldy  cheese  today?" 

'"Mrs.  Brown,  sir.  She  didn't  seem  to 
notice  the  mold." 

"And  the  loaf  of  stale  bread  we 
could  not  sell  last  night — ?" 

"Mrs.  Brown  took  that  also,  sir." 

The  merchant  coughed  violently. 
"And  that  pound  of  rancid  butter?" 

"She  took  that  also,  because  I  sold 
it  cheap,   as  you  said  I  should,  sir." 

The  grocer  hastily  inspected  the 
egg-container  beneath  the  counter. 
"And  those  six  eggs  we've  had  for  a 
week  or  more — did  she  take  those  also, 
James?" 

James  nodded.  "Yes,  sir.  Why, 
what's  the  matter,  sir?  Are  you  ill?" 

The  merchant  mopped  his  brow  and 
sank  into  a  chair.  "No,  no.  Only,  you 
see,  I'm  invited  to  the  Browns'  for 
dinner  this  evening!" 

We  smile  at  this  story.  But  the  truth 
which  it  contains  is  not  always  a  smil- 
ing matter.  It  is,  however,  a  great  fact 
that  we  simply  can't  do  wrong  and 
"get  away  with  it"  permanently.  We 
may  think  we  are  very  clever.  We  may 
escape  punishment  or  detection  for  a 
long  while,  but  we  escape  only  the 
notice  of  men.  God  knows  everything 
we  do,  say,  think.  "Be  sure  your  sin 
will  find  you  out"  (Num.  32:23). 

A  man  once  employed  another  to 
build  a  house.  Shortly  after  the  con- 
tract was  awarded,  the  gentleman  was 
called  abroad.  He  was  gone  for 
months,  during  which  time  the  con- 
tractor erected  the  building.  Being 
dishonest  at  heart,  the  contractor  felt 
that  he  could  easily  cheat  by  using  in- 
ferior materials  where  they  would  not 
show.  He  was  lavish  with  ^aint,  to 
cover  up  these  defects.  When  the  own- 
er returned,  he  inspected  the  house 
carefully  and  remarked: 

"As  far  as  I  can  see,  you  have  done 
a  very  good  job.  I  am  glad  that  you 
did  so,  because  I  have  a  little  surprise 
for  you.  While  on  my  trip  I  had  the 
good  fortune  to  make  a  great  deal  of 
money.  I  want  to  use  some  of  it  for 
the  good  of  my  fellowmen.  And  since 
you  have  been  a  neighbor  and  friend 
all  these  years  and  have  been  so  faith- 
ful in  your  work  of  building  this 
house,  even  in  my  absence,  I  am  going 
to  deed  it  to  you  as  a  mark  of  my  es- 
teem and  gratitude." 

The  amazed  builder  stammered  his 
thanks — and  wished  fervently  that  he 


CHESTER    SHULER 

had  been  as  honest  as  the  man 
thought  he  was.  However,  he  had 
violated  some  of  the  prime  laws  of 
good  construction,  and  before  many 
years  had  passed  by,  he  had  to  re- 
build parts  of  the  house.  He  tried  to 
do  this  secretly,  even  working  at  night, 
so  that  his  kindly  neighbor  might 
never  know  the  truth. 

But  the  neighbor  wasn't  quite  so 
ignorant  as  the  dishonest  builder 
thought.  And  one  evening  when  he 
was  busy  at  work,  his  friend  called 
for  a  social  chat.  He  apologized  for 
having  interrupted  the  work,  and  ex- 
pressed concern  that  the  materials 
should  have  proven  defective. 

"I  am  certain,"  he  said,  "that  some 
dishonest  building-supplies  dealer  has 
been  cheating  you,  my  friend.  Surely, 
you  would  never  have  used  such  in- 
ferior materials  in  my  house,  had  you 
known  the  truth  about  them!" 

The  builder  hung  his  head.  Finally, 
he  invited  the  man  to  sit  down.  Then 
he  confessed  his  dishonesty  and  asked 
forgiveness.  "Your  kindness  and  your 
faith  in  me — so  badly  misplaced — have 
been  worse  punishment,"  he  said, 
"than  if  you  had  sent  me  to  prison 
for  my  dishonesty.  I  haven't  spent  a 
happy  hour  in  this  house,  which  you 
so  kindly  gave  to  me,  but  I  promise 
you  that  I  shall  never  again  be  dis- 
honest in  my  work!" 

Of  course  the  man  freely  forgave 
him,  because  he  was  a  Christian,  but 
it  was  just  another  proof  that  the 
scriptures  are  so  very  true,  when  they 
declare,  "Be  not  deceived;  God  is  not 
mocked:  for  whatsoever  a  man  sow- 
eth,  that  shall  he  also  reap"  (Gal.  6:7) . 

And,  perhaps,  I  ought  to  tell  you  of 
John  and  Harry,  brothers,  who  lived 
on  their  father's  farm.  One  fine  spring 
morning — when  both  had  planned  a 
fishing  trip  to  the  creek — their  father 
said,  "Boys,  I  want  you  to  plant  sweet- 
corn  in  the  end  of  the  truck  patch 
which  I  have  given  you  to  cultivate  for 
your  own.  You  know  our  bargain.  You 
are  to  plant  the  seed,  which  I  shall 
furnish.  You  are  to  cultivate  the  corn, 
care  for  it,  and  sell  what  you  raise. 
Then  you  will  pay  me  the  value  of  the 
seed,  and  keep  what  is  left  over." 

The  boys  had  been  delighted  with 
the  "bargain  but  this  morning  they 
were  not  pleased.  It  was  a  perfect 
morning  for  fishing,  and  why  could 
not  the  old  corn  planting  wait?  How- 
ever, their  father  was  firm,  and  after 
breakfast  they  slouched  unwillingly  to 
the  truck  patch. 

Now  these  boys  were  not  alike  in 
their  make-up.  John  was  displeased, 
but  he  realized  in  his  heart  that 
Father  was  right.  He  wanted  to  go 
fishing  just  as  badly  as  did  Harry,  but 
he  would  not  disobey  Father.  So  he 
set  to  work  diligently,  planting  the 
corn  carefully,  as  his  father  had  in- 
structed them.  Harry,  on  the  other 
hand,  was  sulky;  he  usually  sulked 
and  pouted  when   things  did  not  go 


his  way.  He  hoed  for  a  few  minutes 
striking  angrily  at  the  earth,  and 
stopping  once  in  a  while  to  hurl  a 
stone  or  lump  of  ground  at  a  bird. 
Then  he  stopped  altogether  and 
looked  longingly  toward  the  creek.  All 
at  once,  he  grabbed  his  seed  corn  and 
began  to  scatter  it  over  the  ground. 
Then  he  took  his  hoe  and  tried  vainly 
to  cover  the  seeds.  John  was  too  busy 
stooping  over  his  carefully  made  rows 
to  notice.  After  a  time  John 
straightened  his  tired  back. 

"There!"  he  said,  "that's  finished!" 

"Huh!  I  finished  mine  a  long  while 
ago,  and  have  dug  a  canful  of  angle 
worms,"  Harry  snorted.  "Now,  let's  get 
over  to  the  creek!  I  guess  it's  too  late 
to  catch  many.  This  old  corn  patch 
makes  me  sick!" 

It's  going  to  make  us  some  money, 
too,"  John  laughed.  "Well,  come  on. 
I'll  race  you  to  the  creek." 

Time  passed — and  you  can  guess 
what  happened.  Those  fellows  had  in- 
deed "sowed."  And  by  and  by,  they 
"reaped." 

Father  came  in  one  morning  look- 
ing pretty  sober.  He  was,  also,  looking 
for  his  sons.  He  wanted  an  explana- 
tion. But  first,  he  carefully  inquired 
which  boy  had  planted  which  part  of 
the  patch.  John  spoke  up  quickly,  tell- 
ing his  parent  which  were  his  rows. 
"Harry's  rows  are  at  the  other  side, 
toward  the  creek,"  he  added. 

Harry's  rows  said  Father,  severely, 
"are  not  anywhere!  I  am  terribly  dis- 
appointed in  you,  young  man,"  he 
added,  turning  to  the  frightened 
Harry.  "I  never  thought  I  had  a  son 
who  would  be  so  deceitful.  You  have 
only  deceived  yourself,  though.  You 
can't  deceive  God — nor  men  either  for 
long.  Now,  come  out  and  look  at  your 
corn  patch!" 

Harry  went,  with  John  following. 
The  corn  had  come  up  following  a 
rain.  John's  rows  were  straight.  The 
cornstalks  were  neatly  spaced.  But 
Harry's!  His  stalks  had  come  up  in 
"bunches,"  where  the  seed  had  been 
cast.  Most  of  them  had  to  be  pulled 
out.  Only  a  few  grew — and  the  un- 
sightly patch  was  a  powerful  "re- 
minder" throughout  the  summer  that 
"whatsoever"  a  BOY  soweth,  that 
shall  he  also  reap! 

Thus  Speaketh  Christ  Our  Lord 

Ye  call  me  Master  and  obey  me  not, 
Ye  call  me  Light  and  see  me  not, 
Ye  call  me  Way  and  ivalk  me  not, 
Ye  call  me  Life  and  desire  me  not, 
Ye  call  me  ivise  and  folloio  me  not, 
Ye  call  me  fair  and  love  me  not, 
Ye  call  me  rich  and  ask  me  not, 
Ye  call  me  eternal  mid  seek  me  not, 
Ye  call  me  gracious  and  trust  me  not, 
Ye  call  me  noble  and  serve  me  not, 
Ye  call  me  mighty  a?id  honor  me  not, 
Ye  call  me  just  and  fear  me  not; 
If  I  condemn  you,  blame  me  not. 
— Author  Unknown. 
(Engraved   on   an   old    slab   in    the 
Cathedral  of  Lubeck,  Germany.) 
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YOUTH    FOR   CHRIST    CLUB 

The  Youth  for  Christ  Club  of  Lee 
College  was  organized  to  train  the 
young  people  of  the  College  to  work 
for  God  and  to  give  them  practical 
experience  in  religious  work.  The  club 
meets  twice  a  month  to  discuss  the 
work  which  is  being  done,  receive  in- 
structions concerning  how  to  carry  on 
Christian  work,  and  listen  to  an  in- 
spirational program  in  which  the  stu- 
dents are  given  the  opportunity  to  use 
their  talents. 

The  Club  sponsors  feel  that  a  person 
does  not  have  to  be  a  minister  to  work 
for  God,  that  there  are  many  young 
people  not  only  in  Lee  College,  but 
throughout  the  Pentecostal  churches, 
who  are  eager  to  do  something  if 
someone  will  only  lead  the  way.  Some 
of  the  work  which  the  Youth  for 
Christ  Club  has  done  and  is  doing  is: 

1.  The  club  members  have  gone  into 
sections  where  the  people  were  not 
attending  church  and  have  held  street 
services  and  cottage  prayer  meetings. 
In  Sevierville,  Tennessee,  there  are 
people  living  for  God  now  who  were 
saved  in   these   meetings  almost  two 


years  ago  when  the  Youth  for  Christ 
Club  was  first  organized. 

2.  Sunday  Schools  have  been  organ- 
ized and  held  in  private  homes  in  sec- 
tions where  there  was  no  church. 
Oftentimes  people  living  in  certain 
sections  of  town  or  city  will  not  attend 
a  church  out  of  their  section,  and  the 
gospel  must  be  taken  to  them.  These 
mission  Sunday  Schools  are  made  in- 
teresting to  the  children  by  the  use 
of  flannelboard  stories,  visualized 
Bible  verses,  action  choruses,  flash 
stories,  and  object  lessons.  The  work- 
ers feel  it  is  no  sin  to  make  the  gospel 
attractive. 

3.  Club  members  do  house  to  house 
visitation.  By  going  into  the  homes  of 
people  who  don't  attend  church,  mak- 
ing friends  with  them,  and  trying  to 
understand  their  problems,  many 
people  are  made  to  change  their 
attitude  toward  religion.  Thousands 
of  people  will  never  be  won  to  Christ 
if  the  ministry  and  laity  continue  to 
seclude  themselves  inside  the  church 
building.  Christ  preached  in  the 
synagogues,  but  He  also  preached  in 
homes,  on  the  street,  on  the  lake,  and 
on  the  hillside.  He  taught  us  that  we 


should  do  likewise  when  He  said,  "Go 
out  into  the  highways  and  hedges,  and 
compel  them  to  come  in  .  .  .,"  Luke 
14:23. 

4.  The  Club  has  distributed  clothing 
to  needy  people.  When  people  have 
been  in  need  of  material  help  as  well 
as  spiritual  help,  the  Club  has  often 
been  able  to  pave  the  way  for  helping 
them  spiritually  by  showing  their  love 
in  helping  them  materially. 

5.  This  year  members  of  the  Club 
helped  organize  Junior  Y.  P.  E.'s  in 
local  churches  and  are  carrying  them 
on. 

6.  One   member   of   the    club   is  in 
charge     of     placing     tracts,  Lighted 
Pathways,  Evangels,  and  Macedonian 
Calls  in  public  places,  such  as  hospi- 
tal waiting  rooms  and  bus  stations. 

7.  A  Children's  Bible  Club  has  just 
been  organized  in  one  section  of 
Cleveland  where  there  were  scores  of 
people  not  attending  church.  In  or- 
ganizing this  club,  the  students  did 
house  to  house  visitation,  discussing 
plans  with  the  parents  and  getting  the 
names  of  children. 

Pray  for  the  Youth  for  Christ  Club 
at  Lee  College! 


Ellis  Hall 


February,  1949 
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yoUde  for  Home  Devotions  .  .  . 

By     AVIS     SWIGER 


The  theme  for  the  month  is  "Jesus 
Christ  Everywhere." 
"Look   backward — see   Him  dying   for 

you; 
Look  upward — see  Him  pleading  for 

you; 
Look  inward — see  Him  living  in  you; 
Look    forward — see   Him   coming   for 
you." 

— Christian  Digest. 
Note:    All    songs   used    this    month 
can  be  found  in  "Songs  of  Prayer  and 
Praise  No.  2." 

February   1 

Scripture,    Prov.    18:15-24. 

Song:    "What  a  Friend." 

Prayer:  As  we  have  found  Jesus  to  be 
a  friend  at  all  times,  help  us  to  be 
true  friends  to  others,  freely  giv- 
ing, as  our  Friend  has  given  to 
us. 

February  2 

Scripture,  St.  John  17:1-26. 
Song:    "Sweet  Hour  of  Prayer." 
Prayer:    May  we   follow  the  example 
of  Jesus,  and  pray  for  others. 

February  3 

Scripture,  Zech.  13:1-7. 
Song:  "There  Is  a  Fountain." 
Prayer:  Help  us  to  see  that  this  foun- 
tain which   has  been  opened  for 
sin   and   uncleanness  will  benefit 
only  those  who  seek  for  it. 

February  4 

Scripture,  James   1:1-20. 

Song:  "Farther  Along." 

Prayer:  May  we  be  able  to  walk  by 
faith  when  we  can't  see,  trust 
when  we  can't  feel,  and  look 
ahead  to  the  final  victory. 

February  5 

Scripture,  2  Tim.  1:1-14. 

Song:    "Blessed  Assurance." 

Prayer:  Yes,  Lord,  now  we  know  that 
all  is  well,  but  in  the  darkest  hour 
may  we  also  find  that  assurance. 

February  6 

Scripture,  Matt.  7:24-29. 

Song:  "My  Hope  Is  Built." 

Prayer:  There  is  no  security  in  any 
of  man's  theories  or  ideas,  but 
when  our  hope  is  planted  in  Thee 
all  is  well  in  our  lives. 

February  7 

Scripture,  Matt.  18:1-14. 
Song:  "Tell  Me  the  Story  of  Jesus." 
Prayer:  Give  us,  Lord,  an  understand- 
ing heart  and  mind  to  grasp  more 
of  the  truth  about  Jesus  as  it  ap- 
plies to  our  lives. 

February  8 

Scripture,  Acts  4:13-31. 

Song:   "I  Must  Tell  Jesus." 

Prayer:  Thou,  dear  Lord,  dost  surely 
care  when  we  are  tried  almost 
beyond  endurance,  and  Thine  ear 
is  inclined  toward  us  as  we  take 
it  to  Thee. 


February  9 

Scripture,  Rev.  22:13-19. 
Song:  "Whosoever  Meaneth  Me." 
Prayer:  Yes,    Lord     I     believe     every 
promise  in  the  Book  is  mine. 

February  10 

Scripture,   1  Cor.   13:1-13. 
Song:   "Love  Lifted  Me." 
Prayer:   May  we  live  this  love  before 
others,  with  others,  for  others. 
NOTE:    When   Hans   Egede,   one    of 
the    early    missionaries,   went   to   the 
Eskimo  people  of  Greenland,  he  found 
that  they  had  no  word  in  their  lan- 
guage    which     could     be     translated 
"love."  So  the  missionary  had  to  ex- 
plain its  meaning  to  them  by  his  life. 

February  1 1 

Scripture,   Rom.   4:13;    5:2. 
Song:   "My  Faith  Looks  Up  to  Thee." 
Prayer:  Give  to  us  a  living  faith  in  a 
living  God. 

February  12 

Scripture,   Matt.   5:13-16. 
Song:    "Shine,  O  Let   It   Shine." 
Prayer:  However  small  our  light  may 
be,  help  us  to  hold  it  high  that  it 
may   give  light  to   others. 

February  1  3 

Scripture,  Matt.  28:16-20. 

Song:  "Send  the  Light." 

Prayer:  It  is  not  enough,  dear  Lord, 
to  let  my  light  shine  brightly 
here,  but  it  must  go  to  so  many 
others  who  sit  in  great  darkness, 
to  whom  it  would  be  a  great  light. 
Help  me  not  only  to  send  it — but 
take  it. 

February  14 

Scripture,  Psa.  55:1-25. 
Song:    "Sometime,    Somewhere." 
Prayer:   Not  my  will,  Lord,  but  yours 
be    done.    Help    Thou    my    impa- 
tience that  I  may  wait  expectant- 
ly for  the  answer  to  my  prayer. 

February  1  5 

Scripture,  Psa.  46:1-11. 
Song:  "Pass  Me  Not." 
Prayer:     Help    us    to    know    how    to 

reach   out   and   receive   what  we 

need  from  Thee. 

February  16 

Scripture,  Mark  1:1-15. 

Song:  "More  About  Jesus." 

Prayer:  Every  day  we  learn  some  new 
lesson  about  you,  Lord.  Help  us  to 
apply  each  one  to  our  lives  that 
they  may  be  enriched  and  in  turn 
enrich  others. 

February  1  7 

Scripture,  1  John  2:3-17. 
Song:    "I  Love   Him." 
Prayer:  Not  just  from  the  lips,  Lord, 

but  from  my  innermost  being  does 

my  love  for  Thee  come. 


February  18 

Scripture,  Psa.  27:1-14. 
Song:  "He  Keeps  Me  Singing." 
Prayer:    Whatever    is    in    our   hearts 

will  come  out  through  our  mouth; 

so,  Lord,  help     us     to     keep     our  i 

hearts    pure    and   happy   so   that 

our  song  will  be  joyous. 

February  19 

Scripture,  Matt.  21:20-28. 
Song:   "Nearer  My  God  to  Thee." 
Prayer:   For  a  closer  walk  with  God; 

a  nearness  to  Him  that  will  be  felt 

by  others. 

February  20 

Scripture,  1   Cor.  10:1-15. 
Song:  "Rock  of  Ages." 
Prayer:   In  the  time  of  distress,  help 

us    find  the  shelter   in   the  cleft 

of  the  Rock. 

February  21 

Scripture,  St.  John  19:16-30. 

Song:  "Near  the  Cross." 

Prayer:  May  we  ever  remember  that 
the  Cross,  symbol  of  suffering, 
leads  to  the  victor's  crown. 

February  22 

Scripture,  Psalm  1:1-6. 
Song:    "When  the  Roll  Is  Called   up 

Yonder." 
Prayer:  Lord,  we  not  only  want  to  be 

there  on  that  great  day,  but  we 

want  to  have  helped  many  others 

to  be  there,  too. 

February  23 

Scripture,  Isa.  53:1-12. 
Song:    "The  Old  Rugged  Cross." 
Prayer:   May  the  vision  of  the  cross, 
with  its  precious  burden,  stir  us  to 
renewed  efforts  to  help  the  lost. 

February  24 

Scripture,  1  John  1:1-7. 
Song:  "Heavenly  Sunlight." 
Prayer:   Help  us  that  as  we  bask  in 

that  sunlight  we  may  reflect  it, 

not  cast  a  shadow. 

February  25 

Scripture,  Psa.  91:1-15. 
Song:   "Jesus  Lover  of  My  Soul." 
Prayer:    Teach  us  how   to  love   Thee 
better,  Lord. 

February  26 

Scripture,  2   Kings    18:1-7. 
Song:    "Revive   Us  Again." 
Prayer:   Give  us  a  revival,  Lord,  and 
let  it  begin  in  my  heart! 

February  27 

Scripture,  Matt.  6:1-15. 
Song:    "Jesus   Forgives   and  Forgets." 
Prayer:  May  we  be  as  quick  to  forgive 

and  forget  as  the  little  child  by 

our  knee. 

February  28 

Scripture,  1  Tim.  4:1-16. 
Song:  "Keep  on  the  Firing  Line." 
Prayer:  When  the  battle  is  the  hard- 
est, would  be  the  most  dangerous 
time  to  flee,  Lord.  We  do  want  to 
be  good  soldiers;  help  Thou  our 
inabilities. 
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Any  book  which  receives  favorable  men- 
tion on  this  page  can  be  purchased  from  the 
Church  of  God  Publishing  House,  2502  Mont- 
gomery   Avenue,   Cleveland,    Tennessee. 


BIBLE  STORIES  FOR  BOYS  AND  GIRLS,  by 
Theodore  W.  Engstrom,  illustrated  by  Louis 
Mahacek,  190  pages,  cloth  bound,  Zondervan 

$1.95 

One  of  the  most  delightful  juvenile  books 
to  come  to  my  attention  lately  is  this  at- 
tractive newcomer  among  Bible  story  books. 
Perhaps  the  best  description  one  can  give  it 
is  to  say  that  it  is  charming.  From  the  mo- 
ment you  pick  the  book  up,  you  are  aware 
that  you  hold  a  volume  distinctively  different 
from  the  ordinary.  Author  Engstrom  has  re- 
told the  immortal  stories  of  the  Bible  in 
fresh,  simple  language,  especially  for  chil- 
dren between  five  and  ten  years  of  age.  He 
tells  the  stories  with  scrupulous  fidelity  to 
the  Word  of  God;  there  are  no  overdrawn 
flights  of  imagination,  but  there  is  that  color 
and  breath  in  the  stories  that  make  them 
alive.  The  sentences  are  terse  and  catching, 
easily  read  and  understood  by  the  child  him- 
self. 

There  are  seventy  stories  in  the  book,  each 
with  the  Scripture  location  given,  beginning 
with  the  creation  of  the  world  and  ending 
with  the  exile  of  St.  John  on  the  Isle  of 
Patmos. 

The  illustrations  by  Louis  Mahacek  are  in 
full  color.  They  are  superb  drawings  for  chil- 
dren, and  cannot  fail  to  enhance  and  give 
them  the  "feel"   of  Bible   times. 

63  POPULAR  PARABLES  FOR  YOUNG 
FOLKS,  by  John  Henry  Sargent,  139  pages, 
cloth  bound,  W.  A.  Wilde  Co.     .    .    .    $1.50 

An  invaluable  aid  to  those  who  teach  chil- 
dren, whether  their  own  in  the  home  or  a 
class  in  the  church.  Here  are  more  than 
threescore  short  parables  which  teach  Chris- 
tianity through  everyday  experiences  and 
well-known  objects.  It  would  be  well  for  the 
teacher  to  read  these  parabolic  sermonettes 
from  the  book,  but  it  would  be  better  to 
make  a  study  of  them  and  then  speak  direct- 
ly to  the  child  or  children.  The  author  has 
written  them,  however,  to  children,  and  they 
ire  designed  to  be  read  to  the  class. 

The  teachings  of  the  parables  are  character 
building,  cooperation,  friendliness,  habits, 
prayer,  reliability,  trustworthiness,  etc.  With 
sach  parable  there  Is  a  prayer,  and  a  selec- 
tion of  Scripture,  all  related,  which  make 
each  selection  a  worship  service  in  itself. 
Everything  is  calculated  to  present  profound 
;ruths  in  so  simple  a  fashion  that  any  child 
:an   easily  understand  them. 

PRAYER  AND  THE  COMMON  LIFE,  by  Geor- 
gia Harkness,  224  pages,  cloth  bound,  Abing- 

don-Cokesbury       $2.50 

The    reader    of    this    book    becomes    deeply 


aware  that  the  author  not  only  knows  God, 
but  that  she  knows  how  to  pray  to  Him.  How- 
ever, you  must  be  warned  that  if  you  want 
a  book  of  testimonies  or  experiences  in  prayer 
— or  a  sentimental  view  of  prayer — this  vol- 
ume will  not  satisfy  you.  Miss  Harkness 
approaches  the  subject  of  prayer  in  a  pro- 
foundly intellectual,  yet  deeply  reverent  at- 
titude. She  discusses  what  it  is  to  pray,  how 
to  pray,  and  what  comes  of  praying.  She  has 
blended  in  her  book  the  reverence  and  faith 
of  the  fundamentalist  with  the  provocative- 
ness  of  the  liberal  (without  becoming  liberal  - 
istic),  the  result  of  which  is  a  delight. 

She  says:  "Prayer  is  not  informing  God  of 
something  he  does  not  already  know,  or  plead- 
ing with  him  to  change  his  mind.  Prayer  is 
the  opening  of  the  soul  to  God  so  that  he 
can  speak  to  us.  .  .  .Prayer  is  never  mainly 
technique,  but  without  some  system  it  tends 
to  become  emotional  floundering  instead  of 
life-giving  movement  toward  fellowship  with 
God.  .  .  .To  pray  in  Christ's  name  is  to  pray 
in  Christ's  spirit.  .  .  .One  ought  to  take  time 
(when  praying),  it  is  said,  to  pass  beyond 
any  conscious  thought  to  a  joyous  sense  of 
the  divine  Presence,  and  dwell  in  this  mood 
until  life  is  reoriented." 

It  is  understandable  that  the  book  is  co- 
winner  of  the  annual  $7,500  Abingdon-Cokes- 
bury  Award,  and  that  the  author  has  been 
voted  one  of  the  ten  most  influential  living 
Methodists. 

NEW  DESK  STANDARD  DICTIONARY, 
Emphatype  Edition,  960  pages,  Funk  and 
Wagnalls  Co.,  $3.50  plain,  with  thumb  in- 
dex         $3.75 

For  many  years  the  Funk  and  Wagnalls 
Co.  has  been  publishing  fine  dictionaries  of 
the  American  language,  and  other  helpful 
word  and  grammar  tools.  The  accuracy  and 
common  acceptation  of  their  word  definitions 
and  pronunciation  listings  have  made  their 
dictionaries  among  the  most  popular  of  all 
lexicographical  works.  But  now  they  have 
given  us  something  new — the  Emphatype 
Edition  of  their  Desk  Standard  Dictionary! 
"Emphatype"  is  the  term  given  by  the  publish- 
er to  the  blackface  type  in  which  the  100,000 
entries  are  listed.  This  new  method  of  pro- 
nunciation showing  makes  it  virtually  impos- 
sible to  mispronounce  words,  and  is  a  godsend 
to  those  who  have  difficulty  in  remembering 
the  standard  system  of  diacritical  markings. 
The  definitions  and  the  new  emphatype 
make  a  commanding  reference  volume,  not  to 
mention  the  850  illustrations,  the  secretarial 
handbook,  the  biographical  and  geographical 
data,  the  tables  and  charts,  the  synonyms  and 
antonyms,  and  the  abbreviations  which  are 
included  in  the  book. 

For  a  more  complete  dictionary,  140,000  en- 
tries, 1,420  pages,  the  NEW  COLLEGE  STAND- 
ARD DICTIONARY,  Emphatype  Edition,  $5.50 
plain,  $6.00  with  thumb  index  is  unsurpassed. 


AN  INVENTORY  OF  THE  SOUL,  by  Harry  F. 
Taplin,  96  pages,  cloth  bound,  The  Higley 
Press $1.00 

Here  are  fifteen  of  the  most  keenly  search- 
ing chapters  you  have  ever  read !  The  author 
points  out  in  old-time  holiness  fervor  (he  is 
a  Nazarene)  that  we  are  the  stewards  of  our 
money,  our  influence,  our  time,  our  bodies,  our 
worship,  our  talents,  our  homes,  our  words.  You 
will  not  be  able  to  escape  the  penetration  of 
these  words  if  you  are  guilty  of  violation  of 
your  stewardship.  This  little  book  should  be 
prayerfully  read  by  every  Christian  young 
person — aye,  and  their  parents  too! 

WHERE  ARE  THE  DEAD?,  by  W.  G.  Heslop, 
D.D.,  D.S.Litt.,  104  pages,  cloth  bound,  The 
Higley  Press $1.25 

Dr.  Heslop  has  done  a  wonderful  job  of 
presenting  immortal  truths  in  clear,  beautiful 
language,  instead  of  allowing  his  book  to  be- 
come stuffy  theology.  The  book  is  actually  pre- 
cious. The  author's  prose  is  flowing  and 
strengthening,  and  his  poetry  selections  are 
appropriate.  This  will  be  of  especial  attraction 
to  ministers  at  a  loss  for  suitable  funeral  ma- 
terial, for  the  aged,  for  those  bereaved  because 
of  death — and  all  those  who  enjoy  (and  who 
doesn't!)  scriptural  speculation  on  the  life 
to   come. 

BUILDING   THE   HOME   CHRISTIAN,   by   J.   A. 

Huffman,  144  pages,  cloth  bound,  The  Higley 

Press $1.25 

This  is  a  book  which  should  be  read  by  every 
parent  and  homemaker,  as  well  as  those  con- 
templating marriage.  The  necessity  of  accept- 
ing Christian  standards  in  every  phase  of  our 
home  life  is  clearly  shown.  Not  only  do  these 
high  standards  of  Christian  living  in  every- 
day matters  prove  beneficial  and  desirable,  but 
they  must  be  maintained  for  the  spiritual  wel- 
fare of  our  children.  In  a  practical  and  con- 
vincing manner  the  author  points  us  toward 
a  closer  relationship  with  Christ  and  shows 
us  how  we  may  encourage  the  influence  of  His 
Spirit  in  our  homes.  — E.  L.  C. 

THE  HOLY  WAR,  by  John  Bunyan,  biographi- 
cal sketch,  introduction  and  notes  by  Wilbur 
M.  Smith,  D.D.,  378  pages,  cloth  bound, 
Moody   Press $3.50 

The  Moody  Press  is  to  be  congratulated  for 
bringing  back  into  print  the  world's  great 
Christian  classics,  called  "The  Wycllffe  Series 
of  Christian  Classics" — of  which  The  Holy  War 
is  the  third  volume.  Perhaps  never  before  have 
we  been  able  to  have  the  greatest  of  Christian 
literature  presented  in  such  handsome  volumes 
as  these,  with  readable  type,  beautiful,  uni- 
form, sturdy  bindings  and  attractive  jackets. 
The  first  two  titles  were  The  Suffering  Savior 
and  Memoirs  of  McCheyne.  It  is  the  wish  of 
The  LIGHTED  PATHWAY  that  this  series 
will  find  its  way  into  every  reader's  home, 
and  become  a  part  of  its  Christian  develop- 
ment. Their  spiritual  content  is  that  great. 

The  Holy  War,  by  John  Bunyan,  is  the  stir- 
ring account  of  spiritual  warfare,  in  which  the 
forces  of  heaven  and  hell  struggle  for  the  town 
of  Mansoul  (or  a  man's  soul).  It  is  regrettable 
that  so  much  of  Bunyan's  writing  has  been 
forgotten,  for  several  of  his  books  are  as  good 
as  his  Pilgrim's  Progress,  e.g.,  Grace  Abound- 
ing, Mr.  Badman,  and  The  Holy  War.  A  prayer- 
ful reading  of  The  Holy  War  is  certain  to  be 
one  of  the  most  blessed  experiences  you  have 
ever  had,  and  will  without  doubt  give  you  a 
richer,  fuller  life. 


Unless  they  are  signed  otherwise  all  reviews 
were  made  by  Charles   W.   Conn,   Editor. 
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BELL  OVER   BLACKPINE 

(Continued  from  page  5) 

right,  in  that  there  was  a  building 
there,  but  what  did  that  mean  to 
them?  The  fact  stood  out  in  his  brain 
that  there  was  no  church  in  Blackpine. 

He  then  decided  that  he  would  leave. 
More  than  four  years  he  had  wor- 
shipped alone.  Beseeching  the  town- 
folk  had  not  availed;  prayers  had  ap- 
parently not  availed;  nothing  had 
availed.  He  was  defeated.  It  was  a 
gloomy  night  when  he  decided  to  go 
back  to  the  established  and  populous 
communities  and  cities.  But  he  would 
let  the  church  house  remain  there.  He 
would  let  the  cabin  remain  with  most 
of  his  possessions  in  it.  These  two 
buildings  would  rot  away  there  on  the 
hillside,  and  their  dust  would  be  a 
testimony  that  Blackpine  had  once 
had  the  gospel  of  Christ  preached  in 
it.  When  his  mind  was  finally  settled 
to  leave,  he  became  eager  to  do  so. 

When  the  day  came  for  him  to  leave 
he  arose  to  find  it  raining.  Knowing 
that  the  trail  would  not  be  fit  for 
travel,  he  decided  to  wait  until  the 
rain  stopped.  But  it  had  not  stopped 
yet.  For  more  than  a  week  it  had 
rained  unremittently.  How  he  longed 
for  it  to  stop,  so  that  he  could  be  gone. 

Raymond  aroused  from  his  reflec- 
tions and  was  aware  that  the  fire  was 
almost  out.  He  put  on  another  log, 
then  noticed  that  it  was  almost  eleven 
o'clock,  so  he  yawned  and  began  cov- 
ering the  fire  with  ashes.  He  was 
tired  and  would  go  to  bed.  After  cov- 
ering the  fire  he  went  to  the  bed  and 
turned  back  the  covers,  then  again 
mopped  the  water  on  the  floor  and 
wrung  out  his  mop  in  the  kitchen.  He 
came  back  to  the  chair  and  knelt  in 
prayer.  He  poured  his  heart  out  to  the 
Lord  in  behalf  of  Blackpine — that 
eventually  they  would  accept  the  gos- 
pel. 

When  he  arose  from  prayer  it 
seemed  that  he  could  hear  a  low  mur- 
mur, as  of  a  distant  tumult,  but  the 
howling  wind  and  pounding  rain  had 
been  making  unusual  noises  and  play- 
ing tricks  on  his  ears  for  many  days 
now.  He  listened  intently,  but  the 
beating  of  the  rain  drowned  out  all 
else.  Nevertheless,  he  stepped  to  the 
door  and  cracked  it  open.  Cold  rain 
swept  in  and  stung  his  face  as  he 
squinted  into  the  night.  But  he  was 
right!  There  was  a  tumult  in  the  town. 
He  heard  it  clearly  as  the  wind  swept 
in  from  that  direction.  People  were 
screaming.  And  there  was  a  terrible 
roar. 

Raymond  ventured  his  head  farther 
out  the  door.  He  heard  running  foot- 
steps approaching  the  cabin,  splash- 
ing through  the  puddles  of  water.  A 
large  figure  was  running  toward  the 
door.  A  man  stepped  into  the  light  of 
the  doorway,  dripping  wet. 

"Preacher!  Come  quick!" 

It  was  Duff  Simpson.  When  Ray- 
mond started  in  surprise,  the  old  man 
halted  him  with  a  wild  exclamation. 

"God  help  us,  Brother!  No  time  to 
talk  now!  Th'  levee's  busted!  The 
river's  out  of  its  banks,  and  the  whole 
town  is  gone!  Come  with  me  quick!" 


HAPPY   HOME  CIRCLE 

(Continued  from  page  6) 

About  a  year  ago  God  showed  me 
myself  while  sitting  at  the  supper 
table.  My  two-year-old  boy  asked  me 
a  question  and  I  didn't  want  to  tell 
him  the  truth.  When  I  looked  into 
his  trusting  eyes  and  told  him  that 
lie,  I  thought  of  my  mother  and  how 
I  knew  tnat  she  and  Father  had 
always  told  the  truth  to  me.  I  could 
stand  it  no  longer  and  got  off  to  my- 
self and  gave  my  heart  to  God.  It's 
been  a  little  over  a  year  and  a  hard 
road  sometimes,  but  God  has  never 
failed  to  help  me  when  I  asked  Him. 
He  opened  the  way  for  me  to  attend 
Sunday  School.  I  am  praying  daily  for 
my  husband's  salvation  for  I  love  him 
dearly.  He  has  never  been  saved. 

I  want  to  impress  upon  every  girl's 
mind,  with  whom  I  talk,  how  care- 
fully she  needs  to  choose  her  friends, 
even  at  the  expense  of  a  few  hours 
of  loneliness.  There  are  many  problems 
in  marriage  and  both  should  be 
Christians.  If  your  background  is  a 
deeply  religious  one  and  your  hus- 
band's is  not,  or  the  other  way  around, 
there  will  be  clashes  in  opinion — he 
or  she  will  not  see  any  use  in  attend- 
ing church  so  much,  will  think  paying 
tithes  is  foolish,  and  many  other 
things. 

I  know  you  must  get  many  requests 
for  prayer,  but  I  wonder  if  you  would 
kneel  down  and  say  one  for  my  hus- 
band and  me — that  he  may  be  saved 
and  both  of  us  led  to  the  Church  of 
God. — A  burdened  heart. 


(Concluded  in  next  issue) 


The  present  world  situation  calls  for 
earnest  thought.  It  is  no  time  for  men 
to  seek  their  ease,  or  rest  on  their 
laurels.  We  still  need  Paul's  admoni- 
tion to  be  sober  in  all  things,  to  suffer 
hardship,  to  be  on  the  job  as  an  evan- 
gelist, and  to  fight  the  good  fight. 

The  good  fight  must  go  on  until  all 
the  world  hears  and  the  message  is 
fully  proclaimed  at  any  cost.  Alone  and 
in  prison,  Paul  thought  not  of  surren- 
der but  of  world  conquest.  The  two 
empires  were  already  engaged  in  a 
death  struggle  and  Paul  knew  which 
was  to  win.  "In  real  life,"  says  an  emi- 
nent preacher,  "Nero  sits  on  the  throne 
and  Paul  languishes  in  prison,  and 
many  years  must  pass  before  people 
begin  calling  their  dogs  Nero,  and  their 
sons  Paul!  But  that  time  comes!  As 
God  lives,  that  time  always  comes." 
— Samuel  M.  Zwemer,  in  How  Rich  the 
Harvest  (Revell). 


AVAILABLE 

Lighted    Pathway   Yearbook 

1948 

Including    October,    1947   to   October, 
1948   issues — 13   monthly  issues 

Order  Now!   Price  $1.00 

WHAT  IS  HIS  NAME? 
ANSWER:  Rev.  H.  L.  Chesser. 


HELPS   FOR  THE  TEMPTED 

(Continued  from  page  7) 
but  we  all  know  what  it  means.  Home, 
oh  how  sweet  is  that  word!  What 
beautiful  and  tender  associations 
cluster  thick  around  it!  Compared 
with  it  "house,"  "mansion,"  "palace" 
are  cold,  heartless  terms,  but  home! 
that  word  quickens  the  pulse,  warms 
the  heart,  stirs  the  soul  to  its  depths, 
makes  age  feel  young  again,  rouses 
apathy  into  energy,  sustains,  inspires 
and  imparts  patient  endurance.  We 
delight  to  think  of  it.  A  friend  bend- 
ing over  a  dying  saint  was  expressing 
his  sorrow  to  see  him  so  low.  With 
the  radiant  countenance  rather  of  one 
who  had  just  left  heaven  than  one 
about  to  enter  it,  he  raised,  clasped 
his  hands  and  exclaimed  in  ecstasy, 
"I  am  going  home."  I  can  imagine 
some  mother,  whose  life  has  all  been 
toil  and  labor  here,  say  to  herself  that 
the  thought  of  heaven  being  a  home 
does  not  appeal  to  her  much,  for 
home  to  her,  while  having  many 
joys,  has  had  much  toil  and  weari- 
ness. It  is  the  mother  who  is  the  last 
to  bed  and  the  first  to  rise.  When 
any  are  sick,  she  is  there  day  and 
night.  She  is  always  planning  and 
arranging  for  the  others.  The  thought 
of  a  home  is  not  altogether  pleasant 
to  her,  but  God's  home  is  a  home  of 
rest.  There  are  no  tired  limbs  or 
weary  minds  in  it.  I  remember  a  moth- 
er leaving  her  family  and  going  to  a 
sanitarium  for  a  rest.  After  she  had 
been  there  for  some  time,  she  wrote 
home  to  the  loved  ones  and  said 
she  felt  as  if  she  were  in  heaven,  i 
She  had  nothing  to  do  or  to  bother 
about,  all  was  done  for  her.  Do  you  i 
mean  to  tell  me  that  men  can  make 
a  place  where  weary  and  tired  moth- 
ers  can  have  rest,  and  God  not  do 
better?  That  could  never  be.  As  the) 
body,  when  it  is  buried  in  the  grave 
rests  there  free  from  the  fear  of 
disease  and  death,  free  from  alarm  j 
and  accident,  free  from  hunger  and  j 
thirst,  free  from  assault  and  war,  rest-  i 
ing  as  in  an  impregnable  fortress,  ! 
dreading  no  hunger  or  thirst  or  alarms 
or  death  or  disease,  so  the  soul,  when 
it  enters  through  the  portals  of  the 
home  above,  rests  from  its  labors, ; 
cares,  anxieties,  temptations,  enemies, 
rests  in  the  peace,  purity,  joy,  happi- 
ness, protection,  and  endless  bene- 
dictions of  God. 
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HOME  OF  LINCOLN 

SPRINGFIELD.  ILL. 


•  Abraham  Lincoln  felt  that  it  was  ordained  of  God  that 
he  should  labor  toward  the  liberation  of  America's  slaves. 
"I  know  there  is  a  God  and  that  He  hates  injustice  and 
slavery.  I  see  the  storm  coming  and  I  know  that  His  hand 
is  in  it.  If  He  has  a  place  and  work  for  me — and  I  think 
he  has — I  believe  I  am  ready.  I  am  nothing,  but  truth  is 
everything.  I  know  I  am  right  because  I  know  that  liberty 
is  right,  for  Christ  teaches  it,  and  Christ  is  God." 

•  L.  E.  Chittenden  has  given  to  posterity  this  glimpse  of 
Lincoln's  love  and  use  of  the  Bible:  "Except  the  instruc- 
tions of  his  mother,  the  Bible  more  powerfully  controlled 
the  intellectual  development  of  the  son  than  all  other 
causes  combined.  He  memorized  many  of  its  chapters  and 
had  them  perfectly  at  his  command.  Early  in  his  profes- 
sional life  he  learned  that  the  most  useful  of  all  books  to 
the  public  speaker  was  the  Bible.  After  1857  he  seldom 
made  a  speech  which  did  not  contain  quotations  from  the 
Bible." 

•  "Abraham  Lincoln  was  a  model  in  every  respect  but  one. 
It  was  a  mistake  on  the  part  of  this  great  and  good  man 
that  he  never  identified  Himself  openly  with  the  Church. 
I  know  what  can  be  said  in  favor  of  his  position.  It  is  not, 
however,  satisfactory.  If  all  men  were  to  act  in  this  matter 
as  Lincoln  did,  there  would  be  no  Church.  This  is  obvious. 
Hence  the  mistake  that  he  made.  Otherwise,  as  to  his  per- 
sonal habits;  as  to  his  confidence  in  God;  as  to  his  faith 
in  man;  as  to  his  conception  and  use  of  the  Bible;  as  to 
his  habits  of  prayer;  as  to  his  judicial  fairness;  as  to  his 
sympathy  with  men — in  all  these  respects,  as  in  many 
others,  Abraham  Lincoln  is  a  character  to  be  studied  and 
imitated."— B.  B.  Tyler,  D.  D. 

©  As  are  most  men  of  true  merit,  Lincoln  was  a  much 
maligned  man.  Today  we  respect  him  so  much  that  it  is 
hard  to  realize  that  he  was  highly  unpopular  with  many, 
and  criticized  constantly.  However,  he  bore  his  criticisms 
with  stoic  disregard,  and  steadily  pressed  forward  in  his  de- 
termined course.  He  said:  "If  I  were  to  try  to  read,  much 
less  answer,  all  the  attacks  made  on  me,  this  shop  might 
as  well  be  closed  for  any  other  business.  I  do  the  very  best 
I  know  how — the  very  best  I  can;  and  I  mean  to  keep  do- 
ing so  until  the  end.  If  the  end  brings  me  out  all  right,  what 
is  said  against  me  won't  amount  to  anything.  If  the  end 
brings  me  out  wrong,  ten  angels  swearing  that  I  wae  right 
would  make  no  difference." 


•  On  September  22,  1862,  Lincoln  issued  the  Emancipation 
Proclamation,  by  which  five  million  negro  slaves  were 
freed.  By  this  one  stroke  of  his  pen,  and  by  the  stout  and 
Christian  heart  that  prompted  it,  Lincoln  joined  the  ranks 
of  those  who  have  expended  themselves  for  the  freedom 
of  their  fellow  men:  the  world's  great  emancipators. 

•  George  Washington  was  reared  by  a  devout  and  strict 
Christian  mother.  She  instilled  in  him  virtues  and  ideals 
that  he  was  never  led  to  forsake,  and  this  teaching  was  in 
no  small  measure  responsible  for  his  greatness  and  noble- 
ness. 

•  During  the  Revolutionary  War,  General  Washington's 
army  was  reduced  at  one  time  to  great  straits,  and  the 
people  were  greatly  dispirited.  One  of  them  who  left  his 
home  with  an  anxious  heart,  one  day,  as  he  was  passing 
the  edge  of  a  wood  near  the  camp,  heard  the  sound  of  a 
voice.  He  stopped  to  listen,  and  looking  between  the  trunks 
of  the  large  trees,  he  saw  General  Washington  engaged  in 
prayer.  He  passed  quietly  on,  that  he  might  not  disturb 
him;  and  on  returning  home,  told  his  family,  "America  will 
prevail." 

•  It  was  George  Washington  who  made  the  oft-quoted 
plea,  "Labor  to  keep  alive  in  your  breast  that  little  spark 
of  celestial  fire,  conscience." 

e  Other  of  Washington's  sayings  and  opinions  are:  "The 
propitious  smiles  of  Heaven  can  never  be  expected  on  a  na- 
tion that  disregards  the  eternal  rules  of  order  and  right, 
which  Heaven  itself  has  ordained." 

"I  never  say  anything  of  a  man  that  I  have  the  small- 
est scruple  of  saying  to  him." 

"Let  us  erect  a  standard  to  which  the  good  and  honest 
may  repair." 

•  General  Washington  was  built  of  such  earnest  spiritual 
fibre  that  it  grieved  him  sorely  to  learn  that  the  habit  of 
profane  swearing  was  becoming  widespread  among  his  sol- 
diers. He  issued  a  general  order  condemning  this  practice, 
and  urged  that  his  officers  especially  refrain  from  it,  and 
thereby  be  an  example  to  the  common  soldiery.  He  closed 
his  order  with  this  indictment:  "...  we  can  have  little 
hope  of  the  blessing  of  Heaven  on  our  arms,  if  we  insult 
it  by  our  impiety  and  folly.  Added  to  this,  it  is  a  vice  so 
mean  and  low,  without  any  temptation,  that  every  man  of 
sense  and  character  detests  and  despises  it." 


u 
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First  Corinthians,  Chapter 
Thirteen 


Though  I  speak  with  the  tongues  of  men 

and  of  angels, 
And  have  not  charity, 
I    am    become    as    sounding    brass,    or    a 

tinkling    cymbal. 

And  though  I  have  the  gift  of  prophecy, 
And   understand    all   mysteries,   and   all 

knowledge; 
And  though  I  have  all  faith,  so  that  I 

could   remove   mountains, 
And   have  not   charity, 
I    am    nothing. 

And    though    I   bestow   all   my   goods   to 

feed  the  poor, 
And    though    I    give    my    body    to    be 

burned, 
And  have  not  charity, 
It  profiteth  me  nothing. 

Charity  suffereth   long,   and   is  kind; 

itself,     is 


not 


Charity  envieth  not; 
Charity     vaunteth     not 

puffed  up, 
Doth  not   behave  itself   unseemly, 
Seeketh   not   her  own, 
Is  not  easily  provoked, 
Thinketh  no  evil; 
Rejoiceth  not  in  iniquity,  but   rejoiceth 

in  the  truth; 

Beareth  all  things, 
Believeth  all  things, 
Hopeth    all    things, 
Endureth  all  things. 

Charity  never  faileth: 

But  whether  there  be  prophecies,   they 

shall  fail; 
Whether    there    be    tongues,    they    shall 

cease; 
Whether    there    be   knowledge,    it    shall 

vanish  away. 

For  we  know  in  part,  and  we  prophesy 

in  part, 
But  when  that  which  is  perfect  is  come, 
Then  that  which  is  in  part  shall  be  done 

away. 

When  I  was  a  child,  I  spake  as  a  child, 
I  understood  as  a  child, 
I  thought  as  a  child: 

But  when  I  became  a  man,  I  put  away 
childish  things. 

For  now  we  see  through  a  glass,  darkly; 

But  then  face  to  face: 

Mow  I   know  in  part; 

But    then    shall    I    know   even   as    also   I 

am  known. 

And  now  abideth  faith,  hope,  charity- — - 

These  three; 

But  the  greatest  of  these  is  charity. 
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DEDICATED  TO  THE  CHURCH  OF  GOD  YOUNG  PEOPLES  ENDEAVOR 


A  POWER  FOR  GOOD 

By  Martin  Miller 

"Be  not  overcome  of  evil,  but  over- 
come evil  with  good,"  Romans  12:21. 

In  THESE  TIMES  of  emo- 
tional stress,  moral  breakdown,  and 
religious  confusion,  Church  of  God 
youth  have  an  unparalleled  opportu- 
nity to  be  a  power  for  good.  Now  as 
never  before,  people  of  the  world  are 
in  need  of  a  stabilizing  force  for  their 
emotions.  With  the  fears  of  another 
war  running  rampant  in  the  minds  of 
civilized  humanity,  "a  great  door  and 
effectual  is  opened  unto  you,"  but 
there  are  many  adversaries. 

Yes,  a  great  door,  a  golden  oppor- 
tunity is  before  you.  Don't  let  it  pass. 
When  fears  assail  you,  remember  that 
Jesus  said,  "Let  not  your  hearts  be 
troubled:  ye  believe  in  God.  .  .  ."  But 
what  of  those  who  have  not  this  as- 
surance? Therein  lies  your  opportu- 
nity— point  them  to  Christ,  direct 
them  to  the  One  who  taketh  away 
fears.  The  kind  of  fear  which  is  so 
prevalent  today  is  an  unnecessary 
evil  and  should  be  overcome  by  the 
goodness  of  God's  saving  grace. 

Here  are  some  ways  to  overcome 
evil. 

Never  let  an  opportunity  to  witness 
for  Christ  slip  away  from  you.  Do  good 
by  telling  of  the  One  who  has  forgiven 
your  sins  and  who  is  waiting  only  for 
an  invitation  to  forgive  that  unsaved 
loved  one,  close  friend,  or  casual  ac- 
quaintance whom  you  desire  to  see 
saved.  By  telling,  I  do  not  mean  just 
saying  so  many  words,  but  tell  it  by 
doing  everything  you  can  to  show 
forth  the  love  of  God  in  you — help 
someone  do  an  unpleasant  task;  main- 
tain a  cheery  disposition;  be  friendly 
to  everyone.  A  helping  hand  here,  a 
kind  word  there,  or  a  sunny  smile 
anywhere  will  do  much  to  overcome 
the  evil  of  doubts,  fears,  darkness, 
and  despair  about  you. 

Franklin  said,  "Do  good  to  thy 
friend  to  keep  him,  to  thy  enemy  to 
win  him,"  and,  may  I  add,  "to  the 
sinner  to  save  him."  That  is  actually 
the  only  way  to  save  the  sinner.  No 
one  has  ever  led  a  lost  soul  to  the 
Lord  without  doing  good  in  one  form 
or  another.  Sometimes  it  is  in  the  form 
of  prayer,  than  which  there  is  nothing 
better.  In  fact,  it  is  difficult  to  be  or 
do  good  without  prayer.  With  prayer 
souls  have  been  turned  from  the  path 
of  sin  and  made  to  rejoice  in  the 
goodness  of  God's  love  and  mercy. 

Young  people,  are  you  doing  all  you 
can  to  overcome  evil  with  good?  If 
so,  you  are  a  power  for  good. 
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Charles  W.  Conn 


STHE  DIVIDING  LINE 
OMETIME  AGO  I  chanced  to  be  in  the  Rocky  Moun- 
tains in  Colorado.  While  there,  I  drove  far  into  the  moun- 
tains until  I  reached  an  elevation  of  above  11,000  feet.  The 
air  was  rare  and  fresh  and  crisp,  exhilarating  in  every 
breath.  There,  in  this  lofty  atmosphere,  was  a  beautiful 
pass,  with  shimmering,  snow-covered  mountains  spread- 
ing like  crystal  waves  on  every  side,  as  far  as  eye  could 
see.  It  seemed  that  I  was  standing  on  top  of  the  world, 
and  that,  from  this  point,  I  could  with  equal  ease  take 
any  direction  I  might  choose. 

Along  the  tops  of  these  majestic  peaks  there  runs  an 
imaginary  line,  called  the  Continental  Divide.  This  invis- 
ible line  follows  the  highest  peaks  of  the  country,  and 
is  in  fact  the  dividing  line  of  our  land.  To  the  east  there 
is  a  constant  sloping,  ever  downward,  until  the  land 
reaches  its  eastern  extremity,  the  Atlantic  Ocean;  to  the 
west  there  is  the  same  constant  descent,  until  the  land 
ends  at  its  western  extremity,  the  Pacific  Ocean.  I  real- 
ized that  from  the  point  at  which  I  stood  I  could,  theoret- 
ically at  least,  pour  a  bucket  of  water  to  my  right  and 
it  would  follow  the  water  courses  pushing  eastward,  and 
eventually  end  in  the  Atlantic;  then  I  could  stand  in  the 
same  spot  and  pour  another  bucket  of  water  to  my  left 
and  it  would  follow  the  westward  streams  until  it  flowed 
into  the  Pacific.  Thus  beginning  only  a  step  apart,  these 
two  pails  of  water  would,  in  time,  become  three  thousand 
miles  apart.  One  step  of  difference  here  would  one  day 
mean  a  continent  of  difference.  A  seemingly  insignificant 
decision  here  would  mean,  eventually,  the  arrival  at  irrec- 
oncilable points. 

Then  I  became  frightened.  You  see,  life  is  like  that. 
There  is  a  hard  and  fast  line  drawn,  by  the  will  and  word 
of  our  Lord,  that  separates  right  from  wrong,  the  clean 
from  the  foul,  the  pure  from  the  stained,  the  righteous 
from  the  unrighteous,  the  honorable  from  the  dis- 
honorable, holiness  from  transgression,  and  heaven  from 
hell.  All  that  matters  is  the  start  you  make,  the  direction 
you  take. 

One  day  you  must  make  a  decision — and  upon  that  one 
choice  may  hang  your  life's  fate.  At  the  beginning,  wrong 
does  not  seem  greatly  apart  from  right,  and  bad  is  only  a 
step  from  good.  Standing  at  the  line  of  decision  it  is  easy 
to  consider  your  choice  a  negligible  thing,  for  a  step  either 
way  seems  scarcely  different.  For  a  while  you  will  be  able 
to  step  to  the  wrong  side  of  the  line,  and  still  enjoy  the 
companionship  of  those  who  have  stepped  to  the  right — 
the  difference  seems  that  slight.  But  remember  the  end! 
Each  course  is  leading  somewhere,  and  right  and  wrong 
become  increasingly  far  apart  until  they  end  in  entirely 
different  spheres:   right  in  a  world  of  blessedness,  and 


wrong  in  a  world  of  despair.  Before  you  make  a  single  de- 
cision, consider  the  end!  What  today  is  only  a  step  of 
difference  will  tomorrow  be  a  world  of  difference. 

Jesus  spoke  of  this  dividing  line  when  He  said,  "He  that 
is  not  with  me  is  against  me;  and  he  that  gathereth  not 
with  me  scattereth  abroad"  (Matthew  12:30).  Therefore 
we  should  be  cautious  to  the  extreme  when  the  problem 
is  whether  a  thing  is  right  or  wrong.  Paul  expressed  the 
same  truth  when  he  wrote  to  the  Corinthian  church,  "Be 
ye  not  unequally  yoked  together  with  unbelievers;  for  what 
fellowship  hath  righteousness  with  unrighteousness?  and 
what  communion  hath  light  with  darkness?  And  what 
concord  hath  Christ  with  Belial?  or  what  part  hath  he 
that  believeth  with  an  infidel?  And  what  agreement  hath 
the  temple  of  God  with  idols?"  (2  Corinthians  6:14-16). 
The  slightest  point  of  divergence  now  will  gradually  lead 
to  antipodean  ends. 

The  dividing  line  is  set,  and  the  decision  is  left  to  you. 
While  it  may  be  possible  for  others  to  influence  you,  it  is 
not  possible  for  them  to  decide  for  you.  You  must  decide 
for  yourself  which  way  you  will  go.  There  will  arise  many 
occasions  in  which  decisions  must  be  made — and  in  your 
own  hands  are  all  these  choices  laid.  Not  a  living  soul 
other  than  yourself  is  able  to  make  your  decisions  for 
right  or  wrong,  God  or  the  devil,  decency  or  indecency, 
purity  or  squalor. 

At  the  first  drink  there  is  scarcely  any  difference  in  the 
person  who  refuses  and  the  person  who  accepts  the  bottle 
or  glass;  but  the  difference  in  the  end  is  a  life  of  drunken- 
ness and  a  life  of  uprightness.  The  difference  in  a  virtuous 
maid  and  a  fallen  woman-of-the-streets  is,  at  the  first,  only 
the  effort  it  takes  to  say  an  emphatic  No!  and  the  deter- 
mination to  avoid  wrong  companions.  At  the  first,  the  only 
difference  in  a  lost  soul  and  a  saved  soul  is  the  decision 
to  accept  Christ  "now" — and  the  decision  to  "wait  awhile." 

The  principal  difference  in  marriages  that  are  lovely  and 
enduring  and  those  that  are  quarrelsome  and  broken  is 
only  the  slight  difference  of  entering  matrimony  prayer- 
fully and  entering  it  recklessly. 

Once  the  wrong  step  has  been  made,  it  becomes  harder 
and  harder  to  retract  the  decision — and  in  some  things  it 
is  impossible  to  ever  retract  it!  The  courses  become  set 
and  hard  and  irrevocable — ever,  ever  stretching  in  opposite 
directions.  There  is  such  a  ha^rsbreadth  of  difference  at 
the  beginning,  it  is  easy  to  be  careless  about  life's  deci- 
sions, but  remember  the  end!  Wherever  you  arrive  in 
life,  or  eternity,  some  day  in  the  future,  remember — there 
was  once  a  time  when  you  were  only  a  step  from  the 
extremity  that  stretched  in  the  other  direction.  So  close 
are  the  lost  to  salvation — so  close  are  the  saved  to  dam- 
nation. Each  individual  decision  making,  then,  such  a 
world  of  difference  in  the  er.cl,  may  God  guide  you,  and 
friends  influence,  and  YOU  decide  to  make  the  proper 
choice  at  life's  dividing  line. 
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AN   ORIGINAL   STORY    WRITTEN    EXPRESSLY    FOR    THE    LIGHTED     PATHWAY. 

Bell    Over 

BliRCKPINE 


James  Trenton 


PART  FOUR 
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tS  OLD  DUFF  SIMPSON 
and  the  young  minister 
sloshed  down  the  rain-soaked  hill- 
side, they  heard  the  screams  and 
murmurs  of  the  people  below  them. 
Mingled  with  the  voices  was  the  dis- 
tant sound  of  turbulent  water  roaring. 
Raymond  ran  slightly  ahead  of  Duff, 
and  came  to  the  throng  of  people 
first.  They  were  excited  and  hysterical. 
The  two  friends  elbowed  their  way 
through  the  crowd  to  the  water's  edge. 
Raymond  quickly  sized  up  the  situa- 
tion. He  knew  that  the  street  at  this 
point  was  fairly  high,  and  that  the 
water  could  not  be  very  deep.  How- 
ever, as  the  street  continued  farther 
down  the  hill,  it  would  be  extremely 
deep  at  the  other  end  of  town.  He 
shuddered  to  think  of  the  houses 
which  were  beyond  the  town,  near 
the  river's  edge,  for  they  were  certain 
to  be  almost  covered  by  water. 

He  could  not  see  distinctly  in  the 
blackness  of  the  night  and  the  force- 
ful rain,  but  he  could  visualize  the 
townfolk  milling  there  at  the  water's 
edge — startled  out  of  sleep,  in  their 
night  clothes,  near  mad  with  fear. 
Raymond  forced  himself  to  remain 
calm.  His  mind  was  in  a  furor,  trying 
to  keep  clear  thought  so  that  he  could 
do  something  to  help. 

The  shouting  of  the  crowd  was  be- 
coming greater  and  he  knew  that 
they  were  on  the  edge  of  panic.  They 
were,  as  he  was,  thinking  of  those 
families  who  lived  at  the  lower  end  of 
town.  Their  homes  had  been  inun- 
dated faster  than  the  upper  homes — 
and  there  might  be  some  of  them 
drowned.  Raymond  cupped  his  hands 
to  his  mouth  and  shouted  against 
the  conglomerate  noises: 

"Friends!"  he  cried.  "Friends! 
Please!   Everyone  listen  to  me!" 

His  clear  voice  demanded  atten- 
tion. After  much  persuasion  the  voices 
subsided. 

The  electric  timbre  of  his  voice 
had  stilled  their  hysteria  for  the  mo- 
ment at  least. 

Pitting  his  voice  against  the  ele- 
ments, he  asked  loudly: 

"Are  all  out  of  their  homes?  Are  any 
still  in  danger?  What  about  those 
families  at  the  lower  end  of  town?" 

Some  answered,  "We  don't  know, 
Preacher!  We  can't  tell  who  all  is 
safe!  I  know  some  famblys  is  still 
there  in  th'  water." 


"Is  Ira  Moss  here?"  Raymond  asked, 
speaking  of  the  innkeeper  and  post- 
master. 

A  voice  boomed  out,  "Yessir!  I'm 
here!" 

"Ira,  you  know  every  family  in 
town.  Call  out  all  the  names.  We  can't 
tell  who  is  here  in  the  dark.  Every- 
one answer  when  he  calls  your  name." 

A  husky  figure  worked  his  way  to 
the  edge  of  the  water  beside  the 
young  minister.  "Thomas  fambly!" 
he  called. 

"We  got  out  all  right,  Ira!"  a  voice 
answered. 

"Meadows   fambly!" 

"We're  here!" 

Name  after  name  was  called  by  the 
innkeeper.  He  called  the  names  of 
those  most  likely  safe  first.  Then  he 
called,  "Kimberly  fambly!" 

A  restlessness  was  sensed  by  Ray- 
mond  when    no    one    answered. 

"Just  a  moment,"  he  called.  "Don't 
become  excited.  There  are  some  others 
to  be  accounted  for."  When  Ira  Moss 
called  the  name  Harris  and  the  name 
Layton  no  one  answered  for  either. 
At  least  three  families  were  missing — 
perhaps  dead.  "Oh,  yeah!"  cried  Ira. 
"I  'bout  fergot  Tim  Green.  You  here, 
Tim?"  He  was  referring  to  the  town's 
only  hermit,  but  there  was  no  answer. 

Finally  the  last  name  was  called 
and  it  was  revealed  that  the  Lewis 
family  was  also  missing. 

"Friends!"  boomed  out  the  voice  of 
Raymond  again.  "The  Kimberlys, 
the  Harrises,  the  Laytons,  the  Lewises 
and  old  Tim  Green  are  still  in  the 
water.  We  must  do  all  we  can  to 
rescue  them — if  it  isn't  too  late." 
Then  he  turned  to  Duff,  who  stood 
beside  him.  "Duff,  will  you  take  some 
of  the  men  with  you  to  the  cabin  for 
some  fire  logs?  Bring  a  heavy  blanket 
to  shield  the  fire  from  the  wind  and 
rain.  And  Duff,  will  you  see  that 
someone  starts  ringing  the  church 
bell?  Keep  it  ringing  long  enough  for 
everyone  who  is  in  the  water  to  hear 
it,  so  that  they  will  know  help  is  com- 
ing." 

Several  of  the  men  quickly  volun- 
teered to  go  with  Duff  for  the  logs 
and  the  blanket.  Soon  Raymond 
heard  the  bell  ringing  over  water- 
covered  Blackpine,  and  the  men  re- 
turned with  the  fuel  and  a  burning 
fagot  to  light  the  logs.  Protected  by 
the  blanket,  a  fire  was  soon  blazing 
brightly. 


Before  the  fire  was  lit,  Raymond 
started  through  the  water  toward  the 
stores.  Several  of  the  men  followed 
him.  As  they  waded  through  the 
waist-deep  water,  they  heard  a 
splashing  farther  down  the  street 
where  the  water  was  deep.  In  the  dim 
glow  of  the  fire  on  the  shore  the  men 
saw  a  man  awkwardly  cease  swim- 
ming as  he  neared  the  shallow  water, 
and  stumble  forward  on  uncertain 
feet. 

"Hallow!"  he  shouted  with  a  gasp. 

"Why,  that's  ol'  Tim  Green!"  ex- 
claimed one  of  the  men. 

The  group  hurried  through  the  cold 
water  to  the  old  man's  side.  A  small 
girl  was  strapped  to  his  back.  She 
was  holding  him  tightly,  whimpering, 
trying  to  stifle  her  cries. 

"Git  this  young'un!  She's  Harry 
Kimberly's  lass.  Whole  fambly's  back 
there  in  th'  water.  Couldn't  brang 
out  none  but  this'un.  Take  'er  to  th' 
fire — she's  plum  froze  and  ha'f  scart 
to  death,"  he  panted. 

A  young  man  loosed  the  blanket 
which  had  served  to  strap  her  to  the 
old  man's  back,  then  took  the  sob- 
bing, shivering  child  into  his  arms 
and  started  toward  the  group  on  the 
shore. 

"Take  her  up  to  the  cabin,"  Ray- 
mond called  after  him.  "It's  dry  there. 
And  stir  up  the  fire;  better  get  it  to 
burning  good,  for  we'll  be  back  with 
some  more  shortly." 

"Yes,  Preacher.  I'll  git  some  of  the 
women  to  go  up  an'  make  some  pal- 
lets an'  some  hot  coffee." 

Then  Raymond  turned  to  the  ex- 
hausted old  Tim  Green.  "How  about  the 
rest  of  the  family?  Are  they  alive?" 

"Yep.  I  got  to  their  house  afore  th' 
water  reached  th'  top  of  th'  winders. 
I  he'ped  'em  outen  the  winder  an' 
got  'em  on  th'  roof.  They're  settin' 
there  right  now." 

The  group  of  men  hurried  through 
the  water  to  the  general  store,  where 
they  pried  the  door  open.  Inside,  they 
used  an  axe  to  knock  several  logs 
from  the  building,  and  hurriedly 
lashed  these  together  with  spikes  and 
boards.  After  they  had  finished  this 
makeshift  raft,  several  of  the  men 
waded  into  deeper  water,  pushing  it 
before  them,  while  the  others  began 
a  second  raft.  Raymond  ripped  a 
slender  pole  from  the  side  of  the  store 
and  tossed  a  large  grass  rope  onto  the 
raft.  Then  he  clambered  onto  it,  fol- 
lowed by  another  young  man  of  the 
group.  Someone  found  a  lantern  in 
the  store  and  lit  it,  then  put  it  on  the 
raft  also. 

The  group  of  men  pushed  the  raft 
until  the  water  splashed  around  their 
shoulders.  Then  Raymond  and  his 
companion  propelled  the  raft  with  the 
long  pole  he  had  pulled  from  the 
building.  He  poled  toward  the  homes 
of  the  missing  families,  while  the 
other  young  man  unraveled  the  rope. 

Something  loomed  darkly  before 
them,  barely  visible  from  the  light 
of  the  lantern. 

"Hallow!"  called  Raymond.  "Mr. 
Kimberly!  Are  you  there?" 

Over  the  chopping  waters  came, 
"Yes!  Thank  heaven,  somebody's 
come.  Did  Tim  git  Margie  out  o'  th' 
flood?" 
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Raymond  set  the  father's  mind  at 
ease  as  he  pushed  the  raft  toward  the 
roof  where  the  man  sat  with  his  wife 
and  small  son.  The  minister  and  his 
companion  helped  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Kim- 
berly  and  the  lad  onto  the  raft,  as 
the  waves  splashed  noisily  against 
the  logs  and  over  their  feet.  Mr.  Kim- 
berly  chattered  excitedly  about  the 
cause  of  the  sudden  flood.  Raymond 
gathered  that  the  men  of  Blackpine 
had  built  levees  along  Moose  River 
when  it  first  began  to  rise  with  the 
rain — and  that  these  levees  had  sud- 
denly burst.  That  was  the  conclusion 
of  Mr.  Kimberly,  at  least. 

Mrs.  Kimberly  fainted  when  she 
relaxed  on  the  logs.  Her  husband  held 
her  head  in  his  lap,  and  bowed  him- 
self over  her  and  the  child  to  shield 
them  from  the  stinging  rain. 

As  Raymond  started  the  raft  to- 
ward the  distant  glow  of  tne  fire  that 
marked  the  water's  edge,  he  saw  an- 
other raft  moving  toward  them.  It 
was  the  one  which  was  lashed  to- 
gether after  he  had  started  for  the 
Kimberlys.  The  two  rafts  were  soon 
side  by  side. 

"We  have  the  Kimberlys,"  an- 
nounced Raymond.  "They  are  all 
safe." 

"Then  we'll  go  fer  th'  Harris  famb- 
ly,"  a  man  on  the  other  raft  stated. 
"Do  you  know  anythang  'bout  'em, 
Kimberly?" 

Mr.  Kimberly  didn't.  Raymond 
pushed  his  raft  over  the  black  water 
toward  the  distant  fire.  He  and  his 
companion,  whose  name  he  discovered 
was  Ed  Mitchell,  jumped  from  the 
raft  when  they  reached  shallow  water, 
and  pushed  it  before  them  to  the  fire. 
Several  men  waded  to  meet  them. 

As  two  men  helped  the  husband 
from  the  raft,  another  lifted  the 
child  into  his  arms,  and  two  others 
lifted  the  fainted  wife  to  the  shore. 

Duff  Simpson  was  one  of  the  men. 
"Brother  Raymond,  th'  cabin  is  full 
of  the  old  people  an'  th'  young'uns 
and  them  that's  fainted  er  hurt.  So 
we  built  a  fire  in  the  church  house, 
and  made  more  pallets  in  it." 

"Splendid,  Duff,"  said  Raymond  as 
he  glanced  up  the  hill  to  see  the 
lights  of  the  church  shining  through 
the  falling  rain,  "and  keep  the  bell 
ringing  until  we  get  help  to  every- 
body. We  want  them  to  know  we  are 
coming." 

Then  he  and  Ed  moved  their  raft 
back  toward  the  lower  part  of  town. 
As  the  water  became  deeper,  they 
clambered  back  onto  the  raft  and 
used  their  pole  to  continue  farther 
over  the  gurgling  water.  After  they 
passed  the  roof  of  the  Kimberly 
home,  they  met  the  second  raft  re- 
turning to  the  shore. 

"We  got  th'  Harrises!  All  of  'em 
wuz  in  th'  water,  a-hangin'  onto  a 
ol'  bed  that  got  snagged  on  th'  roof. 
One  of  th'  kids  has  got  lots  of  water, 
but  he's  still  alive." 

"Praise  God!"  exclaimed  Raymond. 
"That  leaves  only  the  Laytons.  If 
they  are  safe,  everyone  is  accounted 
for.  Ed  and  I  are  going  after  them." 

"Better  take  it  easy,  Preacher,  cau- 
tioned Tim  Green,  who  was  directing 
the  second  raft.  "Th'  Layton  house 
is    right   on    the    river   bank,    an'    it 


He  poled  toward  the  homes  of  the  missing  families, 
while  the  other  young  man  unraveled  the  rope. 
Something  loomed  darkly  before  them,  barely 
visible  from  the  light  of  the   lantern. 


shore  will  be  rough  out  there." 

Ahead,  Raymond  heard  the  roar  of 
the  turbulent  waters,  and  the  raft 
trembled  as  they  entered  the  eddies 
and  whirlpools  caused  by  the  raging 
outbursts  of  Moose  River.  Ed  Mitchell 
held  the  flickering  lantern  aloft. 
Soon  they  were  able  to  see  the  dark 
outline  of  the  protruding  ridge  of  a 
roof. 

Before  they  could  determine 
whether  or  not  anyone  was  on  the 
roof,  there  was  a  sickening  creaking 
as  the  house  tore  loose  from  its  foun- 
dation, and  someone  screamed  as  it 
seemed  to  shoot  into  the  air.  Some- 
one HAD  been  on  it,  but  now  it  was 
whirled  toward  the  surging  current 
ahead. 

Raymond  and  Ed  heard  a  splashing 
struggle  near  their  raft.  They  poled 
close  to  a  frantic  man,  and  dragged 
him  onto  the  logs.  It  was  Jess  Layton, 
who  had  been  flung  from  the  roof- 
top when  the  house  tore  loose. 
Coughing  and  struggling  for  breath, 
he  gasped,  "Git  Bessie!  Please  git 
Bessie!  She'd  fainted,  and  wuz  about 
to  slide  into  th'  water!  I'd  tied  'er  to 
th'  roof  with  a  sheet!"  The  despera- 
tion written  on  the  man's  face,  out- 
lined by  the  lantern's  glow,  was  hor- 
rible. 

Speechless  with  emotional  strain, 
and  almost  numb  with  anxiety,  Ray- 
mond edged  closer  and  closer  to  the 
surging  torrent.  He  had  heard  the 
sound  of  the  Layton  house  smashing 
into  the  limbs  of  the  trees  on  the 
river's  edge.  No  one  dared  to  speak. 
Cautiously  Raymond  allowed  the  raft 
to  drift  forward,  reaching  far  down 
so  he  could  retard  it  with  the  long 
pole. 

Then  it  happened!  He  could  reach 
the  bottom  no  longer,  and  the  raft 
sped  forward  in  the  whirling  water. 
Presently  it  crashed  into  the  roof  of 
the  house  which  was,  at  least  momen- 


tarily, caught  in  the  trees  which 
separated  them  from  the  raging  cur- 
rent of  Moose  River. 

Acting  quickly,  the  young  minister 
looped  his  rope  around  one  of  the 
trees,  then  handed  it  to  Ed.  While 
Ed  continued  making  the  raft  secure 
to  the  limbs  of  the  tree,  Raymond 
pulled  himself  cautiously  upon  the 
roof  edge.  He  worked  swiftly,  lest 
the  house  tear  asunder  before  he 
could  rip  the  knotted  sheet  away  and 
ease  Mrs.  Layton  into  the  grasp  of 
her  husband.  Finally  the  unconscious 
young  woman  was  safe  on  the  raft, 
and  the  young  husband  sobbed  bro- 
kenly when  she  lay  beside  him  on  the 
rough,  loose  logs.  The  four  figures 
were  silent.  Nothing  further  could  be 
done.  It  was  impossible  to  return  to 
the  shore;  the  water  was  too  deep 
for  the  length  of  the  only  pole  they 
had,  and  the  water  was  too  turbulent 
for  swimming.  Raymond  breathed  a 
soundless  prayer  in  his  heart. 

Soon  a  "Hallow"  sounded  across  the 
water.  It  was  the  men  on  the  second 
raft.  There  was  a  chance!  With  God's 
help,  a  good  chance.  Raymond  called 
his  instructions  across  the  water  to 
the  other  raft.  The  men  tied  their 
rope  to  the  cornice  of  the  Kimberly 
house,  then  eased  as  near  Raymond's 
raft  as  the  rope  would  permit  them. 
When  it  held  taut,  Raymond  tied 
the  free  end  of  his  rope  to  the  timbers 
of  the  raft.  When  he  was  certain  of 
the  knot,  he  released  the  end  of  the 
rope  that  was  tied  to  the  tree  limbs. 
The  raft  shuddered  as  he  flung  the 
rope  toward  the  second  raft. 

"We've  got  it!"  shouted  Tim  Green. 

After  a  brief  wait,  the  raft  beean 
to  move  toward  the  second  raft,  pulled 
bv  Tim  and  his  companion.  Just  then 
a  branch  of  one  of  the  trees  was  re- 
leased from  the  house  where  it  was 
caught,  and  with  a  terrible  grinding, 
(Continued  on  page  22) 


March,  1949 


Page  5 


HRPPy  HOmE  CIRCLE 


Conducted  by  Alda  B.  Harrison 

HOME  CIRCLE  CLUB   A  SUCCESS 

We  are  living  in  a  time  when  it  is 
fashionable  to  minimize  the  impor- 
tance and  greatness  of  the  prime 
calling  of  every  woman — homemak- 
ing  and  motherhood.  There  is  so 
much  stress  on  the  things  women  are 
doing  in  vocational  and  church  cir- 
cles that  we  are  prone  to  forget  that 
"the  hand  which  rocks  the  cradle 
rules  the  world."  Some  feel  that  be- 
cause they  are  just  a  "homebody" 
they  are  unable  to  make  any  con- 
tribution to  God's  service  and  king- 
dom. It  is  the  purpose  of  the  Happy 
Home  Circle  to  bring  us  to  the  reali- 
zation that  there  is  no  worthier  task 
than  that  of  building  a  Christian 
home,  and  to  guide  and  help  us  in 
this  great  work. 

The  Home  Circle  at  Lee  College  was 
organized  primarily  for  the  students' 
wives  there,  but  many  others  attend. 
The  meetings  have  been  a  great 
blessing  and  inspiration  to  all.  I  wish 
you  could  be  with  us  in  these  meet- 
ings, but  since  that  is  impossible,  per- 
haps you  would  like  to  know  some- 
thing of  the  things  we  are  doing. 

Recently  we  had  a  very  helpful  dis- 
cussion on  the  question  of  recreation 
in  the  home.  The  various  members 
present  brought  their  own  ideas,  as 
well  as  their  personal  problems  on 
this  subject.  There  are  always  some 
who  have  learned  by  experience  and 
can  help  those  who  are  willing  to 
learn. 

One  night  each  month  is  dedicated 
to  the  encouragement  of  good  read- 
ing. Sister  Avis  Swiger  visited  our 
meeting  and  spoke  to  the  class  on 
this  subject.  Since  Sister  Swiger  is 
an  able  speaker  and  well  qualified  to 
help  us,  her  message  was  received 
very  enthusiastically.  Certainly  no 
home  is  complete  without  a  wise  se- 
lection of  good  reading  material. 

Another  meeting  which  was  greatly 
enjoyed  was  given  to  the  study  of 
teaching  children  through  object 
lessons  and  flash  cards.  Sister  Lula 
Hudson  was  present  that  evening  and 
after  a  short  talk  on  the  use  of  flash 
cards  in  child  training,  told  us  a 
story.  We  were  held  spellbound,  and 
many  left  the  meeting  with  resolu- 
tions to  put  these  good  ideas  into 
practice. 

A  majority  of  those  who  attend 
the  meetings  at  Lee  College  are  the 
wives  of  ministers  and  ministerial 
students.  For  this  reason,  several  pro- 
grams have  been  arranged  to  help 
those  who  are  especially  interested  in 
the  problems  of  a  minister's  wife.  One 
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of  the  most  interesting  of  these  was 
a  panel  discussion  on  the  qualifica- 
tions of  a  good  minister's  wife.  We 
had  so  many  things  which  we  felt 
important  to  discuss  on  this  subject 
that  our  meeting  ran  overtime.  Sister 
Chesser  directed  this  discussion  and 
the  other  panel  members  were 
teachers  or  ministers'  wives. 

This  is  just  a  little  part  of  what  we 
have  been  enjoying  in  our  Home  Cir- 
cle. Perhaps  it  will  give  you  some 
ideas  to  use  in  your  own  meetings.  We 
feel  that  any  church  and  community 
would  be  blessed  by  an  organization 
of  this  kind.  Where  can  we  wield  a 
greater  influence  than  in  our  own 
homes?  We  thank  God  for  the  great 
vision  which  has  prompted  Sister 
Harrison  in  this  much-needed  work. 
— Mrs.  Charles  Conn. 


WHY   NOT  ORGANIZE 

Would  you  not  like  to  help  in  this 
great  work?  If  so,  why  not  organize 
in  your  church  or  community?  To 
start  you  off,  send  for  Mother's 
Golden  Now,  price  35c  a  year.  It 
comes  quarterly.  Buy  Parent's  Maga- 
zine at  your  newsstand,  or  subscribe 
for  it  by  the  year.  Go  to  your  library 
and  secure  books  on  homemaking  and 
child  training.  There  is  much  good 
material  for  your  programs. 

I  am  going  to  ask  you  to  direct 
your  letters  of  inquiry  to  Mrs.  A.  M. 
Phillips,  program  director  at  our  Lee 
College  Circle.  She  can  give  you  some 
help,  I  am  sure. 


SOME  THOUGHTS   FOR  PARENTS 

We  are  hearing  a  great  deal  at  the 
present  time  about  the  lawlessness 
of  youth,  and  we  are  convinced  that 
there  is  a  close  relationship  between 
lawlessness  and  disrespect  for  older 
people,  for  those  in  authority,  and 
direspect  for  the  laws  of  God  and 
man. 

This  brings  us  back  to  the  funda- 
mental question,  How  shall  children 
be  taught  respect  for  their  elders? 

The  "just  how"  of  things  is  im- 
portant. Let  us  grant,  in  the  first 
place,  that  older  people,  as  well  as 
younger  ones,  must  be  lovable,  if  they 
are  to  be  loved.  They  must  inspire 
respect  by  a  pleasant  personality,  by 
means  of  fine  character,  good  judg- 
ment, sympathy  and  unselfishness. 
So  much  for  the  older  people  them- 
selves. 

But  we  cannot  always  be  sure  that 
the  older  people  will  measure  up  to 
these  high  standards.  Sometimes 
parents  themselves  are  at  fault.  They 
are  not  in  perfect  accord.  They  are 
irritable.  Sometimes  there  are  elderly 
relatives  who  must  share  the  home 
who  lack  a  pleasant  personality.  They 
may  even  be  unreasonable  at  times. 

We  must  take  all  these  things  into 
consideration     in     establishing     rules 


for  training  our  children,  so  that  they 
will  want   to   have  and   be  proud  to 
have  a  fine  type  of  respect  for  older  : 
people. 

Lacking  respect  for  those  who  have 
reached  maturity,  there  will  be  an 
almost  certain  lack  of  respect  for  the 
heavenly  Father.  Children  are  plastic 
to  a  certain  extent,  but  to  offset  this 
there  are  strong  wills  to  take  into 
consideration,  and  impulsiveness,  and 
quick  tempers,  and  many  other  dif- 
ferent types  of  disposition. 

All  of  this  complicates  matters,  for 
children  even  in  the  same  family  are 
so  different.  Sometimes  the  training 
which  will  answer  for  one  will  not 
for  another.  But,  on  general  princi- 
ples, teaching  respect  for  elders  calls 
for  the  exercise  of  the  following  rules 
and  methods  for  parents  and  others 
in  authority,  such  as  teachers,  and 
those  who  may  be  left  in  the  home 
in  charge  during  the  absence  of 
parents: 

1.  "As  the  twig  is  bent,  the  tree 
is  inclined."  Begin  training  early,  but 
be  wise  and  firm  and  kind. 

2.  Be  even  in  temper  and  disci- 
pline. To  ignore  today  what  was  rep- 
rimanded yesterday  is  unfair  to  the 
child. 

3.  Corrections  should  be  given  in 
private  and  not  before  others,  lest 
self-respect  be  destroyed. 

4.  Parents  should  agree  upon  a 
suitable  policy  of  management  to 
pursue.  Any  deviation  from  such  a 
plan  should  be  decided  upon  between 
the  parents  and  only  behind  closed 
doors. 

5.  As  far  as  possible,  one  parent 
should  not  interfere  with  the  other 
in  the  matter  of  correction,  but  if 
such  interference  is  necessary  or  ad- 
visable, it  should  be  by  way  of  sup- 
porting authority,  and  never  to  the 
end  of  questioning  or  breaking  down 
the  authority  of  the  other  parent. 

6.  Parents  should  use  courteous 
tones,  words  and  manners  at  all  times 
in  treatment  of  each  other  and  other 
members  of  the  family.  A  good  ex- 
ample is  desirable.  Disrespect  or  a 
disagreeable  attitude  among  children 
themselves  should  be  discouraged. 
Disrespect  to  elders,  of  course,  should 
never  be  permitted. 

(Continued  on  page  22) 
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e^r 


IfCfoS  he  fir  us,  who  can 
DC  agoin^l 


us? 


K 


4&F 


(miam&w 


Dear  Tempted  and  Tried  Ones: 

For  the  past  two  months  we  have 
been  letting  you  get  a  glimpse  of 
heaven.  I  am  sure  you  are  a  little 
more  determined  to  fight  the  good 
fight  of  faith  in  order  to  make  it 
through  to  that  beautiful  city.  I  can 
visualize  the  great  company  of  tempt- 
ed and  tried  as  I  write  this  morning. 
God  bless  every  one  of  you.  Here  is  a 
letter  we  have  just  received  and  we  are 
asking  you  to  write  to  this  young 
mother.  We  wish  we  had  space  to  pub- 
lish some  letters  each  month,  but  since 
we  do  not,  we  shall  publish  four  names 
in  each  issue.  It  would  be  grand  if 
you  shut-ins  would  write  to  each  oth- 
er. In  cheering  others,  your  own 
heart  would  be  cheered  too. 

Dear  Sister  Harrison, 

My  friend  and  neighbor,  Mrs.  Doro- 
thy Burt,  Rt.  1,  Scotland,  Ark.,  has 
been  shut  in  for  a  year.  She  is  a  young- 
mother  twenty-five  years  of  age,  who 
suffered  a  complete  collapse  when  her 
baby  was  born.  She  would  like  to  re- 
ceive letters  through  the  Shut-in 
Club.  She  lives  so  far  back  in  the 
mountains  she  never  gets  to  go  to 
church.  We  have  no  church  near.  I 
hope  your  readers  will  cheer  her  up. 

Best  regards,  Mrs.  Coy  Bixler,  Cope- 
land,  Ark. 

To  this  little  sister  and  all  shut-ins 
I  am  dedicating  this  poem: 

/  stood  and  watched  my  ships  go  out, 
Each,  one  by  one,  unmooring  free, 

What  tune  the  quiet  harbour  filled 
With   flood-tide  from    the   sea. 

The  first  that  sailed — her  name  ivas 
Joy; 
She    spread   a   smooth    and    ample 
sail, 
And    eastivard    strove,    with    bending 
spars, 
Before  the   singing   gale. 

Another  sailed — her  name  was  Hope; 

No  cargo  in  her  hold  she  bore, 
Thinking    to    find    in   western    lands 

Of  merchandise  a  store. 

The  next  that  sailed — her  name  was 
Love; 

She  showed  a  red  flag  at  the  mast — 
A  flag  as  red  as  blood  she  showed, 

And  she  sped  south  right  fast. 

The  last  that  sailed — her  name  toas 
Faith, 

Sloivly  she  took  her  passage  forth, 
Tacked  and  lay  to — at  last  she  steered 

A  straight  course  for  the  north. 
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My  gallant  ships  they  sailed  away 
Over  the  shimmering  summer  sea; 

I  stood  at  ivatch  for  many  a  day. 
But  only  one  came  back  to  me. 

For  Joy  was  caught  by  Pirate  Pain; 

Hope  ran  upon  a  hidden  reef; 
And    Love   took   fire,    and    foundered 
fast 

In   'whelming   seas  of   grief. 

Faith   comes  at  last,  storm-beat  and 
torn; 

She  recompensed  me  all  my  loss, 
For,  as  a  cargo  safe,  she  brought 

A  Crown  linked  to  a  Cross! 

Faith  is  the  victory  that  over- 
comes the  world.  Keep  it  burning  in 
your  soul.  Faith  when  the  storm 
comes.  Faith  when  friends  fail  and 
you  feel  desolate  and  alone.  When 
the  sun  has  gone  down  and  the  moon 
and  the  stars  have  hidden  behind  the 
clouds,   keep  your   faith   steady. 


The  story  is  told  of  how  a  Chris- 
tian blacksmith,  who  had  many  sor- 
rows, answered  a  skeptic  who  chal- 
lenged him  to  account  for  them. 

"I  don't  know  that  I  can  account 
for  these  things  to  your  satisfaction, 
but  I  can  to  my  own.  Sometimes  I 
take  a  piece  of  iron  and  bring  it  to 
white  heat  and  strike  it  to  see  if  it 
will  take  temper.  Then  I  plunge  it 
into  water  to  change  the  temperature 
suddenly,  and  then  plunge  it  again 
into  the  fire.  Finally,  I  put  it  on  the 
anvil  and  with  the  hammer  I  make 
it  into  some  useful  article.  If  it  will 
not  take  temper  and  respond  to  the 
blows,  I  throw  it  onto  the  scrap  heap. 
I  have  tried  to  bear  the  afflictions  of 
my  Father  as  patiently  as  I  can,  and 
every  day  I  say  to  Him,  "Lord,  put 
me  in  the  fire,  if  Thou  wilt;   put  me 


in  the  water  if  You  see  I  need  it;  do 
anything  You  think  best,  O  Father, 
only  don't  throw  me  onto  the  scrap 
heap." 


Thou  hast  been  with  me  in  the  dark 
a?id  cold, 
And  all  the  night  I  thought  I  was 
alone; 
The  chariots  of  Thy  glory  round  me 
rolled, 
On   me   attending,   yet   by   me   un- 
known. 

Clouds     were    Thy     chariots,     and     I 
knew  them  not; 
They   came  in   solemn   thunders   to 
my  ear; 
I  thought  that  far  away  Thou  hadst 
forgot — 
But    Thou    wert    by    my   side,   and 
heaven  was  near. 

Why   did  I   murmur   underneath   the 
night, 
When  night  was  spanned  by  golden 
steps  to  Thee? 
Why  did  I  cry  disconsolate  for  light, 
When   all   Thy  stars   were   bending 
over  me? 

The  darkness  of  my  night  has   been 
Thy  day; 
My  stony   pillow   was   Thy  ladder's 
rest; 
And    all    Thine    angels    watched    my 
couch  of  clay 
To    bless    the   soul,    unconscious    it 
was  blest. 


We  are  likely  to  cling  to  the  old 
superstitious  notion  that  in  order  to 
draw  near  to  God,  it  is  needful  to 
sever  ourselves  from  life's  common 
duties  and  surroundings.  The  Bible 
lends  little  favor  to  any  such  idea. 
Jacob's  vision  was  not  granted  to  him 
at  a  spot  which  had  previously  been 
accounted  holy.  He  was  at  Luz — an 
obscure  locality  to  which  he  had 
chanced  to  come.  "He  lighted,"  we 
read,  "upon  a  certain  place."  Nor  was 
he  engaged  in  any  sacred  observances. 
On  the  contrary,  he  was  traveling  on 
foot  through  a  desolate  region — a 
very  prosaic  and  secular  occupation. 
But  it  was  in  that  place,  and  while 
(Continued  on  page  22) 


Jfiey  that  wait  upon  the  Jory 
skait  renew  their  slrength;  they 
shall  mount  up  with  w'm£s  as 
eapUs;  they  shall  run,  and  not 
he  Weary;  anO  they  shall  WalL 
one  notJwn£  TsaU40-.it 
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Conducted  by  Mrs.  Charles  W.  Conn 


THE  WATER  MILL  ON  THE  HILL- 
TOP 

Alice  Geer  Kelsey 


Did  you  ever  see  a  mill  which  was 
run  by  a  water  wheel?  What  work  did 
the  mill  do?  What  gave  the  power  to 
do  the  work? 

Our  story  is  about  the  water  mill  of 
Helm.  Now,  do  not  try  to  find  Helm  on 
any  but  a  once-upon-a-time  map. 
Helm  was  full  of  people  who  thought 
themselves  very  wise.  The  rest  of  the 
world  thought  the  people  of  Helm 
were  quite  foolish,  but  that  must  have 
been  a  mistake. 

"It's  not  that  we  are  fools,"  the  wise 
men  of  Helm  would  explain,  "it's  just 
that  foolish  things  are  alwavs  happen- 
ing to  us!" 

One  day  when  the  wise  men  of  Helm 
were  carrying  their  grain  to  a  neigh- 
boring town  to  be  ground,  one  of  them 
had  an  idea.  "How  stupid  to  carry 
our  grain  to  another  town.  We  should 
have  a  water  mill  in  our  own  town." 

So  they  built  a  water  mill,  and  a 
very  fine  water  mill  it  was.  The  one 
in  the  next  town  did  not  have  such 
bright  paint,  high  roof,  fine  weather- 
cock, nor  huge  water  wheel.  Theirs 
was,  in  fact,  so  grand  a  water  mill 
that  the  wise  men  of  Helm  built  it  on 
top  of  their  highest  hill,  where  it  could 
be  seen  for  miles  around.  They  want- 
ed every  man  who  passed  on  the  high- 
way to  gaze  at  it  and  say,  "In  all  the 
world  there  is  no  water  mill  so  fine  as 
the  one  at  Helm." 

At  last  the  water  mill  was  ready  to 
use.  The  farmers  of  Helm  started 
bringing  their  grain  to  be  ground.  Up 
and  up  the  hill  it  came  in  wagon  loads, 
on  donkey  back,  in  bags  slung  over 
men's  shoulders.  Every  man,  woman, 
and  child  of  Helm  was  on  hand  for 
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the  great  moment  when  the  mill 
should  start  grinding  the  grain  into 
smoothest  flour. 

No  less  a  man  than  the  mayor  of 
Helm  himself  lifted  the  first  bag  of 
grain  and  poured  it  into  the  mill. 
Others  turned  the  cranks  to  set  the 
water  wheel  twirling  to  turn  the  big 
millstones  to  grind  the  grain.  The 
watchers  held  their  breath,  waiting 
for  the  great  roar  of  the  water  mill. 
But  nothing  happened! 

Because  you  and  I  are  not  wise  men 
of  Helm  where  foolish  things  are  al- 
ways happening  to  people,  we  know 
why  the  water  wheel  did  not  move. 
When  a  traveler  suggested  that  they 
carry  their  water  mill  down  into  the 
valley  to  get  power  from  the  river,  the 
men  of  Helm  laughed  at  him. 

"This  is  the  best  place  for  our  water 
mill,"  the  Helmites  said.  "It  must  be 
that  the  climate  of  Helm  is  not  right 
for  water  mills." 

When  the  traveler  suggested  that 
they  change  their  water  mill  into  a 
windmill  so  that  it  would  get  power 
from  the  winds  that  whistle  about  the 
hilltop,  the  Helmites  said  the  same 
thing.  "The  hilltop  is  a  good  place 
for  a  water  mill." 

We  may  laugh  at  the  wise  men  of 
Helm  who  thought  that  a  water  wheel 
would  turn  without  water.  But,  do 
you  know,  some  of  us  are  just  like 
them? 

We  hurry  about,  really  trying  to 
be  the  right  sort  of  folks.  We  mean  to 
keep  out  of  quarrels.  We  try  to  do  good 
work  at  school.  We  really  plan  to  do 
what  our  mothers  and  fathers  want 
us  to.  We  want  to  be  good-natured, 
happy  boys  and  girls  whom  everyone 
likes  to  have  about.  We  plan  to  make 
the  little  bit  of  world  where  we  live 
better  because  we  are  here. 

But,  as  the  men  of  Helm  discovered, 
things  do  not  always  turn  out  the  way 
we  expect  them  to.  First  thing  we 
know,  we  are  mixed  up  in  quarrels,  are 
losing  our  tempers,  are  disobeying  our 
parents,  and  are  doing  all  sorts  of 
things  we  never  planned  to  do. 

Like  the  men  of  Helm,  we  build  very 
good  water  mills  of  good  intentions, 
and  forget  to  build  them  near  the 
stream  which  can  give  us  power.  And 
what  is  this  power  that  is  waiting  for 
every  boy  or  girl,  for  every  man  or 
woman  who  is  wise  enough  to  use  it? 

This  power  comes  from  God.  If  we 
compare  God  to  the  stream  which 
furnishes  the  power,  we  can  compare 
prayer  to  the  water  wheel  which 
makes  the  mill  able  to  use  the  power. 
Let's  not  be  like  the  men  of  Helm  who 
built  their  water  mill  on  a  dry  hilltop, 
far  away  from  the  stream  which  could 
turn  it.  Let's  use  prayer  in  our  every- 
day lives  so  that  God  can  help  us 
carry  out  all  our  plans  for  being  the 
right  sort  of  folks. 

— Pulpit  Digest. 


I   THINK  WHEN   I    READ  THAT  SWEET 
STORY  OF  OLD 

Jemima  Luke 

/  think,  when  I  read  that  sweet  story 
of  old, 
When  Jesus  was  here  among  men 
Hoio  He  called  little  children  as  la?nbi 
to  His  fold, 
I  should  like  to  have  been  with  them 
then; 
I  wish  that  His  ha7ids  had  been  placed 
on  my  head, 
That    His    ar?ns  had    been  thrown 
around  me, 
And  that  I  might  have  seen  His  kina 
look  ivhen  He  said 
"Let  the  little  ones  come  unto  Me.' 

Yet  still  to  His  footstool  in  prayer  1 
may  go, 
And  ask    for    a   share    in  His  love, 
And,  if  I  now  earnestly  seek  Him  be- 
low, 
I  shall  see  Him  and  hear  Him  above 
In  that  beautiful  place  He  is  gone  tc 
prepare 

For   all  who   are   washed   and   for- 
given; 
And  many  dear  children  are  gather 
ing  there, 
For    of    such    is    the    Kingdom    of 
heaven. 

But  thousands    and    thousands,  wh6 
wander  and  fall, 
Never  heard  of  that  heavenly  home, 
I  should  like  them  to  know  there  u 
room  for  them  all, 
And    that   Jesus    has    bid  them  tc 
come. 
I   long   for   the   joy   of  that   glorious 
time, 
The  siveetest  and  brightest  and  best 
When  the  dear  little  children  of  every 
clime, 
Shall   crowd    to   His    arms   and   be 
blest. 
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Over  the  dark,  icy  waters,  to  people  with  white,  fright- 
ened faces,  crowded  in  lifeboats,  came  the  familiar 
strains  of  a  beautiful,  reassuring  old  hymn.  Panic-strick- 
en people  on  the  decks  of  the  huge  ocean  liner  strained 
forward  over  the  rails  toward  the  black  night,  but,  at 
the  sound  of  the  music,  breathed  more  calmly,  and  turned 
back  into  the  ship.  Soon  the  orchestra  was  muted,  the 
ocean  was  churned  into  foam  and  bubbles,  and  the  waves 
tossed  the  helpless  lifeboats 
upon  their  troubled  crests. 
Then  the  sea  became  calm 
again,  the  last  dying  ripple 
smoothed  itself  into  the 
watery  plain,  the  last  crystal 
bubble  burst  on  the  ebony 
surface  of  the  Atlantic. 
Everything  seemed  vast  and 
silent  and  dark.  With  its 
orchestra  playing  "Nearer, 
My  God,  to  Thee,"  the  Ti- 
tanic slipped  into  the  depths 
of  the  ocean,  on  April  14, 
1912. 

This  is  only  one  of  many 
stories  that  have  been  lived 
and  told  concerning  the 
song  that  is  probably  the 
most  popular  song  ever  writ- 
ten by  a  woman.  Sarah 
Flower  Adams  filled  her 
youthful  days  with  dreams 
of  becoming  a  great  stage 
actress,  but  she  was  forced 
to  surrender  these  aspira- 
tions, because  of  ill  health. 
But  her  fraility  was  a  god- 
send to  the  Christian  world, 
for  her  talents  became  subli- 
mated in  a  worthier,  nobler  cause,  and  she  gave  us  this 
song. 

Nearer,  My  God,  to  Thee, 

Nearer  to  Thee, 
E'en  though  it  be  a  cross 

That  raiseth  me  .  .  . 

The  song  itself  was  inspired  by  the  Bible  story  of  Jacob's 
night  at  Bethel,  when  the  beautiful  spectacle  of  angels 
ascending  and  descending  the  heavenly  ladder  filled  the 
dreams  of  his  stone-pillowed  head.  However,  there  are 
many  references  to  her  own  thwarted  aspirations,  also. 

Few  songs  of  any  language  have  ever  commanded  the 
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Nearer,  My  God,  to  Thee 

BETHANY 


Lowell  Mason 
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Near-  er,     my  God,   to   Thee,  Near  -  er      to     Thee!  E'en  though  it 

Though  like  the  wan -der  -  er,     Th.3     sun  gone   down,  Dark-ness    be 

There    let     the  way    ap  -  pear,    Steps   nn  -  to      heaven:  All      that  Thou 

Then   with  my  wak-ing  thoughts  Bright  with  Thy  praise,  Out       of      my 

Or  if      on    joy  -  ful   wing,   Cleav-ing    the    sky,  Sun,  moon,  and 
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be       a  cross 
o    -    ver   me, 
send -est   me, 
ston  -  y  griefs 
stars  for -got, 


That 

My 

In 

Beth  -  el 

Up  -  ward 


rais  -  etu 
rest     a 
mer  -  cy 
■  el      I'll 
I 
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Near-er,  my  God,  to  Thee,  Near-er,  my  God,  to  Thee,  Near-er    to    Thee! 


world-wide  attention  that  has  come  to  this  beautiful 
hymn,  for,  everywhere  Christianity  has  spread,  this  song 
has  eventually  found  its  way.  Often  at  great  ecumenical 
conventions  it  is  sung  in  scores  of  languages  by  the  natives 
from  each  land.  And  it  has  been  a  favorite  of  several 
American  presidents.  President  McKinley  loved  it  more 
than  any  other  song,  and  it  was  the  comfort  of  his  last 
days.  In  Westminster  Abbey,  London,  by  order  of  the  king, 

and  all  over  America,  "Near- 
er, My  God,  to  Thee"  was 
sung  at  the  McKinley  Me- 
morial Services. 

When  the  body  of  Presi- 
dent Franklin  D.  Roosevelt 
was  carried  to  the  train  in 
Warm  Springs,  Ga.,  in  mid- 
April,  1945,  preparatory  to 
its  journey  to  Washington, 
this  song  was  the  last  hymn 
played  in  tribute  to  him.  The 
song  was  also  sung  at  many 
Roosevelt  Memorial  Services. 
So  great  is  the  renown  of  Sa- 
rah Flower  Adams'  song  that 
it  has  brought  kings  from 
their  thrones  to  their  knees 
in  humility  before  God,  and 
has  lifted  human  derelicts 
from  their  gutters  to  up- 
rightness before  God. 

Practically  every  language 
has  its  translation  of  the 
song,  and  it  is  equally  ac- 
cepted by  Protestants, 
Catholics  and  Jews — for  it 
exalts  the  sovereignty  of  God. 
Back  to  the  Titanic  epi- 
sode. On  this  fateful  Sun- 
day night  the  ship's  orchestra  was  playing  popular 
music  at  the  time  the  liner  struck  the  victorious  iceberg. 
When  Captain  Archibald  W.  Butt  saw  that  the  ship 
was  mortally  stricken,  he  ordered  the  band  to  play  this 
old  hymn,  which  they  did  until  they  plunged  beneath 
the  briny  waves.  It  seems  that  this  song  was  the  favorite 
of  this  musician,  for  he  wrote  to  his  mother  shortly  before 
disaster:  "...  I  believe  that  I  shall  take  'Nearer,  My  God, 
to  Thee,'  as  my  favorite.  ...  I  think  I  should  like  to  have 
sung  at  my  funeral,  'Nearer,  My  God,  to  Thee.'"  Perhaps 
no  song  has  ever  played  such  an  ironic  benediction  upon 
a  man's  life  as  was  done  that  awful  night 
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me; 
stone; 
given: 
raise; 

fly, 


Still  all 
Yet       in 

An  -  gels 

So  by 

Still  all 


my  song  shall  be, 
my  dreams  I'd  be 
to  beck  -  on  me 
my  woes  to  be 
my    song  shall  be, 
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Motes  from  a  Haitian  Diary 


VOODOO 

CEREMONY 


A- 


J  9:15  P.M.  Brother  Ray 
Hughes,  Brother  Edwin  Tull,  Lucille, 
and  I  left  with  our  party  for  the  Belle- 
aire  section  of  Port-au-Prince,  where 
the  Voodoo  service  was  to  be  held. 

We  entered  a  new  building 
about  forty  feet  long  and  twenty  feet 
wide,  which  was  covered  with  a  tin 
roof.  In  the  center  of  the  open  room 
a  pole  was  erected  on  a  pyramid  of 
two  concrete  steps.  We  found  that 
this  was  their  altar.  Voodoo  worship- 
ers sat  on  three  sides  of  this  altar, 
leaving  the  fourth  side  for  the  choir 
of  chanters,  before  which  sat  three 
drummers.  We  were  seated  on  a  front 
seat  facing  the  altar  and  the  three 
drummers  beyond   it. 

The  singers  were  chanting  a  weird 
African  chant  to  the  rhythm  of  the 
drums,  which  were  beaten  incessantly. 
About  four  hundred  worshipers  were 
present  for  the  service,  which  was 
under  the  direction  of  two  priests  and 
one  priestess.  The  chief  priest  was 
squinting  through  half  closed  eyes 
with  a  hypnotic  stare  and  you  could 
sense  the  strong  hold  he  had  on  the 
people.  Some  of  the  worshipers  were 
dancing  a  primitive  dance  which  is  a 
part  of  the  Voodoo  religion.  Actually, 
however,  all  this  was  merely  a  pre- 
liminary to  the  principal  ceremony 
which  was  to  follow.  The  principal 
service  began  with  a  ceremony  in 
which  the  two  priests  used  their 
gourds  and  goat  teeth.  Being  ignorant 
of  Voodooism,  we  could  understand 
no  part  of  the  gyrations  through 
which  they     went.     After     this,     the 


The  writer  is  acting  overseer  of  our 
Mission   Work  in  Haiti. 
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second  priest  came  to  the  center  of 
the  room  carrying  a  long  knife,  which 
looked  like  a  regular  butcher  knife 
except  for  the  fact  that  it  was  about 
two  and  a  half  feet  long.  With  the 
knife  in  his  right  hand,  he  made  as 
if  he  were  fighting  an  adversary,  lung- 
ing forward  three  or  four  steps  and 
thrusting  forward  with  the  knife.  On 
each  side  of  him  were  two  young 
girls  who  held  flags  and  synchronized 
their  movements  with  his.  All  about 
them  the  people  continued  to  dance 
to  the  beating  of  the  drums.  Their 
dancing  was  the  violent  wresting  and 
writhing  of  their  bodies  into  gro- 
tesque contortions. 

The  chief  priest  then  went  to  one 
of  the  young  natives  who  helped  him 
during  the  entire  meeting,  and  stared 
directly  into  the  boy's  eyes  for  a  few 
moments.  The  boy  began  shaking- 
con  vulsively  and  jumping  up  and 
down  as  if  he  were  demon 
possessed.  I  honestly  believe  he 
was.  He  had  no  control  whatever 
over  his  body  as  he  leaped  around  the 
altar  and  among  the  other  worship- 
ers. It  seemed  that  we  could  actually 
feel  the  depressing  spirit  of  the  devil, 
which  was  certainly  a  weird  experi- 
ence. Eventually  some  of  the  people 
grasped  the  boy  and  held  him  fast 
while  the  priest  loosened  his  trousers 
so  that  the  devils  could  escape.  When 
we  last  saw  the  boy,  he  was  lying  in 
someone's  lap  with  his  eyes  closed, 
humming  a  little  and  grunting. 

For  the  next  ten  minutes  the  two 
priests  went  through  another  ritual 
with  their  gourds  and  goat  teeth, 
during  which  the  chief  priest  seemed 


to  pass  into  a  trance.  Two  women 
eased  him  into  a  chair.  Even  though 
he  acted  as  if  he  were  demon  pos- 
sessed, I  actually  believe  he  was  only 
pretending,  for  it  did  not  bear  the 
marks  of  genuineness  that  had  been 
evident  in  the  young  man.  Some  of 
the  worshipers  went  to  him,  and  the 
women  kissed  him  three  times  in  the 
mouth,  after  which  he  would  speak 
to  them.  We  were  told  that  he  was 
talking  to  the  spirit  of  the  devil  and 
that  he  was  telling  these  women  what 
the  spirit  said.  When  the  men  came 
to  him,  they  kissed  the  earth  three 
times  instead  of   kissing  him. 

There  was  considerable  repetition  in 
the  ceremony  during  the  first  part 
of  the  service,  due,  no  doubt,  to  the 
fact  that  there  were  many  non-Voo- 
dooists  present.  Shortly  after  mid- 
night, however,  I  looked  around  and 
discovered  that  the  other  Americans 
and  non-Voodooists  had  left,  leaving 
only  our  group  present.  The  crowd 
had  dwindled  to  about  two  hundred. 

After  a  sort  of  communion,  in 
which  bread  was  given  to  the  dancers 
and  chanters,  but  during  which  the 
music  and  dancing  never  stopped, 
the  actual  ceremony  was  about  to 
begin.  I  cannot  describe  the  manner 
in  which  the  people  twisted  their 
bodies  and  writhed  to  the  beating  of 
the  drums.  The  only  reason  we  were 
permitted  to  stay  for  this  part  of  the 
service  is  that  Dr.  Boulos,  one  of  our 
party,  is  the  doctor  in  charge  of  the 
health  center  of  that  community. 

The  Lighted  Pathway 


A  little  later  the  choir  came  into  the 
room  with  bundles  of  pine,  a  plate  of 
corn  meal,  and  a  plate  of  ground 
straw.  The  priest  sprinkled  water  on 
the  four  sides  of  the  altar.  The  two 
priests  made  designs  around  the  altar 
by  sprinkling  the  corn  meal  with 
their  thumb  and  forefinger.  Then  the 
dancers  stopped  for  the  first  time, 
but  the  drums  continued  beating. 
Everyone  was  watching  the  altar  .  .  . 

About  1:15  a.m.  the  people  were 
dancing  about  the  altar  again.  The 
priest's  assistant  had  secured  two 
chickens  from  somewhere,  which  he 
waved  about  as  he  circled  and  jumped 
around  the  altar.  It  seems  that  the 
people  were  trying  to  combine  all  the 
religions    they    knew,    for    during    a 


We  were  told  that  they  were  making 
the  sacrifice  to  the  fire  god. 

After  the  sacrifice  of  the  chicken, 
a  path  was  cleared  past  where  I  sat 
to  the  door  of  one  of  the  side  rooms. 
Down  this  path  came  someone  entire- 
ly covered  with  a  white  sheet,  holding 
a  baby.  Behind  this  person  came 
three  others  under  another  sheet.  It 
looked  as  if  one  of  them  might  be 
carrying  someone  on  his  back.  They 
all  stood  before  the  chief  priest  who 
was  sitting  in  a  chair.  We  know  now 
that  they  were  initiating  a  new  mem- 
ber, and  also  presenting  the  baby  to 
the  devil.  They  put  the  hot  corn  meal 
on  the  feet  of  the  initiate  and  the 
chief  priest,  then  the  sheet-covered 
group  retired  into  the  side  room. 


Scene    in    Port-au-Prince,    the    city   where   the    Voodoo 
ceremony  was  witnessed. 


prayer  which  followed  later,  and 
which  lasted  for  forty-five  minutes, 
Jesus  Christ  was  the  first  object  of 
their  prayer,  then  Mary,  then  some 
of  the  apostles.  After  the  prayer,  the 
second  priest  took  one  of  the  chickens 
and  opened  its  mouth,  taking  its  lower 
bill  into  his  mouth.  He  tore  the  tongue 
and  jugular  vein  out  with  his  teeth. 
Then  the  skin  of  the  chicken's  neck 
was  broken  and  some  of  its  feathers 
were  dipped  into  its  blood  and  placed 
on  the  end  of  each  spike.  The  wom- 
en lit  a  fire  under  a  little  metal  pot 
and  put  the  chicken  into  the  hot 
water  and  added  corn  meal.  From  this 
point  on,  we  saw  everything  by  fire- 
light only.  Next,  some  of  them  took 
the  lighted  pine  sticks  and  marched 
around  the  altar,  waving  them  about. 


We  were  told  that  this  was  the  end 
of  the  ceremony.  It  was  3:00  o'clock. 
Since  it  seemed  that  there  would  be 
nothing  else  of  interest,  other  than 
more  dancing,  we  decided  to  leave. 
I  don't  know  if  they  ever  ate  the 
chicken  and  the  corn  meal  or  not, 
but  they  didn't  eat  them  while  we 
were  there. 

Dr.  Boulos,  who  is  a  Catholic,  told 
us  that  they  would  continue  until 
about  4:00  o'clock  in  the  morning  and 
then  they  would  all  go  in  a  group  to 
the  Catholic  church  for  Mass.  To  me, 
this  reveals  their  spiritual  yearning 
and  grasping  for  anything  that  can 
give  them  even  temporary  hope  and 
comfort.  This  spiritual  uncertainty 
and  longing  makes  Haiti  a  ripe  evan- 
gelistic field. 


Many  otherwise  admirable  indi- 
viduals have  an  underlying  fear  of 
people,  of  what  people  say  or  think. 
This  is  actually  a  dangerous  fear 
which  can  easily  slip  into  real 
mental  illness. 

Fear  of  people  always  lowers  us 
to  less  than  our  best  level.  It  is  in 
truth  a  feeling  of  inferiority.  We 
want  to  excel,  and  we  dare  not  face 
ourselves  lest  we  find  we  do  not 
excel.  We  are  not  really  afraid  of 
people,  but  are  afraid  of  ourselves. 

Then  we  govern  all  our  actions 
by  what  the  crowd  may  think.  Our 
Lord  never  did  this.  He  refused  to 
excel  by  the  three  common  temp- 
tations of  money,  popularity,  and 
power. 

Fear  is  the  most  disintegrating 
of  all  the  enemies  of  personality. 
Worry,  anxiety,  terror,  inferiority 
complexes,  pessimism,  greed,  and 
the  like,  are  all  varieties  of  this 
one  great  evil. 

We  lie  awake  at  night  dreading 
possible   calamities  of   tomorrow. 

Prompted  by  fear,  we  do  and  say 
cowardly  things. 

We  are  selfish  and  thoughtless 
of  others  in  times  of  crisis  or  dan- 
ger. When  fear  masters  us  our 
minds  become  confused,  frantic. 

Fear  undermines  our  personali- 
ties, makes  us  afraid  to  stand  up 
for  what  we  believe  to  be  right, 
and  afraid  to  dedicate  our  lives  to 
the  purpose  which  challenges  our 
best  selves. 

Love  of  self  feeds  fear.  Love  of 
God  destroys  it.  How  can  a  man 
fear  when  he  knows  that  surround- 
ing him  day  and  night  is  the  love 
of  God,  and  that  nothing  can  hap- 
pen to  him  which  God  at  least  does 
not  permit? 

In  the  love  of  God,  John  found 
the  secret  of  victory  over  fear,  and 
triumphantly  declared,  "Perfect 
love  casteth  out  fear." — Selected. 


March,  1949 


Page  11 


The  Pathway  Pulpit  9  lumber  f» 


out 


9 


s 


£//<?# 


¥ 


J 


a 


it 


By  D.  C.   Boafwright 


Text:   Romans  4:20 

I  trust  this  theme  will  attract  your 
attention  to  the  extent  that  you  will 
read  this  article  through  prayerfully, 
as  it  is  one  which  concerns  us  all  in 
this  closing  dispensation.  Your  eternal 
destiny  will  surely  hinge  upon  the  dis- 
position which  you  make  of  this  vital 
subject— FAITH.  In  this  day  of  ad- 
versities and  unbelief,  you  need  a  well- 
grounded  faith  in  God's  Book  to  guide 
you,  as  you  make  your  journey 
through  life. 

Notice  the  text:  He  [Abraham]  stag- 
gered not  at  the  promises  of  God 
through  unbelief;  but  7oas  strong  in 
faith,  giving  glory  to  God.  Allow  me 
to  make  a  statement  with  which  you 
may  disagree.  Faith  is  in  essence,  un- 
reasonable. It  knows  neither  laws 
nor  limitation;  it  laughs  at  things 
said  to  be  impossible  and  cries,  "It 
shall  be  done."  Faith  actually  lifts  us 
up  beyond  the  natural  plane  to  a 
heavenly  sphere  where  God  begins 
and  the  natural  man  is  left  far  be- 
hind. Paul  states  in  1  Cor.  2:14,  But 
the  natural  man  receiveth  not  the 
things  of  the  Spirit  of  God:  for  they 
are  foolishness  unto  him:  neither  can 
he  know  them,  because  they  are  spir- 
itually discerned.  Real  Bible  faith  will 
lift  you  into  a  plane  that  to  the  nat- 
ural man  is  unreasonable,  or  does  not 
exist  as  far  as  he  is  concerned;  but 
to  those  who  have  entered  into  this 
plane,  it  is  heavenly  and  wonderful. 
We  are  told  in  Heb.  11:1  that  "faith 
is  the  substance  of  things  hoped  for, 
the  evidence  of  things  not  seen." 
Many  are  talking  about  faith,  but  too 
many  fail  to  understand  its  real 
meaning. 

In  Rom.  10:17  we  read  that  "faith 
cometh  by  hearing,  and  hearing  by 
the  word  of  God."  If  you  want  a  real 
living  faith,  one  which  will  put  God 
to  work  in  your  behalf,  let  it  be  a 
Bible-grounded  faith.  Get  it  from  His 
Word,  which  is  real  authority.  It 
means  to  read  God's  promises  and 
then  believe  them,  without  putting 
any  explanation  whatsoever  of  your 
own  upon  them.  Then  things  will  be- 
gin    to     happen — miraculous     things. 

Stop!  make  a  careful  investigation 
into  this  truth,  it  will  remain  with 
you  long  after  glamour  has  fled  and 
friends  are  gone.  This  faith  will  live 
with  you  throughout  the  endless  ages 
of  eternity.  Yes,  it  is  the  youth  of  our 
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A  plea  for  revitalized  faith  in  God,  ivhich  has  been 
abandoned  by  many  who  now  follow  insufficient 
natural  reasoning. 


day  wno  need  Bible-grounded  faith, 
as  you  will  be  at  the  helm  tomorrow, 
and  how  important  it  is  that  we  pre- 
serve the  faith  of  our  fathers.  The 
survival  of  a  Christian  life  is  impos- 
sible after  the  loss  of  a  Christian 
faith.  Heb.  11:6  states  that  "without 
faith  it  is  impossible  to  please  him: 
for  he  that  cometh  to  God  must  be- 
lieve that  he  is,  and  that  he  is  a  re- 


D.   C.    BOATWRIGHT, 
State     Overseer     of     Michigan 

warder  of  them  that  diligently  seek 
him."  I  am  afraid  there  are  some  who 
are  wondering  if  there  really  is  a  God. 
It  is  easy  to  think,  "I  have  never  seen 
Him;  all  I  know  about  God  is  what 
someone  else  has  told  me" — such 
meditations  concerning  God  are  not 
the  result  of  faith,  but  come  from  the 
world  of  unbelief. 

Christian  youth  of  America,  you 
need  faith  for  real  happiness,  sal- 
vation, finance,  and  for  all  the  things 
in  life  which  are  worth  while.  If  you 
will  pardon  me  for  a  personal  refer- 
ence, I  should  like  to  tell  you  the 
reason  I  am  writing  on  this  subject. 
To  me  it  is  a  living  reality;  God  re- 
vealed this  truth  to  me  when  I  was 
at  death's  door,  and  I  am  alive  and 
well  today  as  the  result. 

On  November  17,  1946,  I  was 
stricken  with  an   attack  of  coronary 


thrombosis,  and  would  be  dead  to- 
day if  it  were  not  for  a  passage  of 
scripture  which  was  brought  to  my 
attention,  and  inspired  my  faith  to  a 
new  height.  That  is  what  I  want  to 
do  for  you,  fan  the  flame  of  your 
faith  to  a  roaring  fire  which  will 
eventually  sweep  this  cold,  dead 
world  to  a  revival  of  old-time  re- 
ligion and  old-time  conviction.  This 
wonderful  scripture  to  which  I  have 
referred  is  found  in  Mark  11:24, 
Therefore  I  say  unto  you,  What 
things  soever  ye  desire,  when  ye  pray, 
believe  that  ye  receive  them,  and  ye 
shall  have  them  .  .  .  And  as  I  read 
those  blessed  words,  it  seemed  some- 
thing happened  to  me  that  had  never 
happened  before.  God  gave  me  this 
faith  in  such  a  manner  that  it  seemed 
to  come  on  me  as  one  would  receive 
an  anointing.  This  is  exactly  what 
happens  when  a  man  or  woman  is 
converted.  John  1:11,  12,  He  came  un- 
to his  own,  and  his  oion  received  him 
not.  But  as  many  as  received  him,  to 
them  gave  he  power  to  become  the 
sons  of  God,  even  to  them  that  be- 
lieve on  his  name.  Men  must  first 
be  willing  to  receive  these  truths  and 
then  He  will  give  you  the  power  to 
believe  His  Word.  While  praying  for 
power,  perhaps  we  should  ask  for  this 
power  also,  that  to  believe  His  great 
Word. 

It  has  been  well  said  that  faith 
is  the  evidence  (or  title  deed)  of 
things  not  seen.  If  you  have  the  deed 
to  a  piece  of  property,  it  is  yours  even  | 
before  you  have  ever  seen  it;  if  you 
only  have  the  title  in  your  name.  It 
will  never  be  any  more  so  yours  even 
after  you  move  into  it.  So  faith  is  a 
title  deed  to  the  promises  God  has 
made  to  us,  even  before  we  see  the 
things  we  are  asking  for  happen.  This 
is  living  faith.  Jesus  stated,  "When 
ye  pray,  believe  that  ye  receive.  .  . 
and  ye  shall  have.  .  ."  This  is  a  very 
positive  shall.  There  is  no  room  for 
any  doubts  or  slips,  but  "ye  shall 
have!" 

One  has  said  that  faith  can  be  very 
destructive  and  dangerous  if  not  di- 
rected into  the  right  channel.  Some 
have  what  might  be  termed  reverse 
faith.  They  believe  they  are  going  to 
die  and  they  do  die;  some  believe  they 
will  die  eventually  of  some  terrible 
disease,  and  they  do,  because  their 
faith  is  based  upon  their  earthly  sur- 
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roundings  and  not  upon  God's  prom- 
ises and  His  Word.  Many  times  Jesus 
states  in  the  Word  that  "he  that  be- 
lieveth,  hath."  We  can  receive  an 
answer  to  our  prayers,  if  they  are 
according  to  God's  Word,  for  healing, 
salvation,  or  divine  guidance  through 
life.  We  were  saved  when  we  believed 
that  God  saved  us,  because  His  Word 
told  us  so  if  we  would  believe.  Wasn't 
that  a  wonderful  time,  when  you 
looked  up  and  said,  "Lord,  I  believe!" 
And  remember  what  a  change  took 
place  in  your  life!  Well,  that  was  liv- 
ing faith,  the  faith  which  puts  God 
to  work  in  our  behalf. 

Heb.  10:35,  Cast  not  aivay  there- 
fore your  confidence,  ivhich  hath 
great  recommence  of  reward.  Believing 
that  our  prayers  are  granted  at  the 
time  we  pray  and  that  we  have  re- 
ceived what  we  pray  for  even  before 
we  see  it,  is  the  confidence  that  he 
speaks  of,  and  warns  us  not  to  cast  it 
away.  Do  you  have  this  confidence?  1 
John  5:15,  "And  if  we  know  that  he 
hear  us,  whatsoever  we  ask  we  know 
that  we  have  the  petitions  that  we  de- 
sired of  him."  Bible  faith  will  produce 
Bible  results.  One  must  not  accept  any 
contrary  testimony  in  preference  to 
God's  Word.  If  you  do,  it  will  nullify 
the  Word  as  far  as  you  are  concerned. 
Pay  no  attention  to  your  feelings,  or 
ailments;  God's  Word  was  not  written 
to  harmonize  with  your  feelings  (Re- 
member, the  natural  man  cannot  un- 
derstand the  things  that  be  of  God.) 
We  must  be  steadfast  in  resisting 
everything  contrary  to  the  Word  of 
God,  even  if  it  is  our  feelings.  Faith 
means  that  we  have  left  the  realm  of 
the  senses,  or  that  of  natural  reason- 
ing (and  here  is  where  some  will  get 
off)  and  have  gone  on  to  the  better 
things  ahead.  Faith  will  lift  us  up 
into  a  heavenly  plane,  a  place  where 
a  carnal  mind  cannot  enter,  which 
natural  reasoning  cannot  explain — 
because  faith  takes  us  beyond  the 
boundary  line  of  puny,  natural  man. 

Luke  17:12-14,  "And  as  he  entered 
into  a  certain  village,  there  met  him 
ten  men  that  were  lepers,  which  stood 
afar  off:  And  they  lifted  up  their 
voices,  and  said,  Jesus,  Master,  have 
mercy  on  us.  And  when  he  saw  them, 
he  said  unto  them.  Go  shew  your- 
selves unto  the  priests.  And  it  came 
to  pass,  that,  as  they  went,  they  were 
cleansed."  These  men  had  living 
faith;  they  paid  no  attention  to  their 
affliction  or  feelings;  they  acted  upon 
His  promise  to  heal  them.  And  as  they 
went  they  were  healed. 

The  odor  of  perfume  is  nonexistent 
to  the  sense  of  hearing,  or  sight,  but 
it  is  real,  nevertheless,  to  the  sense  of 
smell.  Just  so.  what  we  take  by  faith, 


according  to  Mark  11:24,  is  at  first 
nonexistent  to  the  five  senses,  or 
natural  man,  but  that  does  not  mean 
that  our  healing,  or  the  thing  which 
we  desire  of  Him,  does  not  exist.  It  is 
real  to  the  man  who  believes. 

Jesus  commands  us  to  believe  that 
we  have  received  the  things  for  which 
we  pray  at  the  time  we  pray.  So  it  is 
clear  that  they  exist  in  two  forms: 
first,  invisible;  afterward,  visible.  We 
read  in  James  1:6,  7,  "But  let 
him  ask  in  faith,  nothing  waver- 
ing. For  he  that  wavereth  is  like 
a  wave  of  the  sea  driven  with  the 
wind  and  tossed.  For  let  not  that  man 
think  that  he  shall  receive  any  thing 
of  the  Lord."  Again,  Heb.  11:6,  "With- 
out faith  it  is  impossible  to  please 
him."  So,  a  faithless  life  will  only  in- 
cur the  frown  of  God's  disapproval, 
for  no  one  can  make  a  success  of  this 
life,  and  especially  the  life  to  come, 
without  having  the  right  kind  of 
faith.  Note  that  there  are  many  kinds 
of  faith  mentioned  in  the  Bible,  as 
well  as  elsewhere.  There  is  dead  faith, 
great  faith,  little  faith,  historical 
faith;  then  there  is  the  right  faith, 
faith  in  God's  Word,  obtained  by 
meeting  the  conditions  which  have 
been  laid  down  for  us  to  comply  with 
in  order  for  God  to  work  in  our  in- 
terest. What  a  wonderful  thought, 
that  there  is  a  faith  which  will  put 
all  the  forces  of  the  Godhead  to  work 
in  our  interest,  and  you  can  have  this 
faith.  It  is  to  be  found  in  the  Bible. 

My  text  said  that  Abraham  stag- 
gered not  at  the  promise  of  God  that 
a  son  would  be  born  to  them,  when 
both  he  and  his  wife  Sarah  were  old 
and  past  the  age.  To  the  natural  man 
it  was  unreasonable  and  could  not 
happen.  But  Abraham  was  strong  in 
faith,  and  it  came  to  pass.  Isaac  was 
born  as  the  direct  result  of  that  faith, 
and  all  the  nations  of  the  earth  were 
blessed  as  the  final  result. 

Faith  is  a  personal  matter.  You  can 
have  faith  when  all  the  world  is 
steeped  in  unbelief. 

We  read  in  Acts  14:9,  10,  "The  same 
heard  Paul  speak:  who  stedfastly  be- 
holding him,  and  perceiving  that  he 
had  faith  to  be  healed,  said  with  a 
loud  voice,  Stand  upright  on  thy 
feet.  And  he  leaped  and  walked." 

This  man's  faith  was  stimulated 
and  built  up  by  hearing  Paul  speak 
from  the  Word.  I  trust  that  you  who 
read  this  message  will,  as  the  result, 
have  your  faith  built  up  in  the  Word 
to  believe  God  for  whatever  your  need 
might  be. 

We  read  again  in  1  John  5:4,  "And 
this  is  the  victory  that  overcometh 
the  world,  even  our  faith." 


When  shadows  steal  upon  us, 

And  day  is  almost  gone, 
I  love  to  slip  out  of  doors 

Upon   the   new-moxvn   lawn, 
And  watch  the  flickering  fireflies, 

The  moon  and  stars  above, 
And  think  upon  the  goodness 

Of  our  Saviour's  boundless  love. 

I   like  to  think   of  all  the   ways 

He's  blessed  me  through  the  day, 
And  lift  my  heart  in  praise  to  Him 

In  a  humble  sort  of  way, 
For  though  darkness  hovers  around, 

My  heart,  within,  is  light, 
Because  a  new  day  folloivs 

The   very  darkest  night. 

— Hope  Goodman  Poivell. 


FICKLE  SPRING 

Today  I  walked  outside  my  home 
And    briefly    caught    a    glimpse   of 

errant  Spring, 
Stepping    lightly,    moving    fleetly, 

she  sped  across  the  lawn, 
Knocking  softly,  teasingly  upon  the 

heart  of  things. 

A  crocus   felt  her  breath  and  an- 
swered sleepily, 
Covering    her    mouth    with    petal 

hand  to  hide  a  yawn, 
Pulled  back  her  head  to  go  to  bed 

for  another  little  nap, 
Because   on   top   was   cold    and   ice 
and  intrigant  Spring  was  gone. 
— Lassie  R.  Manley. 


LET  NOT  YOUR  HEART 
BE  TROUBLED 

Let  not  your  heart  be  troubled, 
Bui   trust  Him  for  His  love; 

The   peace   that  heaven  fosters 
Is  given  from  above. 

The  Lord  extends  His  comfort, 
His   mercy,   and   His   grace 

To  guide  from  birth  His  children 
To  their  eternal  place. 

S?  now  when  doubts  assail  us, 
Our  souls  are  tempest  tossed, 

We  cry  in  mortal  terror 
And  feel  that  all  is  lost. 

Bu+  He  is  there  beside  us 

To  tell  ns  what  to  do: 
"Let  not   your  heart   be  troubled; 

My  love   will  see  you  through.'" 
—Bobby  E.  Bell. 


March,  1949 
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The  young  lady  chosen  for  the  March  Spotlight  is  Miss  Jessie  Hughes. 
Only  a  few  years  ago  Jessie  was  saved,  sanctified,  filled  with  the  Holy 
Ghost,  and  joined  the  North  Cleveland,  Tennessee,  Church  of  God, 
but  in  those  few  short  years  she  has  done  much  for  the  work  of  the 
Lord.  She  seldom  misses  a  service  at  the  church,  and  is  always  ready 
to  testify  for  her  Master;  when  the  altar  call  is  given,  she  is  ready 
to   pray   with   the   seekers. 

Miss  Hughes  is  a  member  of  a  trio  which  sings  both  for  the  church 
services  and  over  the  radio.  Many  have  been  blessed  by  the  songs 
which  are  rendered  by  these  girls.  When  the  regular  chorister  is  ab- 
sent, the  pastor  often  calls  on  Jessie  to  lead  the  choir,  since  she  is 
especially  talented  in  music.  She  is  also  y  P.E.  president  and  an  as- 
sistant   Sunday    School    teacher. 

Jessie  is  a  graduate  of  the  Bradley  High  School  of  Cleveland,  Tennes- 
see, and  attended  a  year  at  Bob  Jones  College,  where  she  took  a  busi- 
ness course  and  subjects  in  college  work,  after  which  she  accepted  a 
position  with  the  Merchants  Bank,  Cleveland,  serving  as  bookkeeper 
there   for   the   past  three   years. 

This  Christian  young  lady  is  the  daughter  of  a  Church  of  God  minis- 
ter, who  served  the  Church  for  many  years  before  his  death,  as  pastor, 
evangelist,  and  state  overseer.  She  is  very  spiritual  and  we  predict  a 
successful  future  for  her.  Great  things  are  in  store  for  the  youth  of 
the  Church  of  God  with  Christian  leaders  like  Miss  Hughes.  Pray  for 
her  that  God   will  always  direct  her   life. 


It  is  doubtful  that  any  laymember  has  ever  taken  a  greater  interest 
in  mission  work  than  the  young  man  in  March's  Spotlight.  He  is 
Johnny  Owens,  a  member  of  the  Riverside  Church  in  Atlanta,  Georgia. 

Johnny's  scholastic  record  in  the  public  schools  of  Atlanta  is  a 
very  enviable  one,  for  he  usually  led  in  every  class.  He  served  over- 
seas during  World  War  II  and  it  was  in  Benghazi,  Libya,  Africa,  that 
he  fell  under  Christian  influence  and  was  saved.  Then  he  was  sent 
to  Egypt,  where  his  spiritual  life  developed  under  an  elderly  veteran 
missionary. 

When  he  returned  from  the  war,  he  had  a  burning  heart  to  do  some- 
thing for  the  foreign  mission  cause.  Feeling  no  particular  call  of  his 
own  to  go  to  a  foreign  country,  he  decided  that  he  could  do  much 
good  even  at  home.  He  began  gathering  boxes  of  clothing  and  liter- 
ature and  mailing  these  to  our  missionaries  around  the  world.  Many 
countries  have  been  blessed  by  the  hundreds  of  New  Testaments, 
Gospels  of  John,  Bibles,  clothing  and  periodicals  which  he  has  col- 
lected and  sent.  The  money  which  he  has  sent  has  built  a  Riverside 
Memorial  Church  in  China.  An  Owens  Memorial  Church  is  now  under 
way  in  India.  The  vast  amount  he  is  doing,  however,  cannot  all  be 
listed    here. 

This  is  not  all  of  his  work,  for  he  is  a  tremendous  spiritual  influ- 
ence on  the  whole  church.  He  sings,  plays  the  piano,  conducts 
children's  services  (which  attract  huge  audiences)  and  distributes  lit- 
erature in  various   places  throughout   Atlanta. 

You  may  wish  to  contact  him,  sending  donations  of  money,  clothing 
or  e-ood  literature.  If  so.  his  address  is  Johnny  M.  Owens,  Route  7, 
Box   257-Ai    Atlanta,    Georgia. 


W^liat  1«§  His  Mame? 


For  Answer  See  Page  22 
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1.  He    was    born    at    Traverse    City,      11 
Michigan,  in  1896. 

2.  At  the  age  of  ten  he  was  converted, 
during  which  time  his  family  was 
living  in  the  state  of  Florida. 

3.  The  next  year  he  was  baptized 
with  the  Holy  Ghost,  July  23,  1907. 

4.  In  the  year  of  1910  he  united  with 
the  Church  of  God. 

5.  At  the  early  age  of  fifteen  he 
served  as  church  clerk. 

6.  He  was  only  sixteen  when  he  be- 
gan preaching  the  gospel. 

7.  The  first  General  Assembly  he  at- 
tended was  in  1912. 

8.  He  has  been  a  student  of  Bible 
Training  School,  Cleveland,  Ten- 
nessee, and  also  Holmes  Bible  and 
Missionary  Institute,  Greenville, 
South  Carolina. 

9.  For  four  years  he  pastored  East 
Chattanooga,  Tennessee,  Church 
of  God;  at  the  time  he  left  this 
church  it  was  the  largest  in  the 
movement. 

10.  He  pastored  Greenville,  South 
Carolina,  Church  of  God  for  eight 
years,  and  during  his  pastoral  work 
this  church  also  became  the  larg- 
est in  the  movement. 

Page  14 


He  has  established  churches  in 
Florida,  South  Carolina,  North 
Carolina,  Tennessee,  and  Georgia. 
This  outstanding  preacher  has 
conducted  revivals  in  scores  of 
churches.  His  greatest  revival  was 
in  Greenville,  South  Carolina, 
where  one  hundred  and  thirty- 
three  received  the  Holy  Ghost,  be- 
sides the  children  and  those  re- 
claimed. 

While  the  Church  had  seventy 
councilmen,  he  served  as  a  member 
of  this  council  for  three  years. 
14.  Fourteen  years  he  has  served  as  a 
member  of  the  Supreme  Council. 
He  has  served  on  the  Bible  Ques- 
tion Committee  at  the  General  As- 
sembly nine  years,  and  on  the 
Watchman  Committee  five  years. 
This  distinguished  preacher  ap- 
peared on  the  program  at  the  Gen- 
eral Assembly  ten  different  times 
to  preach  a  gospel  message. 

17.  He  has  been  a  member  of  the  Mis- 
sion Board  twenty-one  years,  and 
was  secretary  of  the  Mission  Board 
eight  years. 

18.  Four  different  years  he  has  served 
on  the  Orphanage  Committee. 
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19.  As  a  member  of  the  Board  of  Pub- 
lications he  has  served  six  years. 

20.  He  was  Superintendent  of  Educa- 
tion for  nine  years,  during  which 
time  he  changed  the  Bible  Train- 
ina,'  School  from  a  six-month  to  a 
nine-month  term,  and  got  the  High 
School  Department  accredited  by 
the  state  of  Tennessee. 

21.  He  was  the  founder  of  our  Junior 
College,  which  is  now  known  as 
Lee  College. 

22.  During  his  administration  as  Su- 
perintendent of  Education,  he 
erected  the  first  Bible  Training 
School  building,  which  is  now  one 
of  the  homes  of  our  orphan  girls. 

23.  As  state  overseer  of  South  Caro- 
lina, he  served  for  four  years. 

24.  He  has  visited  eleven  foreign  coun- 
tries. 

25.  This  well-known  preacher  married 
the  daughter  of  a  former  state 
overseer  of  Florida. 

26.  He  is  the  father  of  five  children, 
four  girls  and  one  boy,  and  has 
five  grandchildren. 

27.  All  his  family,  which  includes  his 
wife,  five  children,  one  daughter- 
in-law,  and  three  sons-in-law,  are 
members  of  the  Church  of  God, 
which  is  indeed  an  outstanding 
record? 

Who  is  he? 

The  Lighted  Pathway 
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Frank  Manning  removed  his  hat 
and  wiped  the  perspiration  from  his 
brow.  It  was  a  terribly  hot  day.  For 
weeks  the  sun  had  poured  its  burn- 
ing rays  upon  a  parched  earth  until 
grass  and  twigs  crackled  underfoot 
at  each  step.  Not  a  drop  of  rain  had 
fallen  recently  and  a  drought  was 
upon  the  land. 

"We  surely  do  need  rain,"  Frank 
commented  as  he  followed  a  path 
through  the  woods  to  his  cabin.  In  a 
few  minutes  the  aroma  of  his  eve- 
ning meal  mingled  with  the  scent  of 
the  forest. 

Having  finished  his  meal,  Frank  sat 
down  in  front  of  the  cabin  to  view 
what  should  have  been  a  panorama 
of  beauty,  but  the  lack  of  rain  had 
robbed  the  grass  of  its  green  color, 
burning  it  to  a  dull  brown;  had 
turned  the  once  luscious  fruit  to  dried 
berries;    death   replaced   life. 

Frank  was  something  of  a  hermit, 
living  alone  in  the  solitude  of  mighty 
forests  and  mountains,  his  compan- 
ions being  the  birds  and  animals  of 
the  forest.  Each  year  he  cleared 
enough  land  to  provide  a  living.  Some 
day  civilization  might  reach  his  door 
and  force  him  to  seek  seclusion  else- 
where, but  until  that  day,  he  would 
be  content  to  abide  in  his  present 
location. 

The  sun  had  dipped  below  the 
mountains  when  Frank  picked  up  his 
bucket  and  went  to  the  spring  after 
water.  For  several  minutes  he  studied 
the  haze  on  the  horizon. 

"Either  rain  or  a  fire,"  he  decided, 
uncertain  in  his  decision.  "I  hope  it 
is  rain.  What  a  blessing  it  would  be! 
And  what  destruction  a  fire  would 
cause  right  now  with  everything  so 
dry!" 

The  possibility  of  a  fire  was  ever 
present,  for  lightning  could  easily 
kindle  a  dry  tree  into  flames. 

During  the  night,  Frank  heard  the 
rumble  of  thunder  in  the  distance; 
flashes  of  lightning  pierced  the 
blanket  of  darkness,  but  the  storm 
was  some  distance  away,  and  follow- 
ing a  course  which  would  carry  it 
away  from  the  cabin.  Frank  was  soon 
asleep  again.  When  he  awoke  in  the 
morning,  he  thought  at  first  someone 
was  holding  a  blanket  over  his  head. 
Breathing  was  difficult.  Sitting  up- 
right in  bed,  he  discovered  the  room 
was  filled  with  smoke.  The  atmos- 
phere was  saturated  with  heat,  and 


he  was  surprised  he  had  not  been 
awakened  sooner. 

The  mountainside  was  afire  from 
foot  to  peak,  with  streamers  of  flame 
shooting  high  into  the  air  from  the 
tops  of  the  giant  pines.  Smoke  clouds 
rolled  in  huge  billows. 

Frank  saw  instantly  that  the  fire 
was  coming  his  way.  The  cabin  was 
doomed  to  destruction.  Trying  to  save 
it  from  the  flames  would  be  suicidal; 
even  now  he  would  be  fortunate  if 
he  saved  his  own  life.  The  speed  of 
the   fire   was   appalling. 

Frank  turned  his  back  to  the  fire 
and  ran  as  hard  as  he  could,  with 
the  roar  of  the  fire  sounding  like  a 
whirlwind  in  his  ears.  Burning  trees 
snapped  and  cracked  like  artillery  on 
a  battlefield.  How  small  and  puny  the 
man  seemed  as  he  raced  to  escape  the 
red  demon!  How  feeble  he  seemed  in 
contrast  with  the  power  of  the 
flames! 

The  fire  gained  on  the  fleeing  man, 
and  he  had  no  way  of  stopping  it. 
Frank  suddenly  realized  he  faced 
death.  Death!  No,  he  was  not  ready 
to  die!  He  became  frantic  in  his  effort 
to  escape,  but  only  wasted  his 
strength  in  unreasoned  flight.  He 
staggered  now;  grim  despair  drew 
lines  of  anguish  on  his  face.  He 
tripped,  fell,  rose  to  his  feet  and  stag- 
gered on.  Once  again  he  fell,  and  the 
world  seemed  shadowy  about  him. 
His  strength  was  exhausted;  he  could 
go  no  farther.  The  roar  of  the  fire 
sounded  like  the  triumphant  shouts 
of  demons  at  his  downfall. 

Hope  ebbed  low;  then  being  revived 
momentarily,  a  possible  way  of  escape 
presented  itself  to  him.  If  there  were 
only  time — if  he  could  clear  a  space. 
He  lighted  a  match  and  set  the  grass 
afire.  He  fanned  a  small  blaze  until 
it  spread  in  every  direction.  If  it 
only  would  spread  fast  enough! 

The  conflagration  traveled  at  great 
speed;  the  little  fire  burned  more 
slowly,  yet  gradually  increased  its 
volume  and  momentum.  As  soon  as  a 
small  area  was  burned  over.  Frank 
stepped  into  it  and  followed  the  fire 
as  closelv  as  he  could.  Hot  cinders 
burned  his  feet;  smoke  blinded  and 
nearly  strangled  him;  breathing  be- 
came a  painful  effort. 

The  small  burned  area  became  ex- 
tensive. As  the  large  fire  reached  the 
burned  area,  its  progress  was  checked, 
for  it  found  nothing  to  consume;  it 
swept  to  both  sides  where  there  was 
something  which  would  burn.  In  the 
midst  of  that  burned  area  there  stood 
a  man  beyond  the  reach  of  the 
flames.  Though  he  suffered  severely, 
he  still  possessed  life. 

When  he  was  able  to  return  to  his 
cabin,  he  found  it  in  ashes.  He  would 
have  been  in  like  condition  except 
that  he  stood  where  the  fire  could 
not  reach  him.  He  had  found  the  way 
of  escape. 

"The  way  of  escape,"  he  muttered. 
Where  had  he  heard  those  words  be- 
fore? Why  did  they  sound  familiar? 
Then  he  recalled  an  evening  some 
weeks  ago  when  he  had  gone  to  town 
after  supplies.  A  gospel  band  of  work- 
ers had  held  a  street  service,  and  he 


had  paused  long  enough  to  listen  to 
the  speaker. 

"Judgment  for  sin  is  the  great  pur- 
suer of  mankind,"  the  preacher  de- 
clared. "Every  human  effort  to  escape 
is  fruitless.  You  may  be  ahead  of  the 
judgment  now,  may  stay  ahead  of  it 
for  an  indefinite  period  of  time,  but 
eventually  it  will  overtake  you.  Each 
minute  brings  it  closer  to  you.  What 
will  be  your  fate  when  it  catches  up 
with  you?  It  depends  on  what  you  do 
with  Jesus  Christ.  He  stood  in  the 
judgment  place  for  you.  The  judg- 
ment for  sin  fell  on  Him.  Are  you  in 
the  place  where  sin  has  been  judged? 
If  so,  you  are  in  the  place  of  safety, 
and  beyond  the  reach  of  judgment.  If 
you  are  in  Christ,  you  are  safe 
from  judgment.  If  you  are  in 
Christ,  you  are  safe  from  judgment 
fires.  If  you  are  out  of  Christ, 
you  are  in  the  place  of  condemnation 
and  judgment.  You  must  choose  for 
yourself  which  place  is  yours.  In 
Christ  or  out  of  Christ!  Eternal  life 
or  eternal  death!  Free  from  judgment 
fires  or  everlasting  destruction!  You 
must  make  your  choice.  The  place  of 
safety  in  Jesus  Christ  is  available  for 
you  if  you  desire  to  enter  it." 

Frank  again  saw  that  forest  fire 
circle  the  burned  area,  for  there  was 
nothing  there  on  which  it  could  feed. 
He  had  escaped  physical  death  be- 
cause he  stood  in  the  place  of  safety. 
But  what  about  judgment  for  sin? 
Was  he  in  the  place  of  safety?  No,  he 
was  not.  But  now,  after  his  experi- 
ence, the  words  of  the  faithful  gos- 
pel messenger  bore  fruit.  The  Word  of 
God  was  not  returning  void,  but  the 
power  of  the  Holy  Spirit  was  carrying 
the  message  home  with  convicting 
power. 

Frank  dropped  to  his  knees  and  con- 
fessed his  sins.  He  cried  for  mercy 
and  forgiveness,  and  rose  to  his  feet 
with  a  changed  heart.  In  Jesus  Christ 
he  was  on  ground  where  judgment 
could  not  touch  him,  for  Jesus  had 
died  for  him. 

He  turned  his  back  upon  the  cabin 
ashes  and  headed  for  town.  No  longer 
would  he  spend  his  life  in  selfish  sep- 
aration from  men.  He  had  an  experi- 
ence to  relate,  a  message  for  others; 
he  would  tell  them  how  he  had  found 
salvation  in  Jesus  Christ. — The  Sun- 
day School  Banner. 


March,  1949 
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GEMS  FOR  THOUGHT 

We  may  be  sure  of  God  even  when  we 
are   not  sure  of  ourselves. 

Not  one  of  us  is  responsible  for  all  the 
things  which  happen  to  us,  but  we  are  re- 
sponsible for  the  way  we  behave  when  they 
do   happen. 

Good  deeds  can  be  heard  farther  than 
loud    talk. 

If  we  forgive  ourselves  our  own  trespasses, 
we  should   also  forgive   our   neighbors. 

The  truth  will  have  its  way  if  man  will 
get  out  of  its  way. 

If  a  man  finds  the  Lord,  he  finds  good 
neighbors   on   the  same    block. 

The  school  of  experience  never  changes; 
it  always  will  issue  its  diplomas  on  the 
roughest  grade  of  sandpaper. 

God  will  not  look  you  over  for  medals 
and  dress,  but  for  scars. 


FACTS  ABOUT  THE  BIBLE 

The  Bible  holds  the  distinction  of 
being  the  first  printed  book  and  the 
best  selling  book  in  the  world.  There 
are  8.000,000  Bibles  printed  in  the 
United  States  annually,  and  35,000,003 
throughout  the  world. 

We  are  told  that  35,000,000  people  in 
the  United  States  are  without  Bibles; 
counting  five  members  to  a  family,  it 
would  mean  that  7,000,000  families 
are  without  Bibles. 

The  Bible,  or  parts  of  it,  has  been 
printed  in  over  918  languages  and 
dialects. 

The  first  complete  English  trans- 
lation of  the  Bible  was  made  by  Wick- 
liffe  in  1384. 

The  first  book  printed  from  movable 
metal  type  was  the  Latin  Bible  in  the 
year  of  1455. 

The  King  James  or  Authorized 
Version  of  the  Bible  was  first  printed 
in  1611  by  Robert  Barker. 

The  first  American  edition  of  the 
Bible  was  printed  in  the  Indian  lan- 
guage, at  Cambridge,  Massachusetts, 
in  1661  by  Rev.  John  Eliot. 

The  second  Bible  was  printed  in 
the  German  language  at  German- 
town,  near  Philadelphia,  by  Chris- 
topher Sower  in  1743. 

The  first  Bible  printed  in  the  Eng- 
lish language  in  America  was  pub- 
lished in  1753. 

The  Bible  is  composed  of  sixty-six 
books  written  by  about  36  authors  in 
a  period  of  time  covering  about  1,609 
years. 

The  word  "and"  occurs  46,277  times 
and  the  word  "reverend"  but  once. 

Ezra  7:21  contains  all  the  letters  of 
the  alphabet  except  "J." 

The  nineteenth  chapter  of  Second 
Kings  and  the  thirty-seventh  chapter 
of  Isaiah  are  alike. — New  Standard 
Reference  Bible. 


US 

This  world  is  full  of  problems, 

There's  much  to  cause  distress, 

We  are  all  bowed  beneath  the  cares, 

That  daily  'round  us  press; 

There's  only  one  solution, 

'Tis  simply  stated  thus — 

A  little  less  of  you  and  me, 

And  a  little  more  of  us. 

The  rule  of  each  one  for  himself, 

Most  foolish  is  to  folloiv, 

It  brings  no  savor  to  the  game, 

Its  victories  are  holloio; 

But  the  other  plan  has  never  failed, 

To  bring  satisfaction  plus, 

With  a  little  less  of  you  and  me, 

And  a  little  more  of  us. 

A  flake  of  snow  is  very  small, 

'Tis  lost  to  sight  quickly, 

But  many  flakes  combined. 

Will    fill    the    roads    and    pathways, 

quickly 
So — united  we  face  the  fight, 
Without  distress  or  fuss, 
With  a  little  less  of  you  and  me, 
And  a  little  more  of  us. — Sent  in  by 
Sister  H.  H.  Hungate. 


Missionary    Aarons    and    Hurs 

This    month    we    have    received    only    one 
voluntary   Aaron.    Since    we    have   the   space, 
we  shall  publish  her  letter.   Here  it  is: 
Dear  Editor: 

As  requested  in  the  "Lighted  Pathway," 
I  am  notifying  you  that  t  am  writing  our 
Brother  and  Sister  Carroll  in  Guatemala. 
I  am  praying  that  I  can  be  a  blessing  to 
them  in  my  weak  way. — Mary  Lou  Letts, 
Billings,  Montana. 

Note:  Thank  you,  Mary  Lou,  for  writing 
us  and  I  am  sure  your  letter  to  Brother  and 
Sister  Carroll  will  be  a  blessing  to  them.  We 
would  like  to  hear  from  others  who  write 
the  missionaries. 


BRING  IT  TO  GOD 

A  sentinel  posted  on  the  walls,  when 
he  discerns  a  hostile  party  advancing, 
does  not  attempt  to  make  headway 
against  them  himself,  but  informs  his 
commanding  officer  of  the  enemy's 
approach,  and  leaves  him  to  take  the 
proper  measures  against  the  foe.  So 
the  Christian  does  not  attempt  to 
fight  temptation  in  his  own  strength; 
his  watchfulness  lies  in  observing  its 
approach  and  telling  God  of  it. 


TOO   GOOD   TO   KEEP 

In  a  wealthy  residential  section  of 
Richmond,  some  new  owners  com- 
plained that  the  singing  of  a  small 
Christian  church  near  by  disturbed 
them.  A  petition  to  be  presented  to  the 
city  council  was  circulated. 

The  solicitors  brought  it  for  signing 
to  a  Jewish  resident.  He  read  it  and 
said,  "Gentlemen,  I  cannot  sign  it. 
If  I  believed  as  do  these  Christians, 
that  my  Messiah  had  come,  I  would 
shout  it  from  the  housetops  and  on 
every  street  of  Richmond,  and  nobody 
could  stop  me." — Moody  Monthly. 


K 


now 


Your  JMh 


By 


our  iviissionanes 

J.  Herbert   Walker,  Sr. 


not 
in 
his 
be- 
aa,e 


This  missionary  comes  from  a 
Church  of  God  minister's  home.  He 
was  born  October  10,  1927  (why 
remember  him  on  his  birthday) 
Akron,  Ohio,  and  traveled  with 
parents  in  the  gospel  work  even 
fore  he  could  remember.  At  the 
of  fifteen,  he  became  a  Christian.  After 
graduating  from  Elizabethton,  Tennes- 
see, High  School,  he  attended  Lee 
College  (B.T.S.)  two  years  and  Mary- 
ville  College  one  and  one-half  years, 
sacrificing  graduation  with  his  class 
to  accept  appointment  to  the  mission 
field  December,  1947,  where  he  is  now 
serving. 

Our  missionary  served  as  pastor  at 
Thompsons  Chapel  near  Maryville, 
Tennessee,  and  has  worked  among  the 
Spanish-speaking  people  in  New 
Mexico. 

He  is  a  consecrated  Christian  young 
man,  doing  a  splendid  work  in  what 
country? 

Who  is  he?  Where  is  he?  See  page  15  in 
next  issue  for  his  name. 


Last  month's  missionary:  Rev  G.  L.  Stil- 
well,  Calle  Abreu  No.  76,  Ciudad  Trujillo, 
Dominican    Republic 
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The  Lighted  Pathway 


74e 

Victor's  Crown 


Geneva  Carroll 

In  the  days  of  the  Apostle  Paul,  the 
famous  Isthmian  games  were  held 
every  fifth  year  near  Corinth.  These 
games  were  national  gatherings,  and 
from  far  and  near  people  came  to 
view  them.  They  were  held  in  an 
amphitheatre.  In  the  middle  of  this 
building  was  the  arena — a  sanded 
space  where  the  contests  took  place, 
and  all  around  were  tiers  of  seats  for 
the  onlookers. 

The  competitors  for  these  games 
had  to  fulfill  certain  requirements. 
For  ten  months  previous  to  the  date  of 
the  contest  they  had  to  undergo  very 
severe  training.  They  had  many  hard- 
ships to  endure  and  much  fatigue, 
and  they  were  allowed  only  certain 
kinds  of  food.  For  the  last  thirty  days 
they  were  obliged  to  attend  the  exer- 
cises at  the  gymnasium.  No  competitor 
should  enter  the  lists  unless  he  could 
prove  that  he  had  fulfilled  all  these 
requirements.  Often  one  of  the  com- 
petitors would  get  his  arm  broken, 
or  his  foot  thrown  out  of  joint  and  be 
obliged  to  swallow  mouthfuls  of  dust, 
receive  many  stripes,  and  after  all  his 
hardships  and  trials  lose  in  the  race. 

There  were  many  different  forms 
of  contests — running,  wrestling,  box- 
ing, etc.,  but  in  each  contest  there 
could  be  only  one  victor.  The  winner 
of  the  contest  was  crowned  with  a 
garland  of  pine  leaves,  and  this  prize 
was  very  much  coveted.  Perhaps  you 
may  think  that  was  a  very  poor  re- 
ward, but  those  men  were  willing  to 
undergo  all  the  months  of  weary 
training  just  to  have  the  chance  of 
winning  it,  for  the  victor  was  greatly 
honored.  Poets  would  write  songs 
about  him,  and  when  he  returned 
home,  the  wall  of  his  town  was  thrown 
down  that  he  might  walk  over  it  as 
though  he  were  a  conqueror.  Often 
his  fellow  citizens  erected  a  statue  in 
his  honor. 

Paul  wrote  to  the  people  of  Corinth 
and  told  them  that  the  Christian  life 
is  very  much  like  one  of  the  above- 
mentioned  contests.  We  have  to  be  just 
as  much  in  earnest  as  those  competi- 
tors. But  we  have  entered  a  much 
grander  contest,  and  we  are  striving 
for  a  much  better  reward.  They  do  it  to 
receive  a  "corruptible  crown,"  a  gar- 
land of  leaves  that  will  soon  wither 
away;  but  we  are  promised  an  "in- 
corruptible crown,"  a  crown  that  will 
last  for  ever  and  ever.  Only  one  could 
win  in  the  Corinthian  contest,  but  in 
the  Christian  life  everyone  who  runs 
in  the  race  can  win.  Paul  tells  us  that 
the  Christian  life  is  the  happiest  life 
one  could  live,  and  if  we  want  to  win 
the  victor's  crown,  we  must  run 
straight  ahead  and  never  take  our  eyes 
off  the  goal.  We  must  allow  nothing  to 
distract  us  from  our  aim.  "So  run  that 
ye  may  obtain."  Be  as  much  in  earnest 
to  get  to  heaven  as  the  Corinthian 
competitors  were  to  gain  their  prize. 


THIS  MONTH'S  CROSSWORD  PUZZLE 


— Margaret  J.  Miller. 


ACROSS 


2,   3.    Pictured   ex-General   Overseer   of   the 

Church  of  God   Is  Rev.  — .  — .  . 

First   word   in  John   21:9. 
Last  word  in  Genesis  36:23. 

"The   rings,   and jewels,"    Isaiah   3:21. 

Language  of   the   Scottish   Highlanders. 
".  .  .  fleeing  into  the  wilderness  in  former 

time  desolate  and  ,"  Job  30:3. 

".   .   .   to   him   it   is  ,"   Romans    14:14. 

Son    of   Jacob,    Genesis    30:9-11. 

A    standard    of    perfection. 

An   affirmative  answer. 

Genus    of    shrubs    including    the    Virginia 

willow. 

"...  who  built  ,  and  Lod,   with  the 

towns  thereof,"   1  Chron.  8:12. 
"Whosoever    therefore    shall    break    one    of 

these  commandments  .  .   ."  Matt.  5:19. 

Last  word  in  Genesis  11:18. 

".    .   .  Master,   we  would   a  sign   from 

thee,"    Matt.    12:38. 

Slain  by   Joab,   2   Samuel   3:27. 


37.  Son  of  Gad,  Genesis  46:16. 

38.  An    amorous   stare. 

39.  ".    .   .   thy  rod  thy  staff  they  comfort 

me,"  Psa.  23:4. 

42.  Past  participle  of  "eat." 

45.  "All  these  the  beginning   of  sorrows," 

Matt.    24:8. 

"And  every  man  that  striveth  for  the  

is    temperate    in    all    things."    1    Cor.    9:25. 

"...  as  the  that  hasteth  to  the  prey," 

Job  9:26. 

Grafted. 
53.  Fifth    book    of    New    Testament. 

56.  "Because  thou  didst  on  the  Lord,  he 

delivered     them     into     thine     hands,"     2 
Chron.    16:8. 

57.  Rural  Delivery  (abbr.). 

58.  "I  have  not  sent  these  prophets,  yet  they 

."  Jer.  23:21. 

"And   all   that   handle   the  ,    .   .    .   shall 

come     down     from    their    ships."     Ezekiel 
27:29. 


47 


49 


52 


59 


DOWN 


tears    shall    reap    in 


"They    that    

joy,"    Psa.    126:5. 

"Then     our     mouth     filled      with 

laughter,"  Psa.   126  :2. 

"But     Solomon     built    him    house," 

Acts.   7:47. 

Two-letter    word    mentioned    three    times 

in  Mark  3:15. 

Son    of    Asher,    Genesis    46:17. 

".  .   .  also  such  as  wrought  iron  and  brass 

to  the   house  of   the  Lord."   2  Chron. 

24:12. 

To   recount. 

".    .    .    and    his    son    reigned    in    his 

stead,"    1    Kings    15:8. 

".   .   .  and  that  he  might  them   forth 

to  preach,"   Mark  3:14. 

"But    let    your    communications    be,     yea, 

yea;    Nay,   .    .    ."   Matt.   5:37. 

Mortgage   (abbr.). 

Past    tense    of    word     meaning     "to    lease 

again." 

"As  for  as  the  is  from  the  west,  ..." 

Psa.  103:12. 
To  overlay. 
South    American    tree. 


24.  "And   in   his  son   shall  he  set   up   the 

gates  of   it,"   Joshua   6:26. 
26.  "And   there    was   one    Anna,   a   prophetess, 

...  of  the  tribe  of ,"   Luke  2:36. 

28.  "Get  thee  up  into  this  mountain  Abarim. 

unto  mount  ,"  Deut.  32:49. 

30.  Tree   in  Isaiah   6:13. 

34.  Snapping   beetle. 

35.  Nerve  network. 

36.  "Then    the    king    arose,   and his    gar- 
ments," 2  Sam.  13:31. 

40.  "Be     not     far    from    me;     for     trouble     is 
.    .    ."    Psa.    22:11. 

41.  "Take  a  pot  and  put  an  full  of  manna 

therein,    ..."    Exodus    16:33. 

43.  ".   .   .  of  ,  the  family  of  the  Eranites," 

Numbers   26:36. 

44.  New  York  City  (abbr.). 

46.  " these  are  the  beginning  of  sorrows," 

Matt.  24:8. 
48.  Same  as  39  across. 

50.  " thee  behind  me,  Satan,"  Luke  4:8. 

51.  ".    .    .    he    kept    him    as   the    apple    of    his 
,"  Deut.  32:10. 

54.  Same   as   5   down. 

55.  South    America    (abbr.). 


March,  1949 
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After  Death  ~  Wfaa  7W 


By  Manuel  F.  Campbell 


T, 


HE  BIBLE  repeatedly  points 
out  the  certainty  of  death  and  the 
brevity  of  life.  James  4:14,  "It  is  even 
a  vapour,  that  appeareth  for  a  little 
time,  and  then  vanisheth  away."  It 
is  first  the  babe,  next  the  youth,  old 
age,  and  then  the  grave.  Man  has 
shown  tremendous  interest  in  retain- 
ing life.  His  desire  is  reflected  by  the 
many  hospitals,  convalescent  homes 
and  the  disbursement  of  billions  of 
dollars;  all  these  bespeak  his  profound 
interest  in  life.  Man  was  elated  by 
the  thought  that  if  he  could  only 
drink  of  the  Fountain  of  Youth  he 
would  never  grow  old,  but  that  foun- 
tain in  Florida  can  claim  no  such 
power.  Man  has  been  forced  to  come 
face  to  face  with  the  grim  realities 
of  this  fleeting  life.  Your  life,  my  life, 
which  is  sometimes  considered  so 
durable,  is  as  only  a  vapour. 

".  .  .  it  is  appointed  unto  men  once 
to  die.  .  .  ,"  Heb.  9:27.  Death  is  uni- 
versal. The  cold,  unwelcome  hand  of 
death  reaches  into  your  home  and  my 
home,  as  well  as  the  far-flung  corners 
of  this  universe,  wheresoever  men  and 
beast  are  found,  and  claims  his  vic- 
tims. Though  you  would  enclose  your- 
self in  a  house  of  steel,  death  would 
find  you  there.  Though  you  would 
feed  on  the  most  nutritive  food  and 
reside  in  the  greatest  health  resort 
this  world  affords,  death  cares  not 
for  that.  The  rich  man,  the  poor  man, 
the  beggar  man,  and  the  thief  all 
must  take  time  to  die.  There  are  those 
who  have  no  time  for  God,  no  time 
for  the  church,  no  time  to  think  of 
eternity,  but  who  will  be  compelled 
to  take  time  to  die.  The  engineer  will 
leave  his  locomotive;  the  pilot  will 
leave  his  plane;  the  businessman  will 
leave  his  "big  deal"  pending — why? 
Because  when  death  knocks,  man  can- 
not stay. 

I  am  satisfied  it  has  been  as  long 
as  twenty-five  years  since  some  peo- 
ple have  gone  to  church.  Pastors 
spend  sleepless  hours  meditating  and 
praying  for  some  plan  to  stimulate 
more  interest  among  the  members  of 
his  church.  One  pastor  told  me  he  had 


no  idea  a  certain  person  was  a  mem- 
ber of  his  church  until  he  was  called 
to  conduct  a  funeral  for  a  member  of 
the  family.  The  pastor  shook  his  head 
and  said,  "It  is  too  bad  it  takes  a 
funeral  to  get  some  members  to  at- 
tend church."  But  rest  assured  of 
one  thing,  DEATH  is  compulsory.  Ec- 
clesiastes  8:8,  "There  is  no  man  that 
hath  power  over  the  spirit  to  retain 
the  spirit;  neither  hath  he  power  in 
the  day  of  death."  Voltaire,  the 
French  agnostic,  on  his  deathbed, 
said  to  his  physician,  "I  will  give  you 
half  of  my  wealth  if  you  will  give  me 
six  months  of  life."  Death  cares  not 
for  wealth  nor  popularity.  Further- 
more, that  kindly  family  doctor  will 
one  day  lie  down  and  die  also.  Death 
is  demanding.  No  one  secures  exemp- 
tion from  him.  He  considers  none 
indispensable.  He  places  the  dew  of 
death  on  the  brow,  the  death  rattles 
in  man's  throat,  and  death  claims 
another  victim.  Man  lies  silent  in 
death;  it  is  all  over. 

In  view  of  the  fact  that  man  shall 
and  must  die,  he  should  be  greatly 
concerned  about  AFTER  DEATH— 
WHAT  THEN?  Job.  14:14,  "If  a  man 
die,  shall  he  live  again?"  Job  begged 
for  light  to  be  shed  on  his  gloomy 
pathway.  THANK  GOD  FOR  THE 
PENETRATION  OF  IMMORTAL 
LIGHT  ON  SO  GREAT  A  QUESTION. 

Responding  to  a  knock  at  the  door, 
a  mother  was  given  a  telegram  from 
the  War  Department,  which  read,  "We 
regret  to  inform  you  that  your  son 
was  killed  in  action."  Sobbing  and 
heartbroken,  yet  she  claimed  the 
promises  of  God.  She  said,  "This  is 
not  all.  I  shall  see  my  son  again  and 
hold  him  in  my  arms.  Though  he  lies 
buried  yonder  on  foreign  soil,  he 
will  be  raised  and  given  back  to  me." 
Jesus  said,  "Because  I  live,  ye  shall 
live  also."  The  dying  soldier's  eyes 
were  closed  in  pain — he  shall  be 
awakened  in  peace  and  with  immortal 
glory  when  the  trumpet  shall  sound. 
Up,  soldier,  the  Captain  bids  you  rise! 

AFTER  DEATH— WHAT  THEN  for 
the  Christian?  1  Thess.  4:16,  17,  "For 
the  Lord  himself  shall  descend  from 
heaven  with  a  shout,  with  the  voice 
of  the  archangel,  and  with  the  trump 
of  God:  and  the  dead  in  Christ  shall 


rise  first:  Then  we  which  are  alive 
and  remain  shall  be  caught  up  to- 
gether with  them  in  the  clouds,  to 
meet  the  Lord  in  the  air:  and  so  shall 
we  ever  be  with  the  Lord."  No  heart- 
warming days  on  earth  shall  excel  or 
even  equal  that  glorious  day  in  the 
future  for  a  reunion  day.  Some  scoff 
at  the  thought  of  the  return  of 
Christ,  but  thank  God,  I  have  faith 
in  my  heart  to  believe  that  He  shall 
return.  His  coming,  and  the  swift  de- 
parture of  the  saints,  to  many  will 
be  as  a  thief  in  the  night;  it  will  occur 
with  great  rapidity  and  will  result  in 
great  alarm  by  those  left  behind. 
Many  unbelievers  will  then  be  con- 
verted— too  late  for  the  rapture.  It  is 
quite  possible  that  the  world  may  fol- 
low a  pattern  somewhat  like  this  im- 
mediately after  the  rapture  takes 
place:  Someone  rushes  to  a  radio 
microphone,  interrupting  all  pro- 
grams, and  states,  "Stand  by  for  an 
important  announcement.  Here  it  is! 
An  unestimated  number  of  people 
have  just  vanished.  Great  amazement 
and  concern  is  felt  throughout  the 
Nation.  Reports  are  still  pouring  in 
from  the  different  states  and  the  isles 
of  the  sea.  No  definite  explanation 
can  be  given  just  yet.  Keep  tuned  to 
this  station  for  further  details."  A 
man  runs  down  the  street  with  papers, 
shouting  frantically,  "Extra!  Extra! 
read  all  about  it!"  But,  my  friends, 
while  these  things  are  occurring  on 
earth,  I  want  to  be  in  glory.  I  wish 
neither  to  hear  the  broadcasts  nor 
read  the  papers  that  report  the  great 
event.  We  who  love  the  Lord  do,  how- 
ever, greatly  desire  to  be  with  Jesus 
and  the  redeemed  of  all  ages,  for 
then  all  burdens,  hardships,  trials  and 
persecutions  will  forever  be  in  the 
forgotten  past.  All  of  earth's  sorrow 
will  be  forgotten  in  the  greatness 
of  heavenly  joys.  There  will  be  no 
frail  bodies  or  weeping  Christians 
walking  down  the  streets  in  glory. 
Some  would  say  of  the  Christian,  "You 
are  just  a  silly  dreamer."  Well,  if  we 
are  dreaming,  let  us  dream  on,  be- 
cause one  glorious  daybreak  we  shall 
awaken  with  immortal  glory.  Another 
fact  which  will  make  this  day  so 
marvelous,  all  the  combined  forces 
of  evil  will  be  helpless  in  trying  to 
keep   the    departed    Christian   in    the 

(Continued  on  page  19) 
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The  Lighted  Pathway 


lee  College  Echoes 


THE  MISSIONARY  SOCIETY 

The  Missionary  Society  of  Lee  Col- 
lege is  not  a  recently  organized  club. 
It  is  almost  as  old  as  the  School  it- 
self, and  together  they  have  grown 
hand  in  hand. 

In  the  last  few  years,  the  society 
has  extended  considerably.  It  is  real- 
ized that  not  all  of  those  who  are 
members  of  the  Society  necessarily 
intend  to  become  missionaries.  This 
Society  is,  nevertheless,  a  means  to 
a  definite  goal.  Many  from  the  Society, 
who  will  never  go  to  a  mission  field, 
will  promote  interests  in  missions  here 
at  home,  and  certainly  that  will  be  of 
mutual  help  to  their  co-workers  on 
the  field. 

For  the  past  three  years,  the  Society 
has  brightened  the  Christmas  of  some 
missionary  by  merely  sending  a  small 
token  in  the  form  of  a  magazine  sub- 
scription or  a  valuable  book. 

The  greatest  contribution  which  the 
Missionary  Society  has  made  is  not  to 
be  counted  in  funds,  but  rather  mis- 
sionaries themselves.  Today  its  former 
members  unfurl  the  banner  for  Christ 
in  distant  lands  from  blue  Hawaii  to 
frozen  Alaska.  At  the  Guatemalan 
trail's  end,  they  tell  the  story  which 
shall  never  grow  old.  In  little  Utila, 
they  teach  Christ  and  Him  crucified. 
The  islands  of  the  Caribbean  sing 
because  they,  too,  have  heard  that 
Jesus  saves. 

Special  services  have  been  con- 
ducted by  the  Missionary  Society  in 
an  effort  to  help  the  local  churches 
raise  their  mission  offering.  Neverthe- 
less, the  Society  knows  that  wherever 
the  cause  is  presented  in  its  true  as- 
pect many  will  willingly  respond,  not 
only  with  their  money,  but  also  with 
their  lives. 

This  year  again  the  Society  is  plan- 
ning for  their  annual  Mission  Week. 
This  will  be  the  third  year  in  which 
our  Society  has  conducted  such  a 
series  of  meetings.  During  this  time, 
a  very  special  emphasis  will  be  placed 
upon  the  great  missionary  enterprise. 
We  hope  to  keep  this  need  constantly 
before  our  Church  of  God  youth,  and 
we  find  that  this  is  one  of  the  most 
effective  means. 

The  Missionary  Society  wishes  to 
reassure  its  missionaries  that  some- 
how there  is  still  a  bridge  o'er  the 
ocean  which  is  builded  by  prayer  and 
a  love  strong  and  tried.  Somehow,  even 
at  this  time,  we  clasp  hands  with  you 
wherever  you  are,  and  pray  that  the 
Lord  of  harvest  will  use  you  mightily. 
Remember  that  "though  sunder  part, 
by  faith  we  meet  around  the  blood- 
stained  mercy    seat." 

All  together  we  join  our  voices  and 
hearts  in  this  one  great  purpose.  We 
all  work  through  different  channels 
to  achieve  one  common  goal.  Certainly 
we  are  all  determined  that  the  King- 
dom of  Jesus  Christ  shall  have  no 
frontiers. — Martha   Pullin,   reporter. 


BEGINNING  LIFE  AT  LEE 
COLLEGE 

It  is  wonderful  how  they  come! 
From  coast  to  coast,  mothers  and  fa- 
thers have  stood  and  peered  into  train 
and  bus  windows,  whispered,  "God 
bless  you,  child,"  and,  with  brave  lit- 
tle smiles,  watched  the  tiny  speck  of 
a  train  or  bus  disappear  in  the  dis- 
tance. 

Several  hours  later,  in  a  certain 
town  in  Tennessee  in  a  certain  dormi- 
tory, a  dozen  or  more  heads  popped 
out  of  the  doors  and  as  many  voices 
eagerly  chorused,  "Another  new  one?" 

New  students  are  the  objects  of 
much  interest  and  curiosity  in  Lee 
College  at  about  this  time  of  year. 
Exams  are  over  and  the  second  semes- 
ter is  just  beginning.  When  a  new  one 
comes,  everyone  has  to  look  him  over 
and  ask  a  torrent  of  questions:  Where 
is  he  from?  What  is  he  going  to 
study?  What  does  he  plan  to  be?  Does 
he  know  so-and-so?  Has  he  ever  been 
to  Bible  School  before? 

Then  it  is  his  turn  to  ask  questions: 
Where  is  the  cafeteria?  Where  is  the 
library?  Where  are  the  classrooms? 
When  are  the  church  services?  May 
students  attend  church  off  campus? 
When  and  where  is  registration?  These 
and  endless  other  questions  must  be 
answered  before  the  newcomers  feel 
at  ease.  The  old  students  are  eager 
to  help  them  become  adjusted,  for 
they  remember  well  how  those  little 
feelings  of  strangeness  persist  in 
creeping  into  the  mind.  Even  though 
they  come  from  far  and  near,  and 
from  vastly  different  environments, 
in  their  eyes,  whether  blue  or  brown, 
there  glows  the  same  light  of  a  pure 
life.  In  their  faces,  whether  comely 
or  homely,  is  the  courage  and  deter- 
mination of  youth  who  are  sacrificing 
lives  of  transient  pleasures  for  lives 
of  service  to  God  and  man.  They  feel 
the  same  thrill  when  the  student  body 
sings  "Every  Day  with  Jesus";  they 
feel  the  same  fellowship  and  wonder 
when  their  voices  are  lost  in  the  voices 
of  hundreds  of  others  praying  to  the 
Father. 

Of  course,  they  feel  new  and  strange 
now,  at  the  beginning  of  the  second 
semester,  but  in  only  a  little  while 
they  will  be  another  one  of  Lee  Col- 
lege's large  family.  Even  though  there 
is  a  great  difference  in  them  all, 
physically,  socially,  and  mentally, 
there  is  also  a  great  likeness  through 
a  common  knowledge  and  belief  in 
Christ  and  a  membership  in  His  great 
family. — Kathryn  Sellers,  Wilmington, 
North  Carolina. 


A  NEW  STUDENT  SPEAKS 

Upon  my  arrival  at  Lee  College,  I 
was  greeted  by  an  atmosphere  of  true 
Christianity.  The  friendliness  which 
prevailed  made  you  immediately  feel 
that   you  were   a   part   of  the   many 


"Lee  College  Boosters."  I  was  most 
impressed  by  the  way  the  president, 
deans,  and  teachers  placed  themselves 
on  the  same  level  of  the  students. 

I  feel  that  the  decision  I  made  to 
come  to  Lee  College  to  prepare  myself 
for  the  work  of  our  great  Lord  and 
Master,  Jesus  Christ,  was  the  great- 
est one  I  have  ever  made. — Ruth  Kin- 
solving,  Belle,  West  Virginia. 


WEEK-END   SERVICES  AT  LEE 
COLLEGE 

The  services  at  School,  over  the 
week  end  of  January  23,  were  espe- 
cially uplifting.  Many  students,  hav- 
ing completed  their  final  exams  a  lit- 
tle early,  had  gone  home  for  the  week 
end,  which  made  the  attendance 
smaller  than  usual,  but  God's  presence 
was  great. 

Students  are  allowed  to  attend  the 
local  church  services  on  Friday  night, 
but  a  service  is  also  conducted  for 
those  who  desire  to  remain  at  school. 
Hearts  were  touched  this  Friday  night 
by  the  personal  testimony  of  Lacy  D. 
Powell,  registrar  and  dean  of  students. 
God's  protection  to  him  through 
months  of  combat  and  imprisonment 
caused  all  to  realize  the  wonderful 
privilege  it  is  to  be  a  child  of  God's. 

Dean  Tapley  delivered  a  wonderful 
message  Sunday  morning  on  "The 
Value  of  a  Personal  Testimony,"  and 
on  Sunday  night  the  service  had  a 
special  mission  emphasis.  Mrs.  J.  H. 
Walker,  Jr.,  missionary  to  Haiti,  spoke 
of  her  experiences  there. 


AFTER   DEATH— WHAT  THEN? 

(Continued  from  page  18) 

grave  and  the  living  saints  from  be- 
ing changed.  Out  from  the  remote 
past,  saints  will  rise  from  the  dust  and 
speak    of   His    grace. 

The  world  will  become  idle  before 
His  Majesty.  All  the  mighty  wheels 
of  industry  will  stop  and  stand  still. 
Kings  will  crawl  down  from  the  throne 
to  stand  before  the  almighty  God. 
The  merchant  will  sell  his  last  order; 
the  drunkard  will  take  his  last  drink; 
the  gambler  will  rake  in  his  last  dol- 
lar before  he  stands  at  the  bar  of  the 
great  King.  All  will  stand  there 
stripped  of  pretence  and  hypocrisy 
to  give  an  account  to  God  for  an  ill 
and  misspent  life.  I  ask  you  profes- 
sional men  who  know  not  Christ  to 
consider;  I  ask  you  worldly-minded 
church  members  to  consider;  I  ask 
you  young  people  to  consider;  I  ask 
you  sinners  to  consider — AFTER 
DEATH— WHAT  THEN? 


March,  1949 
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By     AVIS     SWIGER 


For  the  month  of  March  let  our 
family  worship  hour  center  around 
the  story  of  one  of  the  finest  of  the 
Old  Testament  characters — one  who  is 
typical  of  Christ  in  many  ways — 
Joseph. 

All  songs  used  this  month  will  be 
found  in  "Sing  of  Calvary"  or  "Peaks 
of  Paradise." 

March   1 

Scripture,  Genesis  37:1-11. 
Joseph  is  hated  by  his  brothers. 
Song:  "He  Leadeth  Me." 
Prayer:  We  are  thankful,  dear  Lord, 
that  each  of  us  can  be  your  favor- 
ite child. 

March    2 
Scripture,  Genesis  37:12-28. 
Joseph  sold  by  his  jealous  brothers. 
Song:  "I  have  Forsaken  All  to  Follow 

Jesus." 
Prayer:  Lord,  help  us  to  be  free  from 
all   jealousy. 

March   3 

Scripture,  Genesis  37:28-36. 
Jacob  mourns  for  Joseph,  whom  he 
believes  dead. 

Song:  "Nearer,  My  God,  to  Thee." 
Pray:   For  a  spirit  of  love  and  unity 
in  the  family. 

March  4 

Scripture,  Genesis  39:1-6. 
God  prospers  Joseph  and  the  house 
of  Potiphar. 

Song:  "I  Surrender  All." 
Prayer:   A  claiming  of  God's  promise 
to  go  with  us  all  the  way. 

March   5 

Scripture,  Genesis  39:7-23. 
God's  care  of  Joseph  in  prison. 
Song:   "I  would  Not  Be  Denied." 
Prayer:     Thank    you,    Jesus,    for    the 
many  stories  of  your  watch-care 
over  your  children  even  in  prison. 

March   6 

Scripture,  Genesis  40:1-23. 
Joseph  the  interpreter  of  dreams. 
Song:  "Pass  Me  Not." 
Pray:   For  understanding   hearts  and 
minds  to  be  a  help  to  others  in 
time  of  need. 

March  7 

Scripture,  Genesis  41:1-13. 
Pharaoh  hears  of  Joseph's  power  to 
interpret  dreams. 
Song:  "I  Must  Tell  Jesus." 
Prayer:    That    we    may    always    give 
glory  to  God  for  all  we  accomplish. 

March    8 

Scripture,  Genesis  41:14-32. 
Joseph  interprets  Pharaoh's  dream. 
Song:    "Jesus   Saves." 
Prayer:  A  praise  from  our  hearts  be- 
cause we  know  the  God  who  has 
all  power. 

March  9 
Scripture,  Genesis  41:33-45. 
Joseph  gives  Pharaoh  wise  counsel. 
Song:   "Blessed  Assurance." 
Prayer:  Help  us.  Lord,  to  be  "wise  as 
serpents  and  harmless  as  doves" 
in  dealing  with  others. 
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March    10 

Scripture,  Genesis  41:46-57. 
Joseph  made  governor  of  Egypt. 
Song:   "  'Tis  So     Sweet     to     Trust  in 

Jesus." 
Prayer:   Even  when  we  can't  see  your 
plan  in  our  lives,  help  us  to  walk 
on  in  faith. 

March    11 

Scripture,  Genesis  42:1-17. 
Joseph  meets  his  ten  brothers. 
Song:   "There  Is  a  Fountain." 
Prayer:      If     false     accusations     are 
brought    against    us,    help    us    to 
trust  in  you. 

March  12 
Scripture,  Genesis  42:18-28. 
Joseph  tests  his  brothers. 
Song:   "Where  Shall  I  Be?" 
Prayer:  "All  things  work  together  for 
good";    may  we  live  like   we   be- 
lieve it! 

March    13 
Scripture,  Genesis  42:29-38. 
Joseph's   brothers    report    to    Jacob. 
Song:   "How  Firm  a  Foundation." 
Prayer:   Keep   us  on  that  foundation 
that  we  may  have  nothing  to  fear. 
March    14 
Scripture,  Genesis  43:1-14. 
Jacob   consents   to   send    Benjamin. 
Song:   "God  Calling  Yet." 
Prayer:    May   our   care    for   our   chil- 
dren   be    guided    and    limited    by 
God's  will. 

March    15 
Scripture,  Genesis  43:15-34. 
Joseph  weeps  over  his  brothers. 
Song:  "Ready." 

Prayer:   We  desire  to  be  ready  under 
all  circumstances  to  do  Thy  will. 
March    16 
Scripture,  Genesis  44:1-13. 
Joseph  detains  his  brothers. 
Song:  "Farther  Along." 
Prayer:  We  know,  Lord,  that  you  are 
able  to  make  a  way  where  there 
seems    to    be    no    way,    and    that 
some  day  we  shall  understand  it 
all. 

March    17 
Scripture,  Genesis  44:14-34. 
Joseph's    early    dreams    come    true. 
Song:    "My  Hope  Is  Built." 
Pray:  For  a  closer  walk,  where  dreams 
really  come  true. 

March    18 
Scripture,  Genesis  45:1-12. 
Joseph  made  known  to  his  brothers. 
Song:    "His    blood    Is    on    My    Soul." 
Prayer:  Make  it  easier,  Lord,  for  us  to 
reveal  our  inner  self  to  others. 
March    19 
Scripture,  Genesis  45:13-28. 
Joseph  and  Phavaoh  send  an  invi- 
tation to  Jacob  to  come  to  Egypt. 
Song:  "I  Won't  Turn  Back." 
Prayer:    When    we    start    something, 
may  we  have  the  grace  to  go  on. 

March    20 
Scripture,  Genesis  46:1-7;  26-34. 
Joseph  meets  his  father. 
Song:     "Jesus     Lover     of     My     Soul" 


( Martyn  i . 
Prayer:  If  we  trust  in  you,  Lord,  you 
will  bring  it  to  pass. 
March    21 
Scripture,  Genesis  47:1-12. 
Jacob  given  a  good  home. 
Song:  "It's  Glory  for  Me." 
Prayer:  We  thank  thee,  Lord,  because 
all    good   and  perfect   gifts   come 
down   from  Thee. 

March    22 

Scripture,  Genesis  47:13-31. 
Joseph  does  his  appointed  work. 
Song:  "You  Can't  Lo  Wrong  and  Get 

By." 
Prayer:    Every    appointed   task,   great 
or  small,  should  have  our  careful 
attention. 

March   23 
Scripture,  Genesis  48:1-22. 
Joseph's    sons    received     by    Jacob. 
Song:    "Lord,  I'm  Coming  home." 
Piayer:    Thank   you  for   accepting   us 
as  your  children. 

March   24 
Scripture,  Genesis  49:29-33. 
Joseph  s  father  gives  a  charge. 
Song:    "Work  for  the  Night  Is  Com- 
ing." 
Prayer:  We  truly  desire  to  be  always 
obedient  children. 
March   25 
Scripture,  Genesis  50:1-13. 
Joseph  mourns  his  father. 
Song:  "Oh,  I  Want  to  See  Him." 
Prayer:   Tears  must  come  to  all,  but 
they  water  the  growing  grain. 

March   26 

Scripture,  Genesis  50:14-21. 
Joseph  shows  real  love  in  comfort- 
ing his  brothers. 

Song:   "His  Love  Lights  the  Way." 
Prayer:    "Love   hides    a    multitude   of 
sins";    may    we    always    look    at 
others  through  eyes  of  love. 
March   27 
Scripture,  Genesis  50:22-26. 
Joseph's  prophecy  and  death. 
Song:   "I'll  Fly  Away." 
Prayer:    May  our  faith  look   out  be- 
yond the  visible  and  believe  God's 
promises. 

March   28 
Scripture,  Exodus  1:1-14. 
Egypt    forgets    Joseph     and     God's 
blessings   to   them   for   Joseph's  sake. 
Song:  "Watching  You." 
Prayer:  Help  us  to  remember  all  your 
goodness  to  us. 

March    29 
Scripture,  Acts  7:1-9. 
Stephen  speaks  of  Joseph. 
Song:   "Asleep  in  Jesus." 
Prayer:    We    want    our    names   to    be 
among  the  faithful. 
March    30 
Scripture,  Acts  7:10-19. 
God's  promise  to  Joseph  fulfilled. 
Song:  "Hallelujah  Side." 
Prayer:  We  thank  Thee  for  the  proof 
of    divine   inspiration    we    receive 
from  this  fulfillment. 
March    31 
Scripture,  Hebrews  11:12-22. 
Joseph  listed  with  the  faithful. 
Song:    "That   Glad   Reunion   Day." 
Prayer:    Help  us  to   pattern  our  lives 
after  all  good,  and  be  as  Joseph, 
trusting    and    faithful. 

The  Lighted  Pathway 
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Any  book  which  receives  favorable  men- 
tion on  this  page  can  be  purchased  from 
the  Church  of  God  Publishing  House,  2502 
Montgomery  Avenue,  Cleveland,  Tennessee. 

ROOT  OUT  OF  DRY  GROUND,  by  Argye  M. 
Briggs,  illustrated  by  Reynold  H.  Weidenaar, 
323   pages,   cloth   bound,    Eerdmans.     .     $3.00 

Here  is  a  masterpiece  of  Christian  fiction, 
beside  which  the  bulk  of  today's  crop  of  liter- 
ary trash  and  chaff  pales  into  meaningless- 
ness  and  insignificance.  Most  religious  books 
today  fall  into  two  categories:  one  holding 
that  to  be  sparkling  and  realistic,  true  Chris- 
tianity must  be  rigorously  evaded;  the  other 
holding  that  to  be  spiritual  it  must  become 
a  preachment.  But  this  book  is  a  happy 
blending  of  real  literary  masterfulness  and 
depth  of  spiritual  feeling.  The  author  has 
her  message  to  bring,  but  she  does  not  in- 
sult the  intelligence  of  the  reader  by  labor- 
ing each  point,  but  trusts  him  to  gather  his 
own    spiritual    lessons. 

The  book  is  realistic,  and,  therefore,  will 
be  criticized  by  some.  It  does  not  portray  a 
pseudo-life  of  rose-tinted  hue,  but  treats  it 
as  it  is  lived,  with  all  its  sordidness  and  trav- 
ail. Between  these  covers  is  the  poignant 
story  of  Chrissie,  the  child  of  a  carnival  team, 
born  in  the  Sanders'  home,  and  Jansie,  the 
magnanimous,  hunGhbacked  girl  who  reared 
Chrissie  from  the  moment  of  her  birth.  You 
will  not  soon  forget  this  Jansie,  for  her 
struggle  to  raise  her  "poor  white"  family  to 
a  place  of  respectability,  and  her  effort  to 
teach  Chrissie  the  meaning  of  integrity  and 
life,  and  to  guide  her  into  virtue's  path,  will 
be  stamped  unforgettably  upon  your  heart. 

THE  THIRD  STRIKE,  by  Jerry  Gray,  edited 
by  Glenn  Clark,  59  pages,  Abingdon-Cokes- 
bury $1.00 

This  terrifying  portrait  of  alcoholism  should 
be  required  reading  for  every  minister  and 
social  worker  in  the  Church.  It  is  the  true 
chronicle  of  a  man's  addiction  to  whisky, 
written  in  his  own  forceful  words.  There  is 
no  sugar-coating  of  the  facts,  but  a  doomed 
soul  tells  the  story  of  his  dipsomania  in 
powerful,  revealing  language.  It  is  clear  that 
religion  knows  only  half  the  truth  when 
alcoholism  is  thought  to  be  nothing  more  than 
habit — it  is  a  sickness  that  only  God  can  cure. 

Jerry  Gray  fought  a  losing  battle  against 
desperation  and  frustration — two  strikes  were 
always  against  him.  His  dramatic  story  was 
left  unfinished  when  finally  the  third  strike 
was  called  against  him.  The  postscript  by 
another  writer  reveals  that  he  was  mastered 
by  liquor  until  the  day  he  died — a  suicide. 

Those  whose  lives  have  been  sheltered  from 
the  menace  of  alcohol  should  read  this  with 
thankfulness  to  God  for  His  sparing  grace. 

HYMN  STORIES  OF  THE  20TH  CENTURY, 
by  William  J.  Hart,  M.A.,  D.D.,  139  pages, 
cloth  bound,  W.  A.  Wilde  Co.      ...    $1.75 

Hymn  lovers  will  treasure  this  book.  It  jus- 
tifies its  title,  for  it  tells  of  the  influence  of 
our  hymns  in  our  own  day,  and  deals  very 
little   with    the   origins   of    the   songs.   Hymns 
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with  which  the  reader  is  familiar  will  be- 
come more  significant  to  him,  and  stories 
of  those  which  are  not  familiar  will  in- 
spire him  to  discover  their  beauty. 

From  cover  to  cover,  these  stories  make  ex- 
cellent devotional  reading,  and  are  unusually 
colorful  for  sermon  and  address  illustra- 
tions. The  book  is  literally  filled  with  in- 
formal, intimate  stories  of  situations  in  which 
our    hymns    have    played    an    important    role. 

TOWARD   THE   GREAT   AWAKENING,   by 

Sidney    W.    Powell,    173    pages,    cloth    bound, 
Abingdon-Cokesbury $2.00 

With  keen  spiritual  insight  the  author 
points  out  to  evangelicalism  its  only  road  to 
survival — a  determined  revivalistic  evange- 
lism. Since  the  appearance  of  his  early  book 
Where  Are  the  People?  Sidney  W.  Powell  has 
been  recognized  as  one  who  is  possessed  of 
a  burning  heart  for  soul-saving  in  the  church. 
And  now  appears  this  volume  to  show  that 
there  is  no  way  for  Christianity  except  the 
way  it  began,  and  the  way  it  has  recovered 
from  every  previous  lapse  into  dormancy: 
the  Church  must  have  a  revival.  The  author 
carefully  traces  the  vital  role  revivalism  has 
played  in  every  critical  period  of  the  world, 
and  gives  encouragement  by  reminding  that 
morning  is  never  nearer  its  entrance  than 
when  the  night  is  blackest,  and  when  the 
ebb  is  at  its  utmost  point  then  is  the  tide 
nearest  its  return.  The  condition  of  the 
Church  is  such  today  that  we  must  be  nearest 
our  revival,  which  cannot  come  naturally, 
but  must  be  brought  about  by  the  prayer- 
ful effort  of  the  Church  herself. 

If  your  confidence  in  revivals  has  been 
weakened,  you  not  only  will  enjoy  this  book 
but  you  need  it.  If  this  volume  receives  the 
wide  attention  it  deserves  it  will  assist  in 
prodding  the  Church  from  her  laxity  into  a 
spirit  of   world-wide  revival. 

THE     BIBLE     HAS      THE     ANSWER!      by     Dale 
Crowley,   176  pages,   cloth  bound,  Van  Kam- 

pen     Press $2.00 

I  have  never  seen  another  Bible  quiz  book 
quite  like  this  one,  for  it  has  the  best  fea- 
tures of  them  all  brought  together  in  one 
stimulating  provocative  volume.  It  is  vir- 
tually impossible  to  use  it  without  feeling 
the  urge  to  go  back  to  your  Bible — not  be- 
cause the  answers  in  the  book  are  not  clearly 
given,  but  because  such  little  known  Bible 
facts  are  unearthed  that  you  will  "just  want 
to  check."  This  is  the  ideal  book  of  its  kind; 
it  is  definitely  not  just  another  Bible  quiz 
book.  The  quizzes  range  from  very  simple 
to  very  difficult,  from  those  for  small  chil- 
dren to  those  for  highly  skilled  Bible  stu- 
dents. You  can't  rush  breezily  through  this 
book,  for  something  is  certain  to  stump  you, 
and  help  you.  It  is  admirably  suited  for 
young  people's  services,  study  groups,  the 
family  hour,  parties,  or  even  your  own  private 
enjoyment. 


MISSIONARY  STORIES,  by  "Aunt  Theresa" 
Worman,  64  pages,  paper  bound,  Moody 
Press 50  cents 

In  this  book  there  are  ten  stories,  about 
ten  different  countries,  each  giving  an  im- 
portant message  concerning  foreign  missions. 
All  the  book's  young  characters  were  created 
to  strengthen  the  child's  faith  in  God,  estab- 
lish his  spirit  of  brotherhood  with  all  nation- 
alities and  stimulate  his  interest  in  missionary 
work.  This  teaching  is  set  in  stories  as  ex- 
citing with  perilous  adventure  as  any  your 
child   has   ever  heard. 

THE  PEANUT  MAN,  by  Harry  Albus,  89  pages, 
hard     cover,     Eerdmans.         .         .         .     $1.00 

By  the  sheer  weight  of  his  greatness, 
against  the  tides  of  prejudice,  without  the 
benefit  of  help  other  than  his  own  genius. 
Dr.  George  Washington  Carver  carved  for 
himself  a  niche  in  the  heart  of  America 
which  will  doubtless  grow  fonder  through  the 
years.  Dr.  Carver's  life  is  told  here,  beginning 
with  the  time  he  and  his  slave  mother  were 
kidnapped  from  the  Missouri  plantation  of 
their  owner,  Moses  Carver,  and  ending  with 
his  death  after  he  had  attained  great  emin- 
ence at  Tuskeegee  Institute  in  Alabama. 

Especially  suited  for  children  from  eight  to 
fourteen  years  of  age. 

BIRD  LIFE  IN  WINGTON,  by  J.  Calvin  Reid, 
122  pages,  hard  cover,  Eerdmans.     .     .     $1.50 

Wington  is  one  of  the  most  delightful 
communities  you  have  ever  visited.  It  is  in- 
habited by  Hoo-Hoo  Owl,  Baldy  Eagle,  Speedy 
Skylark,  Jessie  Loon  and  other  fascinating 
bird  personalities,  who  either  do  or  do  not 
attend  the  First  Birderian  Church.  These 
stories  are  the  author's  clever  way  of  teach- 
ing enduring  truths,  such  as  trust  in  God, 
church  etiquette  (birdiquette),  church  at- 
tendance, and  obedience  to  parents.  If  you 
object  to  sermonettes  in  story  form,  designed 
to  hold  the  attention  of  young,  inquisitive 
and  restless  minds,  then  you  will  not  ap- 
preciate this  lavishly  imaginative  volume,  and 
may  even  disdain  it.  But  for  most  parents 
it  is  the  type  of  book  they  will  read  to  their 
children,  tuck  them  into  bed,  and  then  take 
it  back  off  the  shelf  and  read  it  for  their 
own    delight. 

THAT  I  MAY  KNOW  HIM,  by  Vance  Havner, 
94    pages,    hard   cover,    Revell.       .     .     .     $1.50 

From  the  account  of  his  precocious  child- 
hood in  the  hills  of  North  Carolina  to  his 
closing  statement  of  faith  in  the  second 
coming  of  Christ,  this  personal  testimony  of 
a  beloved  evangelist  is  one  of  the  most 
pleasant  books  I  have  read  in  many  a  day. 
It  sparkles  with  candor  and  wit  that  the 
reader  will  not  want  to  enjoy  alone;  he  will 
feel  compelled  to  read  portions  of  the  book 
aloud  to  the  person  nearest  to  him.  Books  of 
this  type  are  rare. 

The  amazing  frankness  of  the  book  is  note- 
worthy, for  it  reveals  the  inner  struggle  of 
a  man  who  lost  his  faith  in  fundamental 
Christianity  and  became  engulfed  by  the  ris- 
ing tide  of  liberalism — only  to  discover  that 
liberalism  is  not  the  type  of  Christianity 
that  satisfies  the  soul.  The  fact  that  he 
recovered  from  his  higher  critical  experiment 
and  made  a  true  comeback  into  the  fold  of 
fundamentalism  should  be  heartening  to 
every  person  who  has  shared  in  these  temp- 
tations  and   mental   yearnings. 

The  author's  nostalgic  remembrance  of  old- 
time  revivals  and  camp  meetings  is  sure  to 
pleasantly  disturb  you,  and  will  likely  fill 
you  with  a  healthful  longing  for  the  return 
of  these  spiritual  feasts. 
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BELL  OVER   BLACKPINE 

(Continued  from  page  5) 

gurgling  sound,  the  house  was  torn 
into  the  current  of  the  river.  But  the 
springing  limb  had  struck  the  minis- 
ter in  the  temple,  and  he  fell  in  a 
heap  to  the  floor  of  the  raft.  .  .  . 
*     *     * 

.  .  .  Raymond  awoke.  He  was  on  a 
pallet  in  the  church  house,  with  old 
Duff  Simpson  grinning  down  at  him. 

"How  you  feel,  Brother  Raymond?" 

Raymond  grinned  back.  "Is  every- 
body safe?  We  didn't  lose  anyone, 
did  we,  Duff?" 

"Nary  a  soul!  God  bless  your  spun- 
ky heart!  Yo're  jest  th'  kind  of  man  I 
like.  Shore  am  glad  I  come  back  to 
Blackpine.  Got  here  th'  day  it  started 
raining.  Wanted  to  wait  till  it  stopped 
to  come  to  th'  cabin,  but  ..." 

Raymond  sat  up.  The  floor  was 
filled  with  people  asleep.  Some  were 
awake,  and  their  words  were  filled 
with  gratitude  and  appreciation. 

"Glory  to  God!"  said  Duff  again. 
"We  had  a  prayer  meetin'  here  while 
you  wuz  knocked  out.  Ol'  Tom  Jenkins 
got  saved!  His  wife  did,  too.  Jim 
Gordon  got  saved!  And  a  bunch  more 
got  saved,  er  wuz  seekin'  th'  Lord.  I 
never  saw  th'  like  of  praying  in  all 
my  life.  Th'  alter  wuz  full.  People 
wuz  crying  and  confessin'  like  you 
never  heerd  of  before.  Said  they  had 
wanted  to  come  to  church  fer  a  long 
time,  but  wuz  too  stubborn." 

Raymond  stared  in  amazement. 

"The  rain's  'bout  stopped,"  Duff 
went  on.  "It's  already  daylight  out- 
side. Some  of  th'  men  waded  into  th' 
store  an'  got  some  vittles — th'  wim- 
men's  cooking  over  in  th'  cabin.  'Most 
all  th'  town's  ruint.  Lotta  people's  gon- 
na have  to  stay  here  fer  awhile.  That 
is,  till  we  kin  git  some  of  th'  houses 
built  back." 

"God  bless  you,  Duff!  We  can  build 
them  back,  can't  we?" 

"Shore  can,  young  feller!  We  built 
this  here  church   house,  didn't  we?" 

And  that  is  how  Christianity  was 
brought  to  Blackpine,  in  the  raw 
Northwest,  many  years  ago — borne 
by  the  earnest  Christian  heart  of 
young  Raymond  Andrews. 
THE  END 


HELPS   FOR  THE  TEMPTED 

(Continued  from  page  7) 

he  was  thus  engaged,  that  God  drew 
near  to  speak  to  Jacob. 

The  same  lesson  comes  again  and 
again  from  the  divine  revelations  of 
which  we  read  in  scripture.  Moses  was 
tending  his  sheep  amidst  the  rocks 
and  furz  of  Horeb  when  God  appeared 
to  him  in  the  burning  bush  and 
taught  him  that  that  mountainside 
was  holy  ground.  The  disciples  were 
standing  half-naked  in  their  fishing 
boat,  worn  out  with  the  long  night's 
fruitless  toil,  when  they  discerned 
someone  standing  on  the  beach,  and 
the  disciple  whom  Jesus  loved  said 
unto  Peter,  "It  is  the  Lord."  Saul  of 
Tarsus  was  riding  on  horseback 
through  the  sunshine  of  the  Syrian 
noonday  when  that  brighter  light  from 
heaven  shone  round  about  him. 
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HAPPY   HOME  CIRCLE 

(Continued  from  page  6) 

7.  Criticisms  of  one  parent  by  the 
other  should  never  be  made  in  the 
presence  of  the  child,  as  this  tends 
to  break  down  authority  and  to  breed 
disrespect. 

8.  Parents  should  not  criticize 
day  or  Sunday  School  teachers  in  the 
hearing  of  the  children  as  this  also 
undermines  their  authority. 

9.  There  should  be  close  co-opera- 
tion between  parents  and  teachers, 
with  the  very  definite  purpose  in 
view  of  better  understanding  of  the 
child,  to  the  end  of  character  de- 
velopment. 

10.  When  there  is  some  person  as 
a  member  of  the  family  who  is  some- 
thing of  a  disturbing  factor,  perhaps 
unintentionally,  a  frank  family  con- 
ference, from  which  the  children  are 
excluded,  should  be  of  value,  and  a 
suitable  course  of  action  should  be 
decided  upon  which  will  be  fair  and 
kind  and  just  to  all  concerned. 

11.  Recognition  should  be  made 
of  the  fact  that  absolutely  smooth 
sailing  does  not  develop  strong  char- 
acters, and  that  even  younger  chil- 
dren should  learn  the  commendable 
art  of  getting  along  with  those 
around  them  pleasantly.  This  is  an 
excellent  training  for  later  life  rela- 
tionships. 

12.  Children  should  be  taught  that 
when  they  yield  to  hasty  tempers  and 
permit  unkind  speech  to  pass  their 
lips,  they  are  not  only  hurting  others, 
but  injuring  themselves  and  displeas- 
ing God. 

13.  As  disrespectful  children  are 
fundamentally  ungrateful  children, 
the  virtue  of  gratitude  and  apprecia- 
tion should  be  cultivated  in  every- 
day life,  toward  the  other  members  of 
the  family,  and  for  the  love  and  pro- 
tection  of   a    kind    heavenly    Father. 

14.  Children  are  the  better  for 
having  to  consider  the  comfort  and 
well-being  of  the  people  around  them. 
Children  are  naturally  self-centered 
and  selfish,  and  even  the  Junior  child 
is  lacking  in  gratitude  unless  he  is 
trained  to  observe  and  be  grateful  for 
what  is  done  for  him.  Such  training 
should  not  deprive  a  child  of  its  free- 
dom or  right  to  be  happy,  but  rather 
teach  him  to  watch  out  that  others 
have  the  same  rights  also. 

15.  The  child  should  be  led  in 
different  ways  to  see  that  disrespect 
to  others  cheapens  and  lowers  the 
one  who  is  disrespectful,  and  causes 
others  to  have  a  poor  opinion  of  such 
a  person.  That  disrespect  is  a  "mark 
down"  in  our  own  value. 

16.  Parents  and  teachers  should 
frequently  express  appreciation  of, 
and  admiration  for,  respectful  cour- 
tesy. 

17.  Children  should  be  taught  that 
genuine  good  manners  are  those 
which  function  at  home  as  well  as 
away  from  home;  that  regardless  of 
whether  others  see  and  hear,  God 
always  sees  and  hears,  not  only  what 
we  do,  but  what  we  think  and  feel. 

18.  By  means  of  example,  precept, 
character-building  stories,  teachings 
and  encouragement,  children  should 
be  inspired  to  want  to  show  parents, 


teachers  and  everybody  else  around 
them,  especially  older  people,  fine; 
respect.  They  should  learn  that  such 
conduct  is  due  their  elders,  and  if 
their  elders  happen  to  be  difficult  to 
get  along  with,  then  showing  them 
respect  is  an  evidence  of  real  courage 
and  fineness. 

19.  Teach  the  children  that  our 
attitude  to  others  has  a  direct  in-; 
fluence  upon  their  attitude  to  us. 

All  of  this  can  not  be  taught  to  a 
child  in  a  day  or  a  week,  but  in  the 
course  of  the  weeks  and  months  and 
years  the  seed  thoughts  will  take  root; 
and  they  will  flourish  if  warmed  and 
watered  by  the  sunshine  of  sympa- 
thetic helpfulness  and  the  rain  of 
gentle  understanding  when  there  has 
been  a  failure. 

Respect  for  elders  is  the  foundation! 
upon  which  respect  for  God  can  be 
expected  to  stand. 

JANUARY   PRIZE  WINNER 

MRS.  JERRY   DODD, 
Sumiton,  Alabama,   770  papers 

RULES:  A  cash  prize  of  $5.00  is  of-i 
fered  each  month  to  the  person  who 
(1)  sells  the  most  LIGHTED  PATH-; 
WAYS  and  (2)  pays  for  the  papers; 
by  the  twentieth  of  the  month.  Pay-! 
ment  for  each  month's  issue  is  due  on 
the  twentieth  of  that  same  month. 

Note :  Honorary  mention  is  due  J.  D. 
McKay,  of  Alabama  City,  Ala.,  who 
sold  3,150  papers,  and  Nelma  Wilkes,  of 
Huntsville,  Alabama,  who  sold  980  pa- 
pers, both  of  whom  were  late  sending 
in  their  payment. 
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Answer  to    "What's  His  Name?' 
Rev.  Zeno  C.  Tharp 

BOUND  LIGHTED  PATHWAY 
BOOKS 

A  limited  supply  of  bound  LIGHT- 
ED PATHWAY  books  are  yet  in  stock. 
The  1945  and  1946  books  are  $1.00 
each,  and  the  1947  and  1948  books 
are  $1.25.  Get  your  order  in  imme- 
diately in  order  to  be  sure  of  receiv- 
ing your  copy.  You  will  find  these 
books  of  untold  value  in  the  years  to 
come. 

Also  we  have  January,  1949, 
LIGHTED  PATHWAYS  yet  in  stock. 
While  they  last,  price  6c  each. 


The  Lighted  Pathway 


Jvanaom  Seed  for  a 
JJeuberaie  utarvest 


•  Emperor  Charles  V,  of  the  Holy  Roman  Empire,  once 
tried  for  several  days  to  make  several  clocks  tick  in  perfect 
unison,  but  finally  gave  up  in  utter  defeat.  Even  though 
the  clocks  would  seem  for  a  few  minutes  to  be  ticking  to- 
gether, they  soon  were  making  an  irregular  and  dis- 
cordant noise.  The  Emperor  admitted  the  impossibility  of 
such  a  continued  harmony,  with  the  opinion  that  since 
clocks  could  not  be  forced  to  tick  together,  neither  could 
several  men  be  forced  to  think  alike,  or  act  alike.  That  is 
so.  Just  because  they  did  not  tick  together  did  not  mean 
that  any  one  of  them  was  any  less  a  clock — or  that  any 
one  of  them  was  an  incorrect  keeper  of  time.  They  just 
did  not  tick  in  constant  unison.  If  your  fellow  man  does 
not  always  agree  in  thought  with  you,  it  does  not  mean 
that  he  is  any  less  Christian  than  you  are,  or  that  he  is 
an  inferior  workman.  Each  clock  told  correct  time  by  its 
own  rhythm  of  ticking,  so  must  we  each  get  our  work 
done  by  our  own  individual  way. 

•  In  America's  Hall  of  Fame  there  are  only  four  minis- 
ters' names.  They  are  Phillips  Brooks,  William  Ellery  Chan- 
ning,  Henry  Ward  Beecher,  and  Jonathan  Edwards.  How- 
ever, you  will  find  recorded  there  the  names  of  many  per- 
sons who  followed  a  less  noble  calling  than  these  four 
preachers.  In  God's  Hall  of  Fame  the  estimate  of  greatness 
will  be  quite  different. 

The  eleventh  chapter  of  Hebrews  has  been  called  the 
Bible  Hall  of  fame. 

•  A  little  boy  became  interested  in  those  who  would  be 
in  heaven.  "Will  Father  be  there?"  he  asked.  "Then  I'm 
not  going  there!"  Home  religion  is  as  important  as  church 
religion;  we  should  make  others  want  to  go  to  heaven  be- 
cause we  are  going  there. 

•  In  the  western  United  States  there  are  certain  cactus 
plants  sharp  and  tough  enough  to  pierce  shoe  leather. 
Many  a  soldier  found  this  out  when  he  had  to  retire  from 
battle  during  early  skirmishes  with  the  Indians  to  nurse 
his  bleeding,  lacerated  feet.  Often  these  plants  wrought 
as  many  casualties  among  the  inexperienced  pioneers  as 
did  the  fracases  with  the  Indians.  That  is  why  we  need 
to  wear  the  shoes  of  the  preparation  of  the  gospel  of  peace 
(Ephesians  6:15) ;  because  a  stone  bruise,  or  a  maimed  foot 
will  render  us  as  incapable  of  battle  as  will  the  darts  of  the 
wicked  one. 


•  There  are  only  about  7,000  different  words  in  the  King 
James  (Authorized)  Version  of  the  Bible.  Any  alert  high 
school  graduate  has  a  greater  vocabulary  than  is  employed 
in  the  Book  of  Life,  heaven's  immortal  treasury.  The  Bible 
is  essentially  a  Book  for  the  average  man,  and  its  message 
is  barred  from  none. 

•  Buffalo  gnats  were  once  so  plentiful  along  the  Missis- 
sippi River  that  they  appeared  like  dark  clouds  hovering 
over  the  water.  Many  an  early  American  river  steamer 
ran  aground  when  the  pilot  became  blinded  by  the  swarms 
of  these  tiny  insects  that  gathered  about  the  boat.  It  is 
not  always  the  things  which  are  largest  that  blind  most 
easily,  but  our  spiritual  vision  is  more  often  blinded  by  the 
multitude  of  "little  things"  which  cloud  our  minds. 

•  Plato  the  philosopher,  said:  "I  thank  God  that  I  was 
born  a  man,  and  not  a  beast;  that  I  was  born  a  Grecian 
and  not  a  barbarian."  Yet  he  never  knew  the  blessedness 
of  Christianity  (he  lived  before  Christ) ;  so  we  bave  even 
more  than  he  had  for  which  to  be  thankful. 

•  John  Bunyan  was  a  much-loved  preacher,  and  always 
preached  to  eager  congregations.  When  he  was  put  in  pris- 
on because  of  his  preaching,  he  was  greatly  grieved,  and 
worried  much  about  the  hundreds  of  people  who  were 
famishing  for  the  Word  of  God.  The  judicial  and  ecclesi- 
astical authorities  told  him  that  he  could  have  his  freedom 
if  he  would  never  preach  again — but  he  told  them  that  if 
he  were  released  during  that  day  he  would  be  preaching 
the  Word  of  God  before  the  day  was  over.  Nothing  that 
was  done  could  effect  his  freedom.  When  he  prayed  in  the 
Bedford  jail,  he  implored  God  to  release  him  so  he  could 
again  feed  the  hundreds  upon  hundreds  who  were  so  des- 
perately in  need  of  his  ministry:  however,  he  closed  each 
prayer  with  the  assurance  that  he  desired  God's  will  to 
be  done,  albeit  he  could  not  see  how  God  could  use  his 
confinement  to  His  glory. 

But  God  knew  best.  His  release  would  have  been  a  bless- 
ing to  hundreds,  but  his  imprisonment  has  been  a  blessing 
to  literally  millions;  because  it  was  in  prison  that  he  was 
inspired,  and  found  time  to  write  Pilgrim's  Progress.  This 
immortal  book  will  never  have  its  influence  and  blessing 
fathomed,  for  it  is  read  by  thousands  upon  thousands  the 
world  over  in  the  same  atmosphere  of  worship  in  which 
the  Bible  is  read. 
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HERE'S  YOUR  OPPORTUNITY!  Enter  the  nation-wide  campaign  of  the  Church  of  God  to  increase  your  Su.-iday  School 
attendance — at   the   same   time  gain   the   opportunity   of  winning  one  of  the  30  prizes  totaling  more  than  $300. 

$iOO  in  Prizes 

Your  Sunday  School  is  eligible  and  stands  a  good  chance  to  win.  Think  how  interesting  it  will  be  to  compete  with 
Sunday  Schools  across  the  Nation  in  this  moving  enterprise.  YOU  COMPETE  WITH  SCHOOLS  OVER  THE  NATION  THE 
SAME  SIZE  AS   YOURS.     Read   the   contest  rules   below — they   are  so  simple  that  any  chi'd  can  understand  them. 

YOUR   SUNDAY   SCHOOL   CLASSIFIED  ACCORDING  TO   ATTENDANCE 

Group   A  Group    B  Group   C 

Schools    with    attendance    of  Schools    with    attendance    of  Schools   with    attendance   of 

300  or  over.  100   to   299.  99  or  less. 

RULES   FOR   NATIONAL  SUNDAY  SCHOOL  CAMPAIGN 

1.  The  drive  covers  five  Sundays — March  20  and  27,  and  April  3,  10,  and  17,  1949. 

2.  Sunday  Schools  will  be  classified  in  three  groups,  according  to  their  average 
attendance  on  March  21  and  28,  April  4,  11  and  18,  1948.  Group  1  will  include 
schools  with  an  average  attendance  of  300  or  more  for  the  five  Sundays  desig- 
nated in  1948.  Group  2  will  include  schools  whose  average  attendance  is  from 
100  to  299  for  the  same  Sundays  in  1948.  Group  3  will  include  schools  whose 
attendance  was  99  or  less  for  the  same  Sundays  in  1948. 

3.  Ten  prizes  will  be  awarded  in  each  of  the  three  groups — Groups  1,  2,  3 — thirty 
prizes  in  all. 

4.  Those  entering  the  Sunday-School-attendance  drive  will  be  judged  on  the  fol- 
lowing basis: 
•  Fifty  per  cent  of  total  points  will  be  based  on  the  percentage  of  increase  in 

attendance  for  the  five  Sundays  in  1949 — March  20  and  27,  and  April  3,  10 
and  17 — over  the  five  Sundays  in  1948 — March  21  and  28,  and  April  4,  11, 
and  18. 
^r  •  The  other  50  per  cent  of  the  total  points  in  the  contest  will  be  based  on  ef- 

^  fort  and  organization  exhibited  before  and  during  the  contest.  This  may  be 

given  in  a  written  statement  of  not  more  than  500  words,  and  must  be  signed 
by  the  pastor  or  superintendent.  The  statement  should  enumerate,  in  the 
following  manner,  how  your  Sunday  School  organized  for  this  special  cam- 
paign (literary  excellence  will  not  be  considered  in  judging  the  score): 

(1)  Efforts  made  toward  soul  winning  and  the  success. 

(2)  Number  of  teachers'  meetings  held  to  organize  and  carry  out  the  cam- 
.  paign. 

-f(  (3)   The  total  number  of  visits  made  by  teachers  to  new  prospects  and  to  5^- 

absentees. 

(4)  What  advertising  xoas  done  by  ivay  of  posters  and  annouricements  (send 
samples  of  posters,  etc.,  used). 

(5)  Outstanding  difficulties  encountered  and  overcome  should  be  explained,. 

5.  The  contest  closes  April  17,  1949.  All  reports  of  the  contest  must  be  postmarked 
before  midnight  of  April  30. 

6.  The  decision  of  the  judges  will  be  final,  and  in  case  of  a  tie,  duplicate  awards 
will  be  made. 

No  Sunday  School  Too  Large None  Too  Small 

++*++++******  Clip  and  mail  to  National  Youth  Director,  Church  of  God,  Cleveland,  Tennessee 

ENTRY   BLANK  — MAIL  IT   NOW! 

(To  National  Youth  Director,  Church  of  God,  Cleveland,  Tennessee) 
Fill  in  your  exact  Sunday  School  attendance  on  the  Sundays  listed  below: 

March  21,  1948 April  4,  1948  

March  28,  1948 April  11,  1948  _.. 

April  18,  1948  

Sunday  School  at  

Address  

Street 


*\#s*s*^*s#\#\#^#\r^N^*- 


City 


State 


Signature  of  pastor  or  superintendent 
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In  the  Jewish  reckoning  of  days  ev- 
ery part  of  a  day  is  counted.  The  body 
of  Jesus  was  laid  in  Joseph's  rock- 
hewn  tomb  in  the  suburban  garden 
near  Golgotha  on  Friday  night,  and 
remained  in  it  all  Saturday  and  Satur- 
day night — three  days  therefore.  On 
the  morning  of  the  third  day  He  rose 
from  the  grave.  This  was  the  first  glad 
Easter,  and  it  teaches  us  that  as  Jesus 
rose  from  the  grave  with  His  body, 
so  shall  we  rise  with  our  body.  There 
are  in  Rome  some  very  old  burying 
places  called  the  catacombs,  and  on 
the  walls  there  are  many  epitaphs  to 
Christians  buried  there,  some  very 
beautiful.  One  of  these  epitaphs  is 
this:  Tentianus  vivit  —  that  is,  "Ten- 
tianus  lives."  That  seems  a  strange 
thing  to  put  on  a  grave,  yet  it  is  per- 
fectly true.  The  love  of  that  Christian 
is  alive,  and  his  body  will  rise  again. 
But  sometimes  we  see  a  long  epitaph 
on  a  tomb,  all  about  death.  The  people 
who  write  these  gloomy  epitaphs  have 
forgotten  the  resurrection.  There  was 
a  great  painter  once  called  Albert 
Durer.  He  lies  buried  in  his  native  city 
of  Nuremberg,  in  Germany,  and  on 
his  tombstone  they  have  put  the  word 
Emigravit — he  has  gone  to  another 
country. 

Where  was  the  soul  of  Jesus  during 
the  three  days  between  the  crucifixion 
and  the  resurrection?  In  the  place  of 
departed  spirits.  When  the  third  day 
came,  the  soul  came  back  into  the 
body  again.  So  it  will  be  with  us;  our 
bodies  will  be  laid  in  a  grave  in  the 
cemetery  (which  means  a  sleeping- 
place),  and  our  souls  will  be  in  the 
place  of  departed  spirits,  and  when 
the  great  day  of  our  resurrection 
comes,  we  shall  have  bodies  into  which 
our  souls  will  come  again.  God,  who 
made  the  first  man  out  of  the  dust, 
can  make  our  bodies  again  out  of  the 
dust.  One  of  the  old  saints,  St.  Chrys- 
ostom,  explains  this  very  well.  He  says 
that  when  we  pull  down  a  house  in 
order  to  rebuild  it,  or  repair  its  ruins, 
we  take  the  inhabitants  out  of  it  lest 
they  should  be  injured  by  the  rubbish, 
and  we  find  them  some  other  dwelling 
till  the  house  is  rebuilt  and  beautified. 
So  when  God  perceives  our  worn-out 
body,  all  falling  to  pieces  from  sickness 
and  old  age,  He  calls  out  our  soul  for 
a  time,  and  takes  it  to  some  part  of 
His  great  kingdom;  and  when  the 
time  comes,  He  will  place  our  soul 
back  again  in  a  restored  and  beauti- 
fied body.  We  all  know  something  of 
death,  for  it  comes  to  all  houses  sooner 
or  later.  But  I  want  you  to  feel  that 
although  death  comes  to  all  our  bodies, 
we  are  just  as  much  alive  five  minutes 
after  death  as  we  were  five  minutes 
before.  The  soul  has  just  gone  from 
one  kind  of  life  to  another.  "I  am  the 
Life,"  that  was  a  name  Jesus  called 
Himself.  He  is  the  Giver  of  life  to  our 
souls  when  they  are  dead  in  sins,  and 
makes  it  possible  for  them  to  live  for- 
ever. 
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THE  DELAYED  MESSAGE 

L./URING  THE  NAPOLEONIC  WARS,  word  of  the  bat- 
tles could  not  be  sent  by  radio  to  the  homeland,  but  each 
message  had  to  be  sent  by  relay  over  a  system  of  sema- 
phore stations.  This  slow  method  of  receiving  news  of  the 
outcome  of  battles  was,  naturally,  straining  on  the  nerves 
of  those  at  home. 

When  England's  great  General  Wellington  finally  en- 
gaged France's  famous  Napoleon  in  battle,  the  English  were 
more  than  commonly  tense  and  anxious,  for  there  was  a 
grave  possibility  that  the  great  warrior  would  go  down  in 
defeat  before  the  forces  of  the  daring  Corsican.  Throngs 
of  Englishmen  waited  at  the  semaphore  station  nearest  the 
English  Channel,  and  waited  day  after  day  for  some  word 
of  the  war.  Finally  a  ship  drew  near  the  English  coast  and 
signaled  to  the  station  that  a  message  would  follow.  When 
all  was  ready,  the  semaphore  flags  on  the  ship  began  to 
rise  and  dip,  as  the  message  was  carefully  wigwagged  to 
the  shore. 

The  first  letter  was  "W"  and  the  second  "E."  The  Eng- 
lishmen knew  that  the  word  would  be  the  name  of  their 
general,  and  their  hearts  beat  faster  as  their  tension  rose 
ever  higher.  After  the  letters  W-E-L-L-I-N-G-T-O-N  were 
completed,  the  flags  continued  with  D-E-F-E-A-T-E-D  .  .  . 
and,  dramatically,  one  of  England's  famous  fogs  en- 
shrouded the  scene  before  another  letter  could  be  signaled. 
Terror  gripped  the  men  and  women  who  waited.  "Welling- 
ton defeated."  Their  worst  fears  were  confirmed;  the  "Lit- 
tle Corporal"  had  succeeded  again,  and  those  who  knew  it 
were  sad.  Hour  after  hour  passed,  and  many  of  the  de- 
spairing and  discouraged  men  and  women  returned  to  their 
homes  to  spread  their  despair.  Like  a  wet  rag,  gloom  was 
in  every  English  heart  present  that  day. 

Then  the  fog  began  to  clear  away,  and  all  were  sur- 
prised to  note  that  the  ship  was  still  waiting  out  at  sea. 
The  ship's  flags  told  the  people  that  it  would  now  com- 
plete the  message,  and  slowly  the  letters  were  formed: 
T-H-E  E-N-E-M-Y.  That  was  all!  There  was  the  complete 
message:  "Wellington  defeated  the  enemy" — brief  but  vic- 
torious. Jubilation  swept  like  a  golden  flood  over  the  coun- 
try. Half  the  message  had  brought  gloom  and  despair,  but 
the  completed  message  changed  despair  into  exultation 
and  gloom  into  happiness. 

And  that  is  what  happened  when  Christ  was  resurrected. 
His  death  had  chilled  every  hope  and  every  dream  of  His 
followers,  and  all  their  spirit  was  gone.  For  three  days  a 
shroud  of  grief  clung  to  them  like  a  loathsome  garment, 


and  joy  had  fled.  Those  who  had  fastened  their  hopes  upon 
this  Man  had  been  smitten  by  the  tragedy  of  the  crucifixion 
until  even  the  prospect  of  life  became  a  dreary  thing.  The 
despair  which  seized  the  apostles  and  disciples  when  Christ 
was  killed  is  revealed  in  the  four  New  Testament  narratives 
of  His  life  and  death,  but  what  had  depressed  them  was 
only  half  the  message. 

The  second  half  of  the  message  came  when  Christ  arose 
from  the  dead,  and  it  flooded  with  joy  the  hearts  of  those 
who  had  mourned  His  death.  The  complete  message  told  of 
salvation  for  the  sinner,  and  eternal  life  for  all  who  would 
believe.  The  first  half  of  the  message  could  bring  no  cheer, 
and  had  no  hope  to  proffer;  but  the  last  half  of  the  mes- 
sage could  never  have  come  if  it  had  not  been  for  the  first. 
So  it  is  that  the  Christian  message  became  the  CRUCI- 
FIXION and  the  RESURRECTION.  If  you  cannot  believe 
and  receive  the  second  half,  the  first  half  makes  you  "of  all 
men  most  miserable."  We  must  accept  the  completed  mes- 
sage of  redemption. 

Paul  did  not  preach  Christ  crucified,  and  ignore  the 
resurrection;  but  his  testimony  was  that  "Christ  must  needs 
have  suffered,  and  risen  again  from  the  dead;  and  that 
this  Jesus,  whom  I  preach  unto  you,  is  Christ,"  Acts  17:3. 
That  is  the  completed  message:  Christ  toas  crucified — but 
He  was  raised  again!  The  last  part  brings  hope,  but  we 
can  only  have  the  last  part  through  the  sorrow  of  the  first; 
and  we  shall  be  saddened  by  the  first  if  we  do  not  wait 
for  the  last.    Jesus  died— BUT  HE  LIVES! 

Our  Christian  experience  cannot  be  a  completed  message 
until  this  last  part  is  added,  for  the  living  may  be  filled 
with  such  frustrations  and  perplexities  and  defeats  that 
the  message  of  life  may  seem  one  of  sadness.  But  wait! 
The  message  of  a  Christian's  life  is  never  completed  in  this 
life — it  must  wait  until  our  hour  of  personal  triumph,  when 
we  can  stand  in  Him  as  masters  of  death  and  the  grave. 
If  the  message  of  our  lives  should  end  with  our  cessation  of 
mortal  life,  then  where  would  be  our  hope,  and  whence 
would  come  our  rejoicing?  Do  not  despair  until  you  have 
read  the  completed  message. 

In  Psalm  73  we  read  of  David's  moment  of  gloom.  Life 
had  seemed  unfair,  and  a  godly  life  had  no  reward;  sin- 
ners were  by  all  means  better  off  in  life  than  he.  In  his 
elevating  testimony,  he  admitted  that  he  was  chilled  by 
the  record  of  life — until!  Until  he  went  into  the  sanctuary 
of  the  Lord!  Something  happened  there  in  the  sanctuary, 
for  David  tells  us  that  he  saw  the  end — the  end  of  his  own 
life  and  the  end  of  the  wicked's  life.  What  he  saw  cheered 
him,  for  he  became  a  changed  man,  a  happy  man,  a  hope- 
ful man.  He  read  the  last  part  of  the  message.  It  is  never 
half  the  message  that  brings  rejoicing,  but  only  its  com- 
pletion. 

We  may  pine  and  misunderstand  when  we  stand  at  the 
deathbed  of  a  loved  one,  but  we  are  only  beginning  to  read 
the  message  of  eternal  hope.  That  dread  character  of  Death 
is  necessary — he  must  be  there — we  could  never  do  with- 
out Death,  for,  you  see,  he  is  the  huge  black  servant  who 
alone  is  able  to  swing  open  the  gate  that  opens  into  our 
heavenly  estate.  Death  is  not  our  enemy,  really,  but  our 
friend. 

Learn  to  wait.  Don't  read  the  first  few  gloomy  pages  of 
your  life  and  turn  away  in  despair  and  defeat;  don't  allow 
damp  clouds  which  hang  about  you  to  penetrate  into  your 
soul!  Remember  Easter!  Its  rejoicing  lay  in  an  understand- 
ing of  the  completed  story,  and  those  who  accepted  only 
half  the  story  and  thought  it  was  the  whole  message  had 
no  joy. 
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Bishop  Leigh's 
strange  Easter  story 


***** 


Quietly  the  maid  gathered  the  emp- 
ty teapot  and  cups  onto  her  tray,  and 
stepped  softly  through  the  door 
which  led  to  the  kitchen. 

When  the  sound  of  her  heels  on  the 
hard  floor  died  away,  one  of  the  group 
of  seven  gathered  in  the  spacious  but 
cozy  drawing  room  said,  "Your  hospi- 
tality is  as  thorough  as  it  is  unde- 
served, Bishop  Leigh." 

The  snowy-haired  old  man  laughed. 
"Come  now,  Son;  you  embarrass  me 
with  such  remarks.  My  nephews  and  I 
feel  that  your  ill-fortune  is  our  good 
fortune,  and  we  are  delighted  to  have 
you  in  Leigh  Hall.  After  all,  it  wasn't 
your  fault  that  one  of  our  notorious 
fogs  fell  before  you  could  reach 
London." 

One  of  the  bishop's  nephews,  Charles, 
spoke  up,  "I'm  only  glad  I  happened 
to  notice  your  stalled  car.  A  night 
stranded  in  the  country  would  not 
have  been  pleasant." 

"I  shudder  to  think  of  it!"  exclaimed 
Gwendolyn  Tavlor. 

"I  must  insist  that  you  stop  your 
apologies,"  spoke  the  kindly  old  bish- 
op. "This  fog  will  likely  last  for  sever- 
al days,  and  to  venture  out  in  it  would 
be  hazardous.  It  seems  that  you  have 
no  alternative  but  to  stay  here  with 
Charles,  Larry  and  me  in  Leigh  Hall. 


".JU1VGT.F,    EASTER"     IS    AN    ORIGINAL    STORY,     WRIT- 
TEN   EXPRESSLY    FOR    The    LIGHTED    PATHWAY. 


We  are  sincere  when  we  say  we  are 
delighted  to  have  you,  so  please  relax 
and  feel  welcome.  Leigh  Hall  is  quite 
large,  and  your  visit  here  will  be  no- 
wise burdensome  to  either  us  or  the 
servants." 

The  stranded  American  tourists  felt 
the  sincerity  of  Bishop  Leigh's  words, 
and  relaxed  from  their  feeling  of  im- 
position. Brent  Taylor  and  his  wife 
Gwendolyn,  with  Robert  Scott  and 
his  wife  Joyce,  were  to  eventually 
look  back  with  gladness  to  the  three 
days  and  nights  they  spent  in  the  an- 
cient English  manse.  They  would  re- 
member for  years  to  come  the  words 
of  Bishop  John  Leigh:  "Perhaps  it  is 
God  who  sent  you  here." 

Later  in  the  evening,  when  the  con- 
versation had  become  desultory,  Joyce 
turned  to  Bishop  Leigh  and  said: 
"Perhaps  I  shouldn't  ask  this,  but 
I  noticed  a  certain  scripture  quota- 
tion hanging  in  several  rooms  of 
Leigh  Hall,  Whither  shall  I  go  from 
thy  spirit?  or  whither  shall  I  flee 
from  thy  presence?  If  I  take  the 
wings  of  the  morning,  and  divell  in 
the  uttermost  parts  of  the  sea;  Even 
there  shall  thy  hand  lead  me,  and  thy 
right  hand  shall  lead  me.  I  wonder 
if  there  is  some  special  reason  that 
you  made  this  particular  quotation  so 
prominent." 

"Uh-oh!"  grinned  Larry,  with  clear 
blue  eyes  sparkling  under  his  hand- 
some brow  and  tawny  hair.  "You 
should  never  have  asked  that — we 
will  be  up  all  night  now." 

Gwendolyn  spoke  up,  "And  if  so, 
I'm  sure  it  will  be  a  pleasant  night." 


"I  was  only  joking.  There  is  a  story 
behind  that  scripture  quotation  and 
Uncle  John  loves  to  tell  it." 

Bishop  Leigh  shook  his  head  slowly, 
and  a  far-away  look  crept  into  his 
keen,  deep-set  eyes.  "It  would  not  be 
fair  to  impose  upon  you  what  to  me 
is  so  dear;  I  would  not  ask  you  to  in- 
dulge me  in  a  reminiscence  at  this 
late  hour." 

Hastily  the  six  young  people  as- 
sured the  old  minister  that  to  hear 
his  story  would  be  neither  his  imposi- 
tion nor  their  indulgence. 

With  elbows  resting  on  the  arms  of 
his  chair,  Bishop  Leigh  placed  his 
finger  tips  together  and  spoke  softly. 
It  was  not  until  afterward  that  Brent 
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realized  that  the  old  man's  face  lit 
up  with  a  sort  of  luminous  glow  as 
he  talked. 

"There  was  a  time  when  I  loathed 
religion.  My  parents  dedicated  me  to 
the  Master's  use  even  before  I  was 
born,  and  I  hated  them  for  it.  As  I 
grew  up,  I  imbibed  Wesleyan  theology 
with  my  daily  food  and  play  and 
study,  yet  my  abhorrence  for  religion 
was  so  intense  tnat  it  became  a  hatred 
of  almost  everything. 

"I  became  so  flagrant  in  this  hatred 
that  I  deliberately  tried  to  break  my 
parents'  hearts;  and  vowed  that  I 
would  some  day  travel  so  far  from 
home  that  I  would  never  hear  of  re- 
ligion again.  I  actually  thought  I 
would  be  blessed  if  I  should  never 
again  hear  the  name  of  Jesus.  For 
a  young  man  so  disposed  as  I  became, 
there  is  ever  a  wealth  of  wrong  com- 
panions; and  these  I  soon  found.  My 
father  tried  to  order  my  habits  with 
various  privileges,  and  alter  them 
with  various  punishments,  but  I  was 
a  headstrong  young  man. 

"In  a  fit  of  violent  temper  I  left 
home  when  I  was  nineteen.  I  had 
been  with  my  bawdy  companions 
until  far  in  the  morning,  and 
was  none  too  sane  when  I  fi- 
nally staggered  in  the  door  of 
our  home.  Father  and  Mother 
were  waiting  up  for  me.  Father  se- 
verely reprimanded  me  for  my  dis- 
honor of  them  and  my  profanation 
of  the  home.  However,  it  was  not  un- 
til Mother  mentioned  religion  that 
I  made  a  move  from  my  sullen 
silence. 

"  'May  I  never  hear  of  religion 
again!'  I  cried.  'Keep  your  Jesus  to 
yourself!  From  tonight  onward  you 
may  keep  Him  in  my  stead!'  And  with 
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that  I  spat  upon  the  floor  and  stalked 
out  the  door." 

"Oh,  no!"  gasped  Joyce,  half  aloud. 
"It  isn't  possible  for  you  to  have  done 
that." 

The  old  bishop  smiled  faintly. 
"Please  understand  that  I  have  no 
degree  of  pleasure  in  this  part  of  my 
story.  I  only  tell  it  so  you  will  know 
my  frame  of  mind  at  that  time.  I 
don't  want  to  weary  you  with  details, 
for  I  am  sure  you  are  tired;  so  I  will 
hurry  on  to  say  that  I  left  England 
shortly  afterward,  without  going 
back  home  for  even  a  farewell.  I  was 
so  determined  to  never  hear  the 
name  of  Jesus  again  that  I  had  no 
regrets  whatever  for  my  actions. 

"I  joined  the  crew  of  a  cargo  ship 
which  was  sailing  for  India,  and  saw 
very  little  of  England  for  the  next 
year,  but  sailed  to  many  places  over 
the  globe.  My  life  became  blacker  and 
blacker,  until  I  lost  all  concern  for 
anything  of  true  worth.  It  seemed 
that  my  wish  was  realized:  I  never 
heard  the  name  of  Jesus  except  in  an 
oath,  and  I  thought  myself  glad. 

"In  the  spring  of  my  twenty-first 
year,  we  sailed  to  South  Africa  for 
ore.  It  was  in  South  Africa  that  I 
encountered  two  men  who  were  plan- 
ning a  safari  for  ivory  into  the  jun- 
gles of  Rhodesia.  Hearing  their  con- 
versations and  plans  fired  me  with  a 
desire  to  go  along  with  them.  I  had  a 
difficult  time  persuading  them  to  let 
me  go,  for  I  was  inexperienced  in  jun- 
gle life  and  might  prove  a  burden  to 
the  expedition.  But  they  finally 
agreed,  so  I  deserted  my  job  and 
slipped  away  with  the  safari  .... 

"I  must  be  tiring  you,"  halted  the 
bishop. 

"Oh,  of  course  not!"  exclaimed 
Gwendolyn.  "Please  continue  the 
story." 

"I  will  hasten,"  he  continued,  "and 
perhaps  I  shall  be  able  to  fill  in  a 
little  more  of  the  story  sometime 
later. 

"However,  I  know  that  what  follows 
may  seem  fantastic  to  you,  and  per- 
haps incredible,  but  remember  that  I 
was  frantic  in  my  desire  to  break 
every  home  tie,  and  to  isolate  myself 
from  every  thought  of  religion.  In 
confession,  however,  I  admit  that  I 
thought  of  it  very  much,  and  my  con- 
science   tormented    me    considerably. 

"After  long,  arduous  months  of 
jungle  travel,  of  which  I  shall 
say  nothing  now,  we  found  our- 
selves in  the  Zambesi  region. 
Jungle  diseases  and  one  unfor- 
tunate encounter  with  an  en- 
raged elephant  herd  had  claimed 
several  of  our  porters,  and  several 
others  deserted  at  various  times. 

"I  should  like  to  mention  my  im- 
pressions of  the  jungle,  and  the  ad- 
ventures we  had  in  gathering  the 
tusks  of  ivory,  but  all  that  has  very 
little  to  do  with  my  story.  We  were 
able  to  kill  some  game,  and  our 
porters  were  finally  laden  with  many 
sizable  tusks — but  the  force  dwindled 
to  only  about  fifteen  or  less  when, 
after  sixteen  months  from  the  time 
we  left  South  Africa,  we  began  to 
think  of  our  return. 

"Then  one  day  disaster  struck. 
Peters,  one  of  the  hunters,  followed 


"For  several  days  I  wandered  southward,  knowing  that  my  only  hope  was  to  reach 
the  Zambesi  River  and  follow  it  out  of  the  jungle." 


the  spoor  of  a  lion  into  the  jungle. 
(He  wanted  to  kill  one  above  all 
things,  for  Edwards  had  been  able  to 
bag  several,  and  even  I  had  luckily 
killed  one.)  Well,  we  found  him  sev- 
eral hours  later — dead.  He  had  killed 
his  lion  all  right,  but  somehow  he  had 
not  been  cautious  enough  and  it  had 
also  torn  him  considerably  before  it 
died;  they  lay  only  a  few  yards  apart, 
both  covered  with  tsetse  flies  and 
ants.  After  burying  Peters,  Edwards 
and  I  began  our  preparations  to  leave 
Zambesia.  Edwards  never  left.  Before 
we  broke  camp,  he  was  burning  with 
a  raging  fever  and  died  after  two 
days  of  the  most  excruciating  pain. 

"You  can  imagine  my  predicament 
then.  All  these  months  I  had  de- 
pended entirely  upon  them  to  direct 
the  porters,  to  understand  the  jungle, 
and  they  were  expert  in  every  situa- 
tion. Now  I  was  alone.  At  this  point  I 
frankly  longed  for  the  consolation  of 
my  parents'  religion.  But  my  troubles 
were  not  over.  From  the  day  I  buried 
Edwards,  I  never  saw  my  porters 
again — for  they  deserted  me.  For 
weeks  Peters  and  Edwards  had  sup- 
pressed with  an  iron  will  their  de- 
mands to  return  home,  but  now  they 
had  become  terrified,  for  they,  too, 
relied  upon  the  leadership  of  Peters 
and  Edwards,  and  certainly  didn't 
want  a  tenderfoot  like  me  along  to 
retard  their  speedy  retreat  from  this 
horrifying  place.  They  were  sure  that 
I  would  die  anyway,  so  away  they 
fled  in  the  night,  without  even  carry- 
ing the  tusks  along! 

"For  several  days  I  wandered 
southward,  knowing  that  my  only 
hope  was  to  reach  the  Zambesi  River 
and  follow  it  out  of  the  jungle,  which 
would  take  many  months.  Frankly,  I 
was  scared,  and  remembered  with 
sorrow  my  mother  and  father.  Reli- 


gion was  not  nearly  as  odious  to  me  as 
it  had  been  in  England. 

"After  three  days  of  wandering 
alone,  I  suddenly  felt  that  I  was  being 
watched —  by  human  eyes.  For  weeks 
before  Peters  and  Edwards  died,  we 
had  not  seen  any  natives  of  the  vari- 
ous tribes  which  were  in  Zambesia, 
but  now  I  felt  their  presence — I  not 
only  felt  it,  I  knew  they  were  watch- 
ing me. 

"I  was  captured  before  I  ever 
reached  the  Zambesi.  My  path  was 
suddenly  blocked  by  about  ten  sav- 
ages, who  encircled  me,  spears  in 
hand.  Resistance  was  useless,  and  one 
of  the  huge  natives  took  my  gun  from 
my  hands.  With  gutteral  grunts  and 
jerks  of  the  head,  they  told  me  to 
proceed  through  the  jungle.  They  led 
me  to  their  village  and  placed  me  in 
a  straw  hut.  I  knew  what  my  fate 
was,  for  this  was  a  tribe  of  fierce 
natives  of  the  hinterland,  who  were 
well-known  for  their  cannibalism.  I 
knew  they  would  keep  me  until  a  day 
when  all  the  tribe  would  gather  for 
an  orgy  of  feasting.  Edwards  and 
Peters  had  told  me  of  the  character 
of  the  natives  of  this  region.  A  bowl 
of  plantains  was  shoved  through  the 
door  to  me  twice  daily  and  that  was 
all  my  fare. 

"During  this  period  I  wanted  to 
pray,  but  stubbornly  refused.  I  had 
made  a  hopeless  mess  of  my  life,  so 
I  felt  I  would  not  ask  God  to  straight- 
en it  out  for  me.  Of  course,  I  was 
wrong  about  that;  He  desires  to  help 
us   straighten   out  our   tangled   lives. 

"After  two  days,  during  which  I 
saw  no  one  whatever,  and  remained 
in  my  dark,  guarded  hut,  an  escort  of 
several  natives  came  for  me.  It  was 
not  until  long  afterward  that  I 
checked  my  dates  and  found  that  this 
(Continued  on  page  22) 
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C/f  TIMID  FOLK  could  only  realize 
f  J  the  potentiality  that  is  implanted 
*-^  in  each  one  of  us — singly!  These 
folk  have  aspirations,  the  urge  to  do. 
But,  invariably,  they  are  deprecatory, 
ever  disparaging  of  self.  They  fall  back 
upon  the  plaint:  "I  am  just  one  man 
(or  one  woman).  What  can  I  do?" 

What  was  Florence  Nightingale  but 
one  woman?  Yet  her  work  led  straight 
to  the  Red  Cross!  How  far  would  be 
the  humane  processes  of  healing  the 
wounded  and  sorrowful  all  over  the 
world  today  had  this  English  nurse 
sat  down  and  bemoaned  the  fact  that 
she  was  "just  one  woman"? 

Where  would  the  marvellous  work 
done  by  radium  be  today  if,  when  be- 
reaved, Madame  Curie  had  folded  her 
arms  when  her  husband  passed  away 
and  minimized  herself  by  saying:  "I 
am  just  one  woman"? 

Yes,  but  exceptional  women,  you  say. 
Quite  to  the  contrary.  "I  had  faith: 
that  was*all,"  said  Florence  Nightin- 
gale. "I  had  confidence,  little  else," 
said  Madame  Curie,  and  to  their  work 
each  applied  her  fullest  aspiration  and 
trust. 

A  young  actress  came  from  New 
York  to  Philadelphia  one  evening  to 
appear  in  the  chorus  of  a  musical  com- 
edy. She  was  at  a  loss  to  know  where 
to  find  a  hotel,  and  made  inquiry  of 
an  elderly  woman.  As  the  two  walked 
along  the  street,  the  young  chorus  girl 
said:  "Don't  you  think  there  should 
be  some  one  place  in  a  great  city  like 
this  that  we  girls  could  go  to?"  Today, 
as  a  result  of  that  remark  and  the 
initiative  of  the  elder  woman,  the 
Charlotte  Cushman  Club  in  Philadel- 
phia has  a  club  house  for  young  ac- 
tresses which,  in  a  single  year,  ac- 
commodates over  1,200  girls  employed 
in  the  different  theatrical  companies 
which  visit  the  city.  Were  either  of 
these  women  "exceptional"? 

Was  that  mother  "exceptional"  whose 
six-year-old  boy  came  home  from 
school  one  day  with  a  note  from  his 
teacher  suggesting  that  he  be  taken 
from  school  as  he  was  "too  stupid  to 
learn"?  "My  boy  is  not  stupid,"  said 
the  mother.  "I  will  teach  him  myself." 
She  did,  and  Thomas  A.  Edison  was 
the  result. 

Another  example:  "I  am  just  a  home 
body,  busy  with  the  daily  task."  .  .  . 
So  was  Abraham  Lincoln's  stepmother 
"just  a  home  body."  But  she  taught 
and  inspired  the  son  of  her  husband — 
not  even  of  her  own  blood — and  held 
a  torch  before  him  which  he  carried 
to  emancipate  a  people.  "The  great- 
est book  I  ever  read,  you  ask  me?" 
asked  Lincoln  in  a  letter.  "My  moth- 


er." So  was  Dwight  L.  Moody's  wife 
"just  a  home  body."  But  she  taught 
her  husband  how  to  write,  put  the 
love  of  God  and  of  his  fellow  men  into 
his  heart,  and  sent  him  forth  as  the 
greatest  evangelical  force  of  his  cen- 
tury. 

There  was  another  wife  whose  hus- 
band had  to  leave  home  for  an  indefi- 
nite period,  leaving  his  son  in  his 
wife's  care.  "I  will  take  his  father's 
place,"  she  said.  And  she  read  to  him 
of  the  achievements  of  the  great  men 
of  his  time  and  stirred  his  ambition. 
She  implanted  in  him  the  highest 
ideals  of  Christianity.  For  years  she 
did  this,  "just  a  home  body."  She  pro- 
duced Robert  E.  Lee. 

We  do  not  seem  to  get  it  into  our 
heads  that  the  great  works  of  the 
world  always  begin  with  one  person. 
Emerson  put  a  sermon  in  a  dozen 
words:  "A  great  institution  is  but  the 
lengthened  shadow  of  a  single  man." 
A  man  disgusted  with  committees  thus 
expressed  a  large  truth:  "The  ideal 
committee  consists  of  three,  with  two 
of  the  members  ill."  Every  institution 
that  has  contributed  to  American 
progress,  said  Roosevelt,  has  been 
built  upon  the  initiative  and  enthusi- 
asm of  an  individual. 

We  have  become  obsessed  in  this 
country  with  the  idea  that  we  cannot 
work  alone:  only  in  organization.  Look 
at  these  organizations,  and  invariably 
the  creative  part,  the  driving  power, 
is  traced  to  the  individual:  ofttimes, 
one;  other  times,  two;  rarely  more. 
"Yes,"  it  is  agreed,  "but  these  are 
greater  than  I  am."  "There  are  no 
great  and  small,"  says  Emerson.  "We 
fancy  others  greater  than  ourselves 
because  they  light  the  divine  spark 
given  them,  and  we  do  not.  We  are  all 
children  of  one  Father.  It  is  because 
we  minimize  ourselves  that  we  do  not 
accomplish.  We  do  not  realize  the  pow- 
er of  the  positions  in  which  we  are 
placed." 

Take  this  example:  "I  am  just  a 
teacher!"  Fancy!  In  a  belittling  tone 
this  is  said  of  the  greatest  post  of  po- 


tential influence  in  life  today  next  to 
a  mother.  So  said  once  a  teacher  I  i 
know.  Then  the  vision  came  to  her. 
From  that  day  her  work  in  her  class 
changed:  her  eye  took  on  a  new  radi- 
ance to  her  children;  her  voice  that! 
of  the  supreme  confidence  which  God 
gives  to  us  all  to  bring  into  being.  She 
had  lighted  the  divine  spark  within 
her.  Within  18  months  she  was  prin- 
cipal of  the  entire  school.  Today  into 
hundreds  of  hitherto  perplexed  eyes 
of  the  little  foreigners  in  her  school  she 
has  put  a  steady  light:  a  true  Ameri- 
canization, and  every  June  she  is  send- 
ing out  into  America  a  line  of  true  lit- 
tie  Americans  who,  within  a  few  years, 
will  register  the  teachings  of  this  one 
woman  at  the  ballot  boxes  and  in  the 
homes  of  our  land! 

"O  ye  of  little  faith."  That  is  where 
the  trouble  lies:  either  we  have  no; 
faith  at  all,  or  we  are  "of  little  faith." 
What  a  sentence  that  is  which  Jesus 
spake:  "If  ye  have  faith  as  a  grain  of' 
mustard  seed,  nothing  shall  be  impos- 
sible unto  you." 

I  stand  aghast  at  young  men  who 
busy  themselves  with  introspective 
thoughts,  full  of  argument  of  whether 
they  can  do  this  or  that.  Wasting  their 
time,  instead  of  saying:  "God  put  me 
here  for  some  purpose.  I  am  going  to 
realize  it."  Once  we  are  convinced  of 
that  single  fact:  that  we  are  put  here 
for  a  purpose,  that  the  seed  of  divine 
energy  has  been  given  us  and  that  it  is 
for  us  to  cultivate  it  to  its  fullest 
bloom,  the  way  will  be  shown  us.  It  is 
our  part  to  make  the  effort  and  to 
put  the  fullest  force  and  integrity  in- 
to that  effort.  It  is  the  young  man  of 
little  faith  who  says,  "I  am  nothing." 
It  is  the  young  man  of  true  conception 
who  says,  "I  am  everything,"  and  then 
goes  to  prove  it. 

Napoleon  struck  at  the  very  foun- 
dation of  all  this  when  he  said,  "Cir- 
cumstances? I  make  circumstances." 
That  was  not  the  word  of  an  egotist. 
It  was  a  fact.  We  all  make  circum- 
stances. —  Condensed  from  Scribner's 
Magazine  by  READER'S  DIGEST. 
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Thy   glory   dawns,   Jerusalem,   awoke,   thy   bells  to    ring! 

Swift   fashion   thee   a    crown   of   gold, 

And  bring  forth   David's  throne  of  old; 
Jerusalem,    make   ready,   make   ready   for  the    King! 

From   tower  and    roof  thy    banners   fling. 
For  down  the  slopes   of   Olivet  comes    riding    on,    the    King! 

(Jerusalem    speaks:) 

A    thorn-bush    grows    without   the    wall; 
Of  this    his   crown   shall   woven   be. 
For    royal    wine    prepare   we   gall, 
For  throne  a  cross  on  Calvary. 

Thy  Saviour  comes,  Jerusalem,  make  haste,  thine  altar  bring! 

His  body  for  an  offering  take, 

The   heart  of  all  the  world  to   break. 
And  on  the  cross   uplifted  our  God  shall  own   him   King! 

Ye   lands  afar,    his   triumph   sing. 
For  with  the  love  of  all  mankind  our  God  shall  crown  him  King! 
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During  the  Easter  season  Christians  all  over  America  will 
lift  their  voices  to  sing  the  beautiful  hymn,  "The  Old 
Rugged  Cross."  That  is  fitting,  for  it  is  one  of  America's 
noblest  hymns,  and  one  of  the  most  popular  of  all  hymns. 

The  Rev.  George  Bennard  wrote  the  song  in  1913,  com- 
posing the  melody  quickly,  but  writing  the  words  only  after 
a  period  in  which  he  suffered  a  "testing  of  faith."  As  is  the 
story  of  most  truly  inspired  hymns,  we  are  told  that  the 
words  seemed  to  "sing  them- 


selves into  place,"  for  the 
song  was  written  with  no 
commercial  objective,  but  it 
was  the  product  of  a  grate- 
ful, Spirit-filled,  Christian 
heart.  Seldom  in  our  con- 
temporary music  is  there 
such  depth  of  movement  and 
feeling,  and  such  compelling 
sincerity  of  lyrics. 

Mr.  Bennard  sang  his  new 
song  to  his  friends,  the  Rev. 
and  Mrs.  L.  O.  Bostwick,  in 
Pokagon,  Michigan,  who  were 
so  thrilled  by  it  that  they 
paid  for  having  it  printed, 
that  it  might  bless  others  as 
it  did  them.  It  was  in  Chica- 
go that  the  hymn  had  its 
first  public  hearing,  and  it 
was  an  immediate  success. 
The  young  gospel  singer, 
Homer  Rodeheaver,  made  it 
more  and  more  popular  and 
famous  as  he  sang  it  across 
the  country. 

The  song  was  blessed  in  a 
way  that  its  predecessors 
could  not  be,  in  that  its  ap- 
pearance coincided  with 
growing  popularity  of  the 
home  radio.  Because  of  its 
simple  appeal  and  contagious 
singableness,  it  was  used  re- 
peatedly over  the  radio  — 
and  still  is! — until  it  was  a 
well-known  hymn  while  it 
was  still  a  recent  one.  Before 
the  age  of  the  radio,  long  pe- 
riods of  time  were  required 
for  a  song  to  reach  the  zenith 
of  its  popularity. 


The  Old  Rugged  Cross 


The  popularity  of  the  song  has  not  waned  with  the  years, 
but  has  steadily  increased,  until  today  it  places  high — if 
not  at  the  very  top — on  any  poll  of  hymns  that  is  taken. 
During  the  recent  war  it  was  the  hymn  that  was  most  re- 
quested by  our  American  soldiers  wherever  entertainers 
followed  them.  When  the  late  President  Roosevelt  died  and 
was  returned  to  Washington,  the  Marine  Band  met  the 
train  which  bore  his  body,  and  played  this  beautiful  hymn 

of  solace  and  comfort. 


Rev.  Geo.  Bennabd 


1.  On     a     hill  far    a  -  way  stood  an   old     rag-ged  cross,  The       em-blem  of 

2.  Oh,  that  old  rug-ged  cross  so    de-spised  by  the  world,  Has  a  won-droas  at- 

3.  In     the   old  rag-ged  cross,stained  with  blood  so  di-vine,  A  won  -  droos 

4.  To    the   old  rag-ged  cross   I     will  ev  -   er   be   true,     Its     shame  and  re- 
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snf-fering  and  shame;  And  I  love  that  old  cross  where  the  dear-est  and  best 
trac-tion  for  me;  For  the  dear  Lamb  of  God  left  His  glo  -  ry  a-bove, 
beaa-ty  I  see;  For 'twas  on  that  old  cross  Je-sns  suf-fered  and  died, 
proach  glad-ly  bear;  Then  He'll  call  me  some  day  to  my  home  far  a -way, 
-h. 
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For     a  world  of  lost  sin-ners  was  slain. 
To  bear    it     to  dark  Cal-va  -  ry. 

To  par-don  and  sanc-ti  -  fy     me. 

Where  His  glo-ry  for- ev  -  er    I'll    share. 


So 


I'll  cher-ish  the  old  rag-ged 
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cross,   .  .  .     Till  my  tro-phies  at  last    I 
old  rug-ged  cross, 


lay    down;     I  will  cling  to  the 
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old  rag-ged  cross,   . 

croBS,        the   old  rug-ged  cross, 


And  ex-change  it  some  day 


for 
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The  composer  was  a  mem- 
ber of  the  Methodist  Episco- 
pal Church,  but  was  a  work- 
er in  the  Salvation  Army, 
and  confined  his  evangelistic 
work  to  no  particular  de- 
nomination. His  depth  of 
feeling  is  obvious  in  the  lines 
of  his  song,  for  he  has  given 
the  crucifixion  a  vividness 
and  a  poignancy  that  cannot 
be  equalled  by  most  sermons. 
His  imagery  is  appealing 
when  he  speaks  of  the  "hill 
far  away"  and  the  "old 
rugged  cross,"  for  the  mind 
is  urged  into  a  vision  that 
can  but  bless  and  satisfy. 

In  the  old  rugged  cross,  stain- 
ed with  blood  so  divine, 
A  wondrous  beauty  I  see; 
For  'twas  on  that  old  cross 
Jesus  suffered  and  died, 
To  pardon  and  sanctify  me. 

Such  words  are  at  once  state- 
ly and  sympathetic;  imagi- 
native and  factual;  artistic 
and  sermonic.  None  can  deny 
that  this  song  deserves  all 
the  acclaim  it  has  received, 
for  it  is  a  distinctive  Chris- 
tian expression  of  hope  and 
beauty.  It  is  not  often  that 
a  song  so  possesses  the  hearts 
of  people  that  it  becomes  as- 
sociated with  the  life  of 
Christ  in  their  minds.  It  is 
of  high  honor,  then,  that 
this  song  has  become  a 
throbbing  symbol  of  the 
atonement  found  in  Him. 


April,  1949 
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Evelyn  Blackstone 


Let  me  read  you  this  verse,  Mother,  which  I  think  appiies  to  us. 


"What  mail  did  I  receive  today, 
Mother?"  asked  Janet,  as  she  entered 
the  dining  room.  She  was  a  senior  in 
high  school  and  this  afternoon  she 
had  stayed  later  to  practice  a  play. 

"You  received  only  one  letter,  dear," 
answered  her  mother.  "It  is  from 
Marilyn  Tipton,  and  you  will  find  it 
on  the  piano." 

Janet  found  the  letter,  and  after 
reading  it,  said,  "Marilyn  will  be  pass- 
ing through  here  Friday  evening.  She 
says,  'Since  I  shall  have  to  lay  over 
for  my  next  train,  I  should  like  to 
visit  with  you,  if  it  would  be  conven- 
ient for  you  to  drive  down  to  the  sta- 
tion.' Mother,  do  you  suppose  we  could 
persuade  her  to  stop  over  and  spend 
the  week  end  with  us?  It  has  been  so 
long  since  she  visited  us." 

"We  can  invite  her,  dear,"  replied 
Mrs.  Silvers.  "I  am  sure  she  will  glad- 
ly accept  our  invitation,  if  she  has  the 
time." 

It  was  not  unusual  to  have  friends 
drop  in  often  at  the  Silvers'  home. 
They  lived  on  the  outskirts  of  a  large 
city.  Their  home  was  modest,  but  at- 
tractive and  tidy.  From  early  spring 
to  late  October  there  was  some  variety 
of  flowers  blooming  in  the  gardens. 
Often  the  mistress  of  the  home  could 
be  seen  directing  the  work  of  some 
small  boy  eager  to  earn  a  few  coins  by 
resetting  flowers,  cutting  grass,  or 
raking  leaves.  Indeed,  Mrs.  Silvers' 
home  was  a  sort  of  haven  for  those  of 
all  ages  and  classes.  Her  doors  swung 
open  to  friends  and  relatives  and  she 
always  played  her  part  well  as  hostess. 
Mr.  Silvers  was  an  engineer  on  the 
Texas  and  Pacific,  so  he  was  away 
from  home  much  of  the  time.  He  pro- 
vided well  for  his  family,  seeing  that 
every  desire  of  his  wife  and  daughter 
was  granted,  and  his  only  regret  was 
that  his  work  kept  him  away  from 
home  so  much.  Janet  and  her  mother 
enjoyed  company  and  the  visitors  kept 
them  from  being  lonesome. 

Long  before  the  train  was  due,  the 
ladies  were  at  the  station  awaiting 
the  arrival  of  their  friend.  They  were 
delighted  when  they  heard  the  whis- 
tle and  saw  the  train  finally  pull  into 
the  station.  Standing  among  the 
crowd,  they  watched  each  passenger 
descend  the  steps.   Finally,  Janet  saw 


Marilyn.  She  and  her  mother  pushed 
through  the  throng  to  where  she  was 
standing. 

"I  am  so  glad  to  see  you  again,"  re- 
plied Marilyn,  as  she  kissed  her  friends 
in  greeting.  "Let  me  check  this  bag, 
and  then  we  can  find  a  pleasant  place 
to  visit  together." 

"Must  you  go  on  so  soon?"  inquired 
Janet.  "Could  you  not  stop  over  with 
us  for  a  few  days?" 

"We  should  be  delighted  if  you  could 
spend  this  week  end,  at  least,"  added 
Mrs.  Silvers. 

"It  would  be  grand  to  visit  with  you 
for  a  day  or  two,"  responded  Marilyn. 
After  careful  thought  she  decided  to 
accept  their  invitation,  adding,  "In  a 
way,  I  have  an  uneasy  feeling  about 
continuing  my  journey  just  now.  Per- 
haps the  Lord  is  trying  to  warn  me  of 
some  danger  ahead.  I  guess  I  should 
send  Aunt  Sarah  a  telegram  so  she 
will  understand  why  I  shall  not  arrive 
as  scheduled." 

Later  that  afternoon  she  said,  "I  feel 
so  relieved  since  I  have  decided  not 
to  take  the  train  as  I  had  planned. 
Too,  I  have  always  enjoyed  visiting  in 
your  home,  for  you  and  your  mother 
make  one  feel  so  welcome.  Oh  yes, 
tell  me  about  your  father.  When  will 
he  be  home  again? 

"It  will  be  another  week  before  he 
comes  home,"  answered  Janet.  "I  wish 
this  was  his  week  end  off.  He  would 
really  be  glad  to  see  you." 

"I  am  so  sorry,"  exclaimed  Marilyn. 
"I  should  be  delighted  to  see  Mr.  Sil- 
vers, too." 

After  a  lengthy  discussion  on  sub- 
jects dear  to  each  girl's  heart,  Janet 
said,  "I  know  you  must  be  tired  after 
your  long  ride  on  the  train.  While 
you  are  resting,  I  will  help  Mother 
prepare  dinner." 

"You  know,  Mother,"  exclaimed 
Janet  when  they  were  alone,  "Marilyn 
seems  so  different  from  what  she  used 
to  be.  She  talks  so  much  about  the 
Lord,  as  if  He  were  a  personal  friend 
of  hers.  She  was  such  a  carefree  girl 
when  she  lived  by  us.  I  don't  remem- 
ber hearing  her  ever  mentioning  the 
name  of  the  Lord  before." 

"I  have  been  thinking  about  that, 
too,"  replied  the  mother. 

Mrs.  Silvers  and  her  daughter  served 


a  delicious  meal,  which  was  highly 
praised  by  their  guest.  The  mother  was 
a  wonderful  cook,  and  she  enjoyed 
nothing  better  than  spreading  a  feast 
for  her  friends. 

When  dinner  was  over,  the  three  re- 
tired to  the  living  room  to  chat.  After 
some  time  of  conversation,  Marilyn 
said,  "I  have  been  thinking  about  the 
little  child  who  rode  in  the  seat  just 
across  from  me.  She  was  just  the  age 
to  be  cute,  a  beautiful  little  girl.  You 
know,  children  get  so  tired  riding  on  a 
long  journey,  and  her  mother  told  me 
they  had  been  on  the  train  for  four 
days.  Of  course,  I  had  to  play  with 
the  child,  whose  name  was  Rose  Ann, 
and  finally  she  got  out  in  the  aisle  and 
ran  across  to  my  seat  and  back  to  her 
parents.  Then  she  came  over  and  sat 
with  me  for  awhile.  She  had  the 
sweetest  disposition.  When  I  started 
to  get  off  the  train,  she  even  cried 
after  me.  I  picked  her  up  in  my  arms, 
and  kissing  the  little  cheek  told  her 
if  I  didn't  meet  her  on  this  earth  again, 
I  hoped  to  meet  her  in  heaven.  When 
I  said  that,  her  mother  frowned  at  me. 

"You  know,  Mrs.  Silvers,  we  are  all 
going  somewhere.  When  we  start  on 
a  journey,  we  do  not  always  reach  our 
destination.  Many  lives  are  cut  off  in 
their  very  prime.  We  should  all  pre- 
pare to  meet  God,  for  we  do  not  know 
when  we  shall  be  called  out  to  meet 
Him.  I  used  to  be  so  indifferent  to  re- 
ligious matters,  but  this  summer  some 
holiness  people  came  to  our  town  and 
conducted  a  revival.  They  preached 
the  full  gospel  and  one  night  I  became 
convicted  of  my  sins.  Since  I  was  un- 
able to  shake  off  the  convicting  power, 
I  went  to  the  altar  and  prayed  through 
to  victory.  That  night  the  Lord  saved 
me,  and  later  I  was  sanctified  and 
filled  with  the  Holy  Ghost.  Until  that 
night  I  didn't  know  what  real  joy  was. 
I  have  been  rejoicing  in  the  love  of 
God  ever  since.  I  hope  the  mother  and 
father  of  little  Rose  Ann  will  learn  to 
know  the  Saviour  as  I  do.  I  am  sure 
they  are  not  ready  to  meet  God." 

Mrs.  Silvers  and  Janet  were  as- 
tounded to  hear  their  friend  talk  of 
such  things.  Of  course,  they  were 
church  members,  but  they  went  only 
because  one  was  expected  to  attend 
church. 

As  soon  as  Janet  had  the  opportu- 
nity, she  turned  on  the  radio,  explain- 
ing that  it  was  time  for  their  favorite 
program.    She  wished  to   change  the 

"HER  GREATEST  NEED"  IS  AN  ORIGINAL  STORY, 
WRITTEN  EXPRESSLY  FOR  TlIE  LIGHTED  PATH- 
WAY. 
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The  Lighted  Pathway 


conversation  without  hurting  her 
friend. 

In  the  midst  of  the  program  the  an- 
nouncer said,  "Ladies  and  gentle- 
men, let  me  interrupt  the  program  by 
making  this  special  announcement. 
Train  No.  52  has  just  wrecked  outside 
of  Fort  Worth.  The  cause  of  the  wreck 
hasn't  as  yet  been  determined.  A  num- 
ber of  the  passengers  were  killed  and 
many  others  injured.  Just  as  soon 
as  possible,  we  will  give  the  names  of 
those  killed  and  injured." 

"Train  No.  52  wrecked!"  cried  Janet. 
"That  was  the  train  you  were  to  take 
this  afternoon,  wasn't  it,  Marilyn?" 

"Yes,"  said  Marilyn.  "Thank  God 
that  I  took  His  warning,  and  thank  you 
and  your  mother  for  inviting  me  to 
your  home.  Now  I  know  why  I  felt  so 
uneasy  about  going  on;  it  was  the 
Lord's  warning." 

When  a  list  of  those  killed  was  read 
over  the  air,  Marilyn  was  horrified  to 
hear  the  names  of  the  young  couple 
and  little  Rose  Ann.  "Oh!"  she  ex- 
claimed, "I  didn't  know  they  were  to 
change  trains  here,  too.  What  a  pity! 
I  regret  that  I  did  not  have  the  oppor- 
tunity of  talking  with  them  about  the 
Lord."  Then  she  became  overcome 
with  grief  and  buried  her  face  in  her 
hands. 

The  tragic  death  of  so  many  people 
caused  Janet  and  her  mother  to  be 
touched  by  their  friend's  last  remarks 
and  before  they  retired  Mrs.  Silvers 
suggested  that  she  pray.  The  sweet 
prayer  Marilyn  offered  brought  tears 
to  the  eyes  of  mother  and  daughter. 

Soon  after  midnight  the  ladies  were 
disturbed  by  a  long  distance  telephone 
call.  Marilyn  had  been  so  confused 
when  she  heard  the  young  couple  and 
their  little  Rose  Ann  were  killed  that 
she  failed  to  hear  the  name  of  her 
most  beloved  uncle,  whom  she  was  on 
her  way  to  visit.  Her  Aunt  Sarah  ex- 
plained that  he  had  just  boarded  the 
train  before  it  was  wrecked.  The  shock 
was  a  crushing  blow  to  Marilyn,  and 
her  friends  tried  in  vain  to  comfort 
her.  Since  she  had  to  take  the  next 
train  out,  which  was  to  leave  in  forty 
minutes,  they  all  had  to  rush  to  dress 
and  get  to  the  station  in  time. 

The  next  morning,  while  at  the 
breakfast  table,  Janet  confessed  to  her 
mother,  "I  have  been  thinking  serious- 
ly about  what  Marilyn  said  last  night, 
and  we  were  so  helpless  to  comfort 
her  in  this  great  sorrow.  I  really  prayed 
after  I  went  back  to  my  room.  Mother, 
we  had  every  comfort  to  offer  Marilyn 
but  one,  which  is  the  most  important. 
I  have  decided  that  my  greatest  need 
is  God  in  my  life,  as  she  witnessed  to 
us.  I  should  like  to  know  Him  as  a  per- 
sonal Savior,  too. 

"Evidently  she  forgot  her  Bible.  I 
found  it  lying  open  on  the  table.  Pick- 
ing it  up,  I  read  a  wonderful  story  re- 
corded over  in  the  book  of  Luke.  Let 
me  read  you  this  verse,  Mother,  which 
I  think  applies  to  us:  'A  friend  of 
mine  in  his  journey  is  come  to  me,  and 
I  have  nothing  to  set  before  him.'  " 

"Yes,"  answered  the  mother,  "that 
does  apply  to  us.  What  if  Daddy  had 
been  in  that  wreck?  All  the  emptiness 
of  my  life  flashed  before  me  when  I 
thought  of  it.  I,  too,  feel  my  need  of 
knowing  her  Saviour." 

April,  1949 


A  Glorious  Morning 


By   St.   John 


The  first  day  of  the  week  cometh 
Mary  Magdalene  early,  when  it  was  yet 
dark,  unto  the  sepulchre,  and  seeth 
the  stone  taken  away  from  the  sepul- 
chre .... 

....  But  Mary  stood  without  at  the 
sepulchre  weeping:  and  as  she  wept, 
she  stooped  down,  and  looked  into  the 
sepulchre,  and  seeth  two  angels  in 
white  sitting,  the  one  at  the  head,  and 
the  other  at  the  feet,  where  the  body 
of  Jesus  had  lain. 

And  they  say  unto  her,  Woman,  why 
weepest  thou? 


She  saith  unto  them,  Because  they 
have  taken  away  my  Lord,  and  I  know 
not  where  they  have  laid  him.  And 
when  she  had  thus  said,  she  turned 
herself  back,  and  saw  Jesus  standing, 
and  knew  not  that  it  was  Jesus.  Jesus 
saith  unto  her,  Woman,  why  weepest 
thou?  whom  seekest  thou?  She,  sup- 
posing him  to  be  the  gardener,  saith 
unto  him,  Sir,  if  thou  have  borne  him 
hence,  tell  me  where  thou  hast  laid 
him,  and  I  will  take  him  away.  Jesus 
saith  unto  her,  Mary.  She  turned  her- 
self, and  saith  unto  him,  Rabboni; 
which  is  to  say,  Master. 


For,  see,  the  winter  is  past, 

the  rain  is  over  and  gone; 
The  flotvers  have  appeared  on  the  earth, 

the  time  of  song  has  come; 
And  the  call  of  the  turtle  dove 

is  heard  in  our  land; 
The  fig  tree  is  putting  forth  its  figs, 

and  the  blossoming  grapevines  give  forth  fragrance. 

Song  of  Solomon   2:11-13 
Smith-Goodspeed    Translation 
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Conducted  by  Alda  B.  Harrison 

This  page  is  dedicated  to  fathers 
this  month.  God  bless  the  fathers 
loith  all  their  problems. 

KINDNESS 

It  costs  so  little  to  be  kind,  but  it  is 
the  greatest  kind  of  an  investment  and 
brings  the  largest  possible  returns.  I 
could  never  understand  how  any  man 
could  be  unkind  to  his  wife,  the  moth- 
er of  his  children.  Suppose  a  stranger 
should  come  into  the  community  look- 
ing for  a  wife.  He  looks  for  the  very 
finest  and  prettiest  he  can  find.  He 
succeeds  and  the  girl,  with  a  thousand 
roses  in  her  cheeks,  becomes  his 
sweetheart.  Finally,  she  turns  away 
from  her  father,  who  would  spend 
thousands  of  dollars  for  the  further- 
ance of  her  education  should  she  de- 
sire to  remain  at  home,  but  she  leaves 
it  all  for  this  stranger  who  has  come 
looking  for  a  wife.  She  turns  away 
from  her  mother,  who  loves  her  so 
much  she  would  lie  down  and  die  for 
her,  and  yet  this  girl  breaks  even  this 
tie  for  this  stranger.  She  becomes  his 
wife  and  as  the  years  pass  she  makes 
the  supreme  sacrifice  of  motherhood 
and  presents  to  him  his  own  offspring, 
and  with  the  coming  of  motherhood 
comes  cares,  burdens,  and  perplexities 
that  only  a  mother  understands.  Then 
for  the  man,  after  he  has  asked  the 
beautiful  girl  to  make  all  this  sacri- 
fice for  him,  to  turn  and  treat  her 
unkindly  is  an  unspeakable  shame. 
I  say  for  a  man  to  turn  against  a 
woman  when  the  last  flower  has  fad- 
ed from  her  cheek  and  neglect  her  and 
breathe  the  poison  breath  of  unkind- 
ness  into  her  life  until  the  last  flower 
in  the  garden  of  her  heart  withers  and 
dies,  I  say  a  man  who  will  treat  a 
woman  like  this  is  unworthy  of  a  wife 
and  children.  The  man  who  will  treat 
the  mother  of  his  children  unkindly 
ought  to  be  banished  to  a  wilderness 
where  his  associates  are  wild  beasts, 
only,  ladies  and  gentlemen,  I  apologize 
to  the  wild  beasts  for  having  such  a 
brute  in  their  midst. 

There  is  something  so  tender  and  so 
healing;  something  so  precious,  when 
great  strong  men  are  unfailing  kind, 
that  a  woman's  heart  grows  strong 
even  under  a  heavy  burden,  when  she 
is  fed  by  kindness. — Dean  Dutton,  in 
Men  of  Tomorrow. 


HRPPy  H0II1E  CIRCLE 

HER  FATHER'S  RELIGION 
By  Lillian  A.  Ward 

It  was  Jane's  freshman  year  in  col- 
lege. Every  letter  from  her  revealed 
keen  enjoyment  of  the  new  and  varied 
experiences  which  were  hers,  and  we 
were  happy  with  her.  There  was  one 
letter  in  particular  which  impressed 
us.  She  related  how  her  thinking  had 
been  thoroughly  aroused  and  she  had 
been  greatly  upset  for  a  time 

"There  have  been  many  strange 
views  presented:  many  ideas  concern- 
ing evolution  and  religion,"  she  wrote, 
"and  they  have  been  given  in  such  a 
plausible  way  that  I  could  scarcely 
help  from  accepting  them.  Really,  I 
had  thought  of  these  things  before  but 
little,  and  had  it  not  been  for  Papa's 
religion  I  should  have  been  swept  off 
my  feet  with  these  false  theories.  I 
know  there  is  a  reality  in  religion,  else 
Papa  could  not  have  stood  as  he  has 
through  the  many  hard  things  he  has 
had  to  undergo.  His  life  has  been  a 
true,  Christian  example  and  this  has 
helped  me  not  to  give  up  my  faith." 
How  fortunate,  I  thought,  is  Jane  to 
have  a  father  whose  Christian  charac- 
ter and  influence  was  an  anchor  to  her 
storm-tossed  mind  and  soul.  I  wonder 
how  many  other  young  men  and  wom- 
en there  are  who  have  been  so  blessed 
and  so  much  influenced  by  the  godly 
example  of  a  father  and  mother  as  has 
Jane. 


May  we  as  fathers  and  mothers  fully 
realize  the  great  privilege  we  have  of 
exalting  Christianity  in  our  homes! 
May  we  realize  our  responsibility  to 
do  so! — Selected. 


"Train  up  a  child  in  the  way  he 
should  go:  and  when  he  is  old,  he  will 
not  depart  from  it."— Prov.  22:6. 


PARENTAL  INFLUENCE 

A  little  boy  and  his  father  were 
walking  through  a  garden  where  there 
were  tender  vines. 

"Now,  papa,"  says  Ned,  "you  be  care- 
ful 

That  you  step  in  just  the  right  place. 

For  right  in  your  footsteps  I'm  step- 
ping." 

"Ah!  that,"  sighed  the  father,  "is  the 
case." 

Let's    stop    now    and     think    ere    we 

journey, 
Would  we  travel  the  road  just  ahead 
If   we   knew   that  our  own  cherished 

darlings 
Would  follow  the  path  we  have  led. 

Ada  Clark. 

A  good  story  is  told  by  Dr.  Johnson 
of  a  father  hearing  the  voice  of  his 
child  behind  him  as  he  was  picking 
his  way  carefully  along  the  mountain- 
side, "Take  a  safe  path,  Papa;  I'm 
coming  after  you."  Ah,  if  older  Chris- 
tians, while  passing  along  the  rugged 
hill  of  life,  would  only  remember  that 
young  Christians  and  children  are 
coming  on  after  them,  how  much  more 
circumspectly  they  would  be  concern- 
ing the  path  taken. 


Would  any  father  visit  the  theater, 
the  gambling  saloons,  the  tavern,  the 
place  of  licentiousness,  holding  his  lit- 
tle boy  by  the  hand?  Will  Christian 
parents  permit  themselves  to  frequent 
doubtful  places  of  any  kind  with  the 
almost  dead  certainty  that  their  chil- 
dren will  follow  them  there?  Will  un- 
converted parents  continue  to  press 
on  their  downward  course  while  they 
hear  the  little  feet  of  their  darlings 
pattering  after  them?  Will  anyone 
allow  himself  to  mislead  a  little  child? 

"What  will  you  take?"  was  the  ques- 
tion asked  an  observant  boy  at  the 
table,  and  referring  to  the  drink  he 
might  desire. 

"I  will  take  what  father  takes."  The 
father  had  received  from  the  waiter 
a  glass  of  intoxicating  drink.  The> 
father  heard  his  boy's  remark,  set  aside 
his  glass,  and  called  for  water. 

The  saddest  of  all  experiences  is  the 
consciousness  that  an  opportunity  for 
right  doing  has  been  lost.  Fathers  and 
mothers,  your  opportunity  in  behalf  of 
your  boys  and  girls  is  today — now! 
Don't  let  it  slip  from  you.  Our  oppor- 
tunity is  today.  Voltaire  made  the  age 
of  five  the  limit  inside  which  charac- 
ter substantially  is  settled.  That  limit 
cannot  be  set  with  safety  very  far 
ahead.  I  don't  want  to  be  so  absorbed 
in  the  cares  and  pursuits  of  my  gen- 
eration as  to  forget  the  next. — From 
"Traits  of  Character." 


Dear  Sister  Harrison: 

I  have  just  read  the  letter  of  the 
young  lady  on  the  Happy  Home  Circle 
page  of  the  February  LIGHTED  PATH- 
WAY. I  couldn't  keep  back  the  tears, 
and  how  I  long  to  speak  to  these  girls 
who  are  so  lonely.  May  God  help  her 
and  others  to  accept  your  advice  given 
in  answer  to  her  letter. 

Oh,  if  they  could  only  see  the  great 
opportunities  they  have  to  serve  the 
Lord  and  how  our  own  sorrows  and 
loneliness  vanish  when  we  spend  our 
time  in  service  to  help  souls  find  our 
Saviour!  This  is  not  something  I've 
learned  from  a  book,  but  from  real  ex- 
perience. The  loneliness  and  emptiness 
of  not  having  an  earthly  companion  is 
nothing  to  compare  with  the  emptiness 
we  will  experience  if  we  give  up  our 
Lord  for  earthly  friends.  Neither  does 
it  compare  with  the  loneliness  and 
heartbreak  in  store  when  we  try  to 
share  our  life  and  home  with  a  sinner 
companion.  Even  though  he  is  all  one 
could  ask  for  in  the  way  of  kindness 
and  consideration,  there  just  can't  be 
perfect  harmony  between  a  Christian 
and  a  sinner. 

When  I  was  a  young  girl,  I  backslid 
because  of  keeping  company  with  sin- 
ners and  finally  married  one.  He  was 
a  good  husband,  but  when  I  got  saved 
a  year  later  nothing  ever  seemed  the 
same  again.  He  still  enjoyed  worldly 
pleasures  and  I  had  no  desire  for  them. 
I  enjoyed  going  to  church  and  he  went 
only  to  please  me,  and  many  times  I 
had  to  go  alone  and  leave  him  behind. 
Oh,  if  I  could  only  show  the  young 
people  how  much  greater  pain  and 
loneliness  this  is  than  to  be  without 
a  companion  they  have  never  known. 
He  never  tried  to  keep  me  from  going 
to  church  and  always  insisted  on  my 
paying  tithes  on  his  income.  He  prom- 
( Continued  on  page  22) 
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HELPS    FOR    TEMPTED  AND  TRIED 


A   PRAYER 

Dear  Father,  before  me  stretches  an 
untried  trail.  Gird  my  soul  with 
strength,  for  thou  hast  bidden  me  to 
walk  in  it.  Help  me  to  take  the  next 
step  fully  assured  that  I  shall  be  at- 
tended by  Thee,  and  that  nothing  can 
transpire  in  the  new  adventure  which 
would  cause  me  to  fear.  If,  as  I  go 
forth,  I  should  be  drawn  aside,  chas- 
ten and  chastise  me  so  that  I  shall  lose 
neither  the  way  nor  the  sense  of  Thy 
presence.  I  ask  in  Jesus'  name.  Amen. 


Dear  Tempted  and  Tried  Ones: 

I  feel  impressed  to  give  to  you  a  lit- 
tle message  this  month  which  I  should 
like  to  get  to  the  ends  of  the  earth.  It 
is  a  message  which  has  come  to  me 
from  my  own  experience  and  has 
burned  itself  into  my  heart.  With  this 
message  I  hope  to  cheer  the  troubled 
and  despondent  souls  into  whose 
hands  this  paper  may  fall. 
There  is  a  way  out. 

First,  I  can't  cheer  you  much 
unless  you  are  a  Christian.  I 
do  not  know  how  to  cheer 
those  who  are  rejecting  the 
Savior  that  we  love,  the  One 
from  whom  every  good  and 
perfect  gift  comes,  unless  it 
would  be  to  say  give  your  life 
into  His  hands  and  then  it 
will  be  easy  to  lift  you  out  of 
your  despondency.  God  is  able 
to  meet  our  every  need. 

Let  us  see  what  this  little 
poem  will  do  to  make  us 
understand  what  the  first  step 
in  the  new  day  should  be.  Get- 
ting in  touch  with  God  is  the 
secret  of  power  and  victory  in 
our  souls. 

The  morning  is  the  gate  of  day, 

But  ere  you  enter  there 
See  that  you  set,  to  guard  it  well, 

The  sentinel  of  prayer. 
So  shall  God's  grace  your  steps  at- 
tend, 

But  nothing  else  pass  through 
Save    what   can    give    the   counter- 
sign; 

The  Father's  will   for  you. 


(At   evening   time) 

When    you    have    reached    the   end 
of  day 

Where   night   and   sleep   await, 
Set  there  the  sentinel  again 

To  bar  the  evening's  gate, 
So  shall   no  fear  disturb  your  rest, 

No  danger  and  no  care. 
For  only  peace  and  pardon  pass 

The  watchful  guard  of  prayer. 

Yes, "prayer  changes  things." 
Here  is  another  poem  which 
has  been  my  experience,  and 
it  has  been  yours,  I  am  sure. 

I    met  God   in   the   morning 
When  my  day  was  at  its  best, 
And  His  presence  came  like  sunrise, 
Like   a   glory   in   my  breast. 


Conducted  by  ALDA  B.  HARRISON 

All  day  long  the  presence  lingered, 
All   day  He  stayed  with   me, 
And  we  sailed    in   perfect  calmness 
O'er   a    very    troubled   sea. 

Other  ships  were  blown  and  battered, 
Other  ships  were  sore  distressed, 
But  the  winds  that  seemed  to  drive  them 
Brought   to  us  a   peace  and   rest. 

Then    I    thougnt  of  other  mornings 
With  a  keen  remorse  of  mind, 
When  I,  too,  had  loosed  the  moorings, 
With   the   presence   left   behind. 

So  I   think   I   know  the  secret 
Learned  from  many  a   troubled  way, 
You    must    seek    Him    in    the    morning 
If  you   want  Him   through   the  day. 

To  wait  upon  the  Lord  and  have  His 
presence  fill  our  souls  is  the  key  to  a 
successful  ministry  to  others.  If  we 
pray  and  then  go  out  to  meet  the 
needs  of  those  around  us,  we  will  be 


lifted  out  of  our  own  despondency  into 
the  sunshine  of  God's  wonderful  love. 
All  around  you  are  sad  and  suffering 
ones.  See  how  many  deeds  of  kindness 
you  can  do,  how  many  troubled  hearts 
you  can  comfort.  This  is  the  secret  of 
a  happy  life. 

At  a  railway  station  a  benevolent 
man  found  a  schoolboy  crying  because 
he  had  not  quite  enough  to  pay  his 
fare.  He  remembered,  suddenly,  how, 
years  before,  he  had  been  in  the  same 
plight,  but  had  been  helped  by  an  un- 
known friend,  and  had  been  enjoined 
that  some  day  he  should  pass  that 
kindness  on.  Now  he  saw  the  long- 
expected  moment  had  come.  He  took 
the  weeping  boy  aside,  told  him  his 
experience,  paid  his  fare  and  asked 
him  in  his  turn,  to  pass  the  kindness 
on.  As  the  train  moved  from  the  sta- 
tion, the  lad  cried  cheerily,  "I  will  pass 
it  on,  sir!"  So  the  act  of  thoughtful 
love  is.  being  passed  on  through  our 
world,  nor  will  it  stay  till  its 
ripples  have  belted  the  globe 
and  met  again. 

Go  and  do  thou  likewise.  Is 
your  heart  comforted?  Then 
be  on  the  alert  to  comfort 
those  who  are  in  any  trouble. 
You  cannot  miss  them,  they 
are  not  scarce.  Your  own  sad 
past  will  make  you  quick  to 
detect  them  where  others 
might  miss  them.  If  you  find 
them  not,  seek  them.  The 
wounded  hart  goes  alone  to 
die;  sorrow  shuns  society.  You 
should  constantly  seek  from 
the  Man  of  sorrows  Himself 
directions  as  to  where  the  sor- 
rowing abide.  He  knows  their 
haunts  from  which  they  have 
cried  to  Him  and  when  you 
find  them,  do  for  them  as  the 
good  Samaritan  did  when  he 
bound  up  the  wounds  of  the 
man  by  the  wayside,  pouring 
in  the  oil  of  kindness  and  love 
and  sympathy.  Somebody 
needs  you  today,  don't  wait 
until  tomorrow. 


TELL  JESUS 

Edith    Hickman    Divall 


Tell  JESUS  when  life's  burdens  seem  too  great  for  you  to  bear, 
Go  lay  it  at  the  feet  of  Christ,  and  know  that  He  will  care; 
And  tell  Him  all  the  little  things  that  come  to  cloud  your  way, 
The  trials  and  perplexities  thGt  trouble  you   today. 

Tell  JESUS  all   there   is  to  tell   about  your  daily  needs — 
About  the  dim  uncertainties  thro'  which  your  pathway  leads — 
About  the  cherished  hopes  that  lie  crushed  lifeless  at  your  feet — 
The   golden   dreams    left   unfulfilled,    the    labors    incomplete. 

If  you  could  know  how   tenderly   He   makes  our  cares   His  own, 
You   would   not  stand   apart  again   and   bear   your    load   alone; 
You  would  not  miss  the  joy  and  peace  of  walking  at  H;s  side, 
Of  finding   tempest  changed   to  calm,   ond  sorrow   sanctified 

I    tell   Him  all    the   story  now;    no  other   friend  can   be, 

In   morning   light  or  evening   shade,   what   JESUS   is   to   me. 

His   human   heart   is  still    the   same,    today   as   yesterday, 

And   in   His   love    I    find   my   rest,    and   in    His  strength    my   stay 


HE   LEADETH   ME 

In  pastures  green.  Not  always; 
sometimes   He 

Who  knoweth  best,  in  kindness 
leadeth    me 

In  weary  ways  where  heavy  shad- 
ows  be, 

Out  of  the  sunshine,  warm,  and 
soft  and  bright, 

Out  of  ,the  sunshine  into  darkest 
night, 

I  oft  would  faint  with  sorrow  and 
fright. 

Only  for  this — I  know  He  holds 
my  hand, 

Whether  it  be  green  or  desert  land 

I  trust  although  I  may  not  under- 
stand. 


The  gross  withereth,  the  flower 
fadeth;  but  the  word  of  our  God 
shall  stand  for  ever. 


April,  1949 
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By  J.  Stewart  Brinsfield 

"If  ye  then  be  risen  with  Christ, 
seek  those  things  which  are  above, 
where  Christ  sitteth  on  the  right  hand 
of  God,"  Col.  3:1. 

The  resurrection  of  our  Lord  and 
Redeemer  Jesus  Christ  is  not  only  a 
fundamental  theme  of  the  Christian 
faith,  but  is  also  an  indisputable  fact 
of  history.  As  had  been  prophesied  by 
the  Patriarch  David,  the  bonds  of 
death  could  not  hold  the  Giver  of  Life 
any  more  than  darkness  could  sur- 
round His  person  or  His  holiness.  The 
candid  seeker  for  truth  is  certainly 
impressed  by  the  preponderance  of 
weighty  and  overwhelmingly  convinc- 
ing proofs  of  the  bodily  resurrection 
of  Jesus  Christ  from  the   tomb. 

The  resurrection  was  so  important 
to  early  Christians  that  the  Apostle 
Paul  was  willing  for  Christianity  to 
answer  with  its  very  life  for  its  claim 
concerning  the  message  of  the  risen 
Lord.  In  fact,  Paul  said,  "If  Christ 
be  not  risen,  then  is  our  preaching 
vain,  your  faith  is  also  vain  and  ye 
are  yet  in  your  sins."  There  were 
questions,  especially  among  the  Greeks 
who  could  not  satisfactorily  theorize 
the  physical  aspects  of  the  resurrec- 
tion. They  asked,  "How  are  the  dead 
raised  up,  and  with  what  body  do 
they  come?"  In  the  opinion  of  the 
Greeks,  Christianity  was  a  philosophy 
worthy  of  their  support  and  alle- 
giance, regardless  of  the  resurrection. 
It  was  for  this  reason  that  the  Apostle 
Paul  declared  so  fervently  and  intel- 
ligently that  Christ  had  risen  and 
appeared  to  many  of  the  apostles, 
and  said  Paul,  "He  appeared  to  me 
also."  Therefore,  Paul  reasons  that 
there  can  be  no  Christianity,  no  faith, 
and  no  salvation  unless  there  be  a 
risen  Lord. 

There  can  be  no  compromise  on  this 
subject.  A  Christ  who  did  not  rise 
from  the  darkness  of  the  tomb  can 
never  illumine  the  soul  of  mankind. 
A  Christ  who  could  not  redeem  His 
own  life  from  death  can  never  pro- 
vide power  to  redeem  the  souls  of 
those  bound  by  Satan.  If  the  resurrec- 
tion be  a   farce,  then  Christianity  is 


A  revealing  discussion  of  the  most  profound  event  in 
history,  and  its  relevance  to  the  modern  mind  and  soul. 


nothing  except  a  vain  and  meaning- 
less philosophy  based  on  deceit,  su- 
perstition and  a  fabrication  of  cun- 
ningly devised  fables  and  traditions 
of  men.  It  is,  therefore,  unworthy  of 
the  thoughts  and  conscientious  al- 
legiance ascribed  by  all  men  of  all 
generations.  Thank  God,  the  opposite 
is  true. 

The  tears  of  Mary  Magdalene,  her 
heart  throbs  of  dejection,  and  her 
fears  were  quickly  dispelled  by  the 
Master's  voice  on  that  glorious  morn- 
ing well  nigh  two  thousand  years  ago. 
The  empty  tomb,  the  folded  napkin, 
the  graveclothes,  and  the  message  of 
the  angelic  being  are  convincing  in 
themselves.  To  this  evidence  must  be 
added  the  testimonies  of  the  enemies 
of  Christ,  for  the  watch,  composed  of 
men  determined  to  thwart  any  plan 
which  would  lend  credence  to  Jesus' 
prediction  of  His  resurrection,  fell  as 
dead  men  when  the  angel  descended 
to  roll  away  the  stone.  Jesus'  appear- 
ance on  the  Emmaus  road  created  a 
sensation,  as  described  in  the  words 
of  the  disciples,  "Did  not  our  hearts 
burn  within  us?"  His  appearance  in 
the  upper  room  and  on  the  rolling 
sea,  and  the  Bethany  experience, 
where  more  than  five  hundred  people 
beheld  His  ascension,  were  impressive. 
All  this  and  the  message  of  the  angels, 
which  predicted  His  return  in  like 
manner  as  He  had  gone  away,  should 
be  most  convincing.  However,  there 
is  more.  The  vision  of  John  the  Divine 
on  the  Isle  of  Patmos  further  sub- 
stantiated the  fact  that  He  showed 
Himself  alive  after  His  passion,  or 
crucifixion,  by  many  infallible  proofs. 

The  miracles  and  triumphs  of  Christ 
are  all  the  more  real  because  of  His 
vicarious  suffering  and  death.  His 
body,  born  of  the  Virgin  Mary  in 
contradiction  to  the  laws  of  life,  had 
been  crucified  and  slain  amid  scenes 
so  inspiring  and  convincing  as  to  com- 
pel the  Roman  centurion  to  exclaim, 
"Truly,  this  was  the  Son  of  God." 
At  noonday  the  sun  went  down 
behind   a   rough-hewn,  blood-stained 


cross  on  a  lonely  hill  whose  shape 
was  likened  to  a  skull.  There 
was  no  doubt  as  to  whether  He 
was  dead,  for  the  officer  investigated 
and  found  that  His  body  was  lifeless. 
Instead  of  breaking  His  legs,  as  was 
the  custom,  they  drove  a  spear  into 
His  heart.  His  body  was  drained  of  its 
life  stream.  He  was  dead!  Therefore, 
the  fact  that  He  rose  is  not  only  an 
inspiring  and  glorious  triumph  for  the 
Christian  faith,  but  is  without  doubt 
the  greatest  miracle  of  human  history. 
The  disciples  of  our  Lord  were  not 
a  group  of  emotional  fanatics  who 
accepted  and  declared  the  resurrec- 
tion doctrine  because  of  a  phantom 
imaginative  impulse.  Indeed,  the  op- 
posite is  true.  They  were  not  easily 
convinced;  they  even  doubted.  Christ 
appeared  to  them  on  the  occasions 
recorded  in  sacred  history  to  convince 
them  and  to  show  them  His  resur- 
rected body.  He  exhibited  the  prints 
of  the  nails  in  His  hands  and  His  j 
feet.  On  one  occasion,  He  pulled  aside 
His  robe  and  offered  Thomas  the 
privilege  to  thrust  a  hand  into  the 
wounded  side.  Thomas,  then  thorough- 
ly convinced,  exclaimed,  "My  Lord 
and  my  God."  Christ,  the  unconquer- 
able One,  did  not  rot  in  a  rocky  Syri- 
an grave  as  did  Plato,  Confucius  or 
Mohammed  in  theirs.  "He  awoke  as 
one  out  of  sleep,  and  as  a  giant  re- 
freshed by  wine,  He  smote  His  ene- 
mies and  put  them  to  perpetual 
shame."  In  one  super  Herculean 
stroke,  He  shattered  for  time  and  for 
eternity  the  vast  empire  of  death, 
with  its  skeletons  and  skulls.  The 
miraculous  power  of  His  holiness  tore 
the  shroud  from  the  monster  death 
and  inspired  saints  of  all  ages  to  sing, 
"O  death,  where  is  thy  sting?  O  grave, 
where  is  thy  victory?"  The  dark  val- 
ley was  flooded,  for  all  generations, 
with  the  radiant  streams  which  broke 
over  the  tomb,  brightening  the  road 
of  life  for  weary  travelers  to  the  gates 
of  paradise. 

He  lives,  He  lives, 
Christ  Jesus  lives  today! 
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He  ivalks  ivith  me  and  talks  loith  me 

Along  life's  narrow  way. 

He  lives,  He  lives, 

Salvation  to  impart! 

You  ask  me  how  I  know  He  lives? 

He  lives  within  my  heart. 

Christianity  is  not  a  decadent  phi- 
losophy of  life.  It  is  a  living,  vibrant, 
surging,  powerful  life  within  itself. 
Christianity  lives  because  Christ  lives. 
Christianity  is  Christ.  The  Apostle 
Paul  declares,  "For  me  to  live  is 
Christ."  Christianity  is  not  the  words 
or  the  example  of  Christ.  It  is  His  per- 
son, His  power,  and  and  His  life.  Had 
Christianity  been  anything  less  than 
this,  it  might  well  have  perished  under 
the  weight  and  wickedness  of  the  Ro- 
man court,  or  by  the  hoards  of  Islam, 
or  the  corruption  which  invited  the 
Reformation.  It  might  have  perished 
as  a  result  of  the  confusion  and  strife 
attending  the  Reformation  itself.  The 
terrible  blood  lettings  during  the 
French  and  American  Revolutions 
and  the  awful  wars  of  our  genera- 
tions might  have  swamped  and  de- 
stroyed the  faith,  had  Christianity 
been  a  natural  or  even  a  highly  emo- 
tional human  concept.  However,  since 
Christ  lives,  men  believe  that  there 
is  meaning,  and  have  found  that 
there  is  power,  in  His  name.  He  is  in- 
carnate in  the  gospel  and  in  Christen- 
dom itself.  The  long  history  of  Chris- 
tianity reproduces  His  words  and  they 
are  life  to  all  believers.  So  the  work 
goes  on  and  on  and  on.  Men  the  world 
around  ascribe  praise,  majesty,  and 
glory  to  Him  around  whose  manger 
crib  wise  men  knelt  under  the  soft 
light  of  a  new  star  and  the  hills  of 
Bethlehem  echoed  with  the  silvery 
strains  of  angelic  music  which  none 
of  earth's  symphonies  can  ever  re- 
produce. 

St.  Paul  challenged  the  Corinthians 
by  telling  them  that  in  their  day 
there  were  more  than  250  people  then 
living  who  saw  Christ  after  His  death 
and  resurrection.  There  was  enough 
intercourse  between  Greece  and  the 
coast  of  Syria  to  allow  those  Corin- 
thians to  investigate  if  they  doubted 
his  statement,  for,  said  he,  "Above 
five  hundred  men  saw  him  as  he  went 
away,  of  whom  the  greater  part  re- 
main unto  this  day."  Inasmuch,  then, 
as  Christ  is  risen,  indeed  our  faith 
has  a  firm  foundation.  Our  preaching 
is  not  vain.  We  are  redeemed  from  sin. 
Our  hopes  and  our  aims  are  Christ 
centered. 

Those  who  have  experienced  the 
operation    of    the    divine    Spirit    and 


have  been  raised  from  death  in  tres- 
passes and  sins  into  the  glorious  lib- 
erty of  the  sons  of  God,  must  con- 
centrate their  thoughts,  ambitions, 
aspirations,  and  hopes,  not  on  things 
of  this  world,  but  on  things  above. 
Our  thoughts  must  rise  heavenward 
with  a  risen  Saviour.  "Finally,  breth- 
ren, whatsoever  things  are  true,  what- 
soever things  are  honest,  whatsoever 
things  are  just,  whatsoever  things  are 
pure,  whatsoever  things  are  lovely, 
whatsoever  things  are  of  good  report; 
if  there  be  any  virtue,  and  if  there 
be  any  praise,  think  on  these  things," 
Phil.  4:8.  We  must  set  our  affections 
on  things  above  where  Christ  sitteth 
on  the  right  hand  of  God.  Our  wor- 
ship of  God  through  the  Spirit  and 
mediation  of  Jesus  Christ  our  Lord 
must  be  sincere  and  fervent.  Christ 
Himself  taught  that  if  we  love  the 
world  and  the  things  of  the  world 
the  love  of  the  Father  is  not  in  us. 

Our  first  and  dominating  principle 
of  life  must  require  us  to  seek  first 
the  kingdom  of  God  and  His  right- 
eousness and  to  trust  in  the  abundance 
of  God's  grace  and  wisdom  to  guide 
us  in  the  proper  channels  which 
would  insure  happiness  and  material 
security  in  this  life  and  in  the  world 
to  come  life  everlasting. 

We  must  seek  those  things  which 
are  above — set  our  affections  on  Him. 
Let  the  eternal  beauty  woo  and  win 
our  hearts.  In  that  higher  world  are 
the  things  which  eyes  have  not  beheld 
and  which  ears  have  not  heard.  In 
that  realm  are  many  objects  and  be- 
ings worthy  of  enthusiastic  love. 
Great  intellectuals  stand  before  the 
most  Holy.  There  in  His  presence  is 
the  ultimate,  the  perfect,  the  develop- 
ment without  blemish  of  all  the  noble 
and  lovely  things  that  inspire  men's 
souls  on  earth,  but  there  is  One  above 
all  others  who  has  claims  on  the  hu- 
man heart.  It  is  He  to  whom  we  can 
ascribe  praise  which  none  other  de- 
serves. No  other  has  suffered  as  He  did 
in  the  flesh.  Thus  He  invites  and  re- 
ceives the  unstinted  homage  of  tens  of 
thousands  who  love  Him  better  and 
more  sincerely  as  their  opportunity 
to  serve  Him  increases. 

We  must  realize,  that  as  never  be- 
fore in  the  history  of  man,  life  is  a 
thrilling  complexity.  Never  have  our 
hearts  been  subject  to  greater  pas- 
sions or  more  challenging  opportuni- 
ties than  today.  Time  itself  has  grown 
more  valuable.  Almost  everything  is 
measured  more  or  less  in  the  hours 
of  human  service.   Therefore,   if   our 


J.    Stewart    Brinsfield 

time  is  to  count  for  Christ,  we  must 
be  elevated,  thereby  breaking  the 
bonds  of  the  commonplace  and  bring- 
ing ourselves  into  a  place  of  freedom 
from  carnal  things  for  the  express 
honor  and  glory  of  God  and  the  pro- 
motion of  the  kingdom  of  our  Lord 
Jesus  Christ  on  earth. 

This  is  an  age  of  revolutionary 
power.  This  power  has  reached  aston- 
ishing proportions  in  every  phase  of 
our  lives.  The  power  of  personality, 
of  human  charm,  of  political  and 
idealogical  impulses  is  everywhere 
felt.  We  think  of  power  usually  in 
our  age  in  the  terms  of  atomic  de- 
velopment. Ingenious  skill  and  scien- 
tific formula  have  concentrated  in 
a  tiny  bomb  atomic  powers  more  de- 
structive than  anything  previously 
known.  These  forces  are  now  being 
manufactured  with  more  deadly  pre- 
cision and  at  far  less  expense  than 
most  persons  can  realize.  Our  reason 
tells  us  that  science  is  continuing  its 
pace  and  will  continue  to  develop 
powers  in  proportion  to  the  imagina- 
tion of  the  most  visionary  of  our 
times.  Many  of  us  have  heard  or  read 
of  plans  to  fly  rocket  planes  beyond 
the  atmosphere  of  the  earth  in  the 
hope  of  establishing  contact  with  the 
moon  and  with  other  planets. 

A  recent  test  by  Army  engineers 
seems  to  prove  that  such  rockets  have 
already  gone  250  miles  into  the  air, 
at  which  point  a  second  rocket  takes 
off  and  speeds  at  the  rate  of  several 
thousand  miles  an  hour  on  out  into 

(Continued  on  page  19) 
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The  April  Spotlight  focuses  on  Mauldin  Ray.  of  Huffman.  Arkansas. 
Mauldin  is  a  young  minister  in  the  Church  of  God,  having  begun  his 
ministry  as  a  boy  preacher  at  the  age  of  thirteen.  His  ministry  has 
been  very  effective  and  very  much  in  demand  in  his  native  state 
Arkansas,  Missouri,  Nebraska,  and   Kansas. 

Mauldin  attended  the  public  schools  of  Huffman,  after  which  he 
attended  the  Church  of  God  Bible  Training  School  for  three  years. 
While  there  he  was  very  active  in  various  clubs,  serving  as  president  of 
the  missionary  club  and  was  a  member  of  the  annual  staff.  From 
Bible  School  he  went  to  Arkansas  State  College,  where  he  began  his 
college  studies,  at  which  time  he  also  served  as  pastor  of  the  Church 
of  God  in  Nettleton.  At  present,  he  is  furthering  his  education  in  Lee 
College,   from   which   he  hopes   to  be   graduated   this   year. 

In  1946  he  was  married  to  Miss  Willie  Ruth  Hill,  with  whom  he 
will  resume  his  ministerial  work  after  he  has  received  his  B.  A.  degree. 


The  deserving  young  lady  for  this  month's  Spotlight,  Hope  Good- 
man Powell,  received  salvation  and  was  baptized  with  the  Holy  Ghost 
when  she  was  fourteen  years  old.  She  graduated  from  Boyden  High 
School  at  Salisbury,  North  Carolina,  and  attended  Catawba  College 
in  the  same  city.  She  also  attended  Bob  Jones  University  in  Green- 
ville, South  Carolina.  While  in  Greenville,  Hope  took  an  active  part 
in  the  Church  of  God,  which  included  teaching  a  Sunday  School 
class.  In  her  home  church  at  Salisbury,  she  has  served  in  most  every 
department.  At  present  she  is  Y.  P.  E.  president.  She  has  been  pianist 
and  a  member  of  a  trio  which  did  radio  work  for  the  church.  In  her 
high  school  days,  she  played  for  three  years  as  violinist  in  the  orchestra. 

Mrs.  Powell  is  an  art  student  and  while  at  Bob  Jones  University, 
one  of  her  art  nieces  was  accepted  in  an  art  show.  Her  hobbies  are 
photography  and  writing,  which  she  enjoys  verv  much.  Many  of  her 
poems  have  been  nublished  in  the  SALISBURY  EVENING  POST  and 
The  LIGHTED  PATHWAY.  Also,  many  of  her  Bible  lessons  have  been 
published   in    the   LIGHTED   PATHWAY. 

About  a  year  and  a  half  ago  this  young  lady  married  Herman  Doyle 
Powell,  of  Black  Oak,  Arkansas. 


Youth 

Interviews 

Experience 


Rev.  E.  J.  Boehmer,  twenty-five  years 
General  Secretary-Treasurer  of  the  Church 
of  God  interviewed  by  Geneva  Carroll. 

Brother  Boehmer,  since  you  have 
been  a  minister  for  years,  hoiv  did  you 
become  interested  in  the  Church  of 
God? 

After  receiving  the  Spirit's  Baptism 
and  making  a  close  study  of  the  vVord, 
I  came  to  the  firm  conclusion  that 
the  various  denominations  then  in  ex- 
istence did  not  constitute  the  Church 
of  God.  By  continuing  to  search  the 
scriptures  and  praying.  I  was  thrown 
in  contact  with  Brother  R.  G.  Spurling, 
who  so  ably  proved  to  me  the  Church 
of  God.  I  at  once  became  a  member 
and  minister  of  the  Church. 

Hoid  long  have  you  been  a  member 
of  the  Church? 

I  have  been  a  member  for  thirty- 
nine  years. 


You  have  been  a  minister  of  the 
gospel  for  how  many  years? 

Since  1908  I  have  been  preaching  the 
Word  of  God. 

Tell  me  about  some  of  your  out- 
standing converts. 

Some  who  were  confined  to  the  pen- 
itentiary were  wonderfully  saved  and 
a  number  of  ministers  are  now  in  the 
Church,  won  during  my  pastoral  and 
revival  work. 

What  advice  would  you  give  a  young 
man  preparing  for  the  ministry? 

He  should  be  sure  of  his  calling,  be- 
come an  ardent  student  of  the  Bible, 
go  to  Bible  School  if  possible,  read 
good,  wholesome  literature,  know  the 
value  of  prayer,  and  have  a  close  walk 
with  the  Lord. 

What  are  some  of  your  outstanding 
ariswers  to  prayer? 

The  salvation  of  some  of  our  chil- 
dren have  come  in  answer  to  our 
prayers,  also  special  healings  while 
doing  pastoral  work  and  very  definite 
answers  while  conducting  revivals. 
During  the  time  we  did  pioneer  work 
in  the  mountains  of  Georgia  and 
North  Carolina  we  received  many  an- 
swers to  prayer. 

After  all  your  years  of  ministerial 
work,  loould  you  choose  a  different 
vocation  if  you  could  be  young  again? 

No. 


What  one  person  has  been  the 
greatest  help  to  you  in  the  Church? 

In  my  early  ministerial  work.  Broth- 
er F.  J.  Lee,  who  ably  imparted  Bible 
knowledge  and  was  always  ready  to 
give  encouragement  when  needed,  was 
my  greatest  help. 

What  is  one  of  your  most  thrilling 
experiences? 

Being  delivered  from  the  hands  of 
those  who  sought  to  harm  and  destroy 
my  life  can  never  be  forgotten.  I  was 
definitely  led  by  the  Spirit  to  leave 
the  home  where  I  was  staying. 

Did  you  ever  dream  that  the  Church 
of  God  ivould  reach  its  present  size 
and   influence   during   your   lifetime? 

The  early  Church  prospered  and 
grew  because  of  a  Spirit-filled  min- 
istry. Since  we  are  living  in  the  last 
days,  and  because  of  the  outpouring 
of  the  Holy  Ghost  and  God  working 
wonderfully  through  the  ministers, 
there  is  all  hope  of  the  Church  grow- 
ing and  prospering. 

What  do  you  think  of  the  future  of 
the  Church  of  God? 

It  will  continue  to  grow  in  spiritu- 
ality and  number  as  the  ministry  and 
members  continue  their  close  walk 
with  God.  Despite  the  hindrances 
which  may  confront  us,  I  have  reason 
to  believe  that  by  the  help  of  the  Lord, 
she  will  continue  to  grow  in  spiritual- 
ity and  power. 
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PRESENTING  THE   DANIEL   FAMILY 

By   Manuel    F.    Campbell 


As  pastor  of  the  Church  of  God  in 
Crescent  Springs,  Kentucky,  it  is  with 
pleasure  that  we  present  to  the  read- 
ers of  The  LIGHTED  PATHWAY  Mr. 
and  Mrs.  Troy  Daniel,  of  Crescent 
Springs,  and  their  lovely  family  of 
nine  children.  There  have  been  ten 
children,  but  one  is  with  Jesus. 

According  to  recent  figures  given  by 
the  Reader's  Digest,  there  were  450,000 
divorces  granted  in  the  United  States 
in  1947.  This  staggering  figure  repre- 
sents the  disintegration  of  many 
American  homes;  lonely  and  deserted 
children;  parental  and  juvenile  delin- 
quency. Many  newspapers  give  first- 
page  publicity  to  family  scandals  and 
juvenile  crimes,  the  greater  the  crime 
the  more  publicity;  while  on  the  other 
hand,  little  or  no  attention  is  given  to 
a  praying  family  like  the  Daniels,  and 
many  other  God-fearing  families  in 
this  country.  In  other  words,  we  read 
of  the  worst,  but  hear  little  of  the  best. 

Stella  Flynn  Daniel,  mother  of  this 
family,  was  born  in  Ravenna,  Ken- 
tucky, in  1911.  She  was  saved  in  an 
evangelistic  campaign  conducted  by 
the  Rev.  Joel  Stamper  in  1929,  at  the 
Hamilton,  Ohio,  Church  of  God.  Since 
her  conversion  she  has  served  with 
honor  and  marked  success  as  Sunday 
School  teacher  and  Y.P.E.  president  in 
several  of  our  churches,  in  which  posi- 
tions she  serves  at  the  present  time. 
Her  Christian  activity  has  won  for  her 
the  name  of  being  an  energetic  and 
devoted  lay  member  in  the  church. 

Troy  Daniel,  father  of  this  healthy 
family,  was  also  born  in  Ravenna, 
Kentucky.  A  distance  of  only  two  miles 
separated  the  Daniels  and  the  Flynn 
families;  however,  Troy  and  Stella 
never  met  until  they  were  twenty-one 
years  old.  The  reason  for  their  not 
meeting  was  because  the  Flynn  familv 
moved  to  Hamilton,  Ohio,  while  Stella 
was  still  a  young  girl. 


Mr.  Troy  Daniel  was  saved  at  the 
Ravenna  Church  of  God  while  the 
Rev.  J.  A.  Muncy  was  pastor.  This 
young  man  became  immediately  inter- 
ested in  church  work.  He  has  capably 


POINTED   PARAGRAPHS 

By   Martin    Miller 

The  Easter  message  is  the  victory  mes- 
sage for  all  Christendom.  Without  the  resur- 
rection we  would  have  no  Christianity.  With 
it  we  have  a  forceful,  dynamic  gospel  of 
salvation  that  can  and  does  make  man  vic- 
torious over  all  sin  and  death. 
— p — 

True   spirituality   should    not   be   measured 
in    terms    of    manual      demonstrations,      but 
rather    by    the    self-sacrificing     service     one 
renders  in   winning   lost  souls  to  Christ. 
— P — 

You   can't   do   more  for   God    than   you    do 
for  His  children. 

— P — 
It   is  easy   to   direct;    can   you    lead?    It   is 
easy    to    criticize;    can    you    do    better?    It    is 
easy  to  hinder;  can't  you  help? 

— P — 

No    useful    service    will    ever    be    rendered 
if  everyone  concerned  must  be  pleased. 

served  as  Sunday  School  teacher,  as- 
sistant Sunday  School  superintendent, 
and  is  at  present  one  of  the  local 
church  trustees.  He  is  also  a  loyal  sup- 
porter of  the  Church  of  God  with  his 
tithes  and  offerings. 

Stella,  being  a  young  girl  with  high 
religious  scruples,  refused  to  keep  com- 
pany with  Troy  because  he  was  not  a 
Christian.  However,  her  love  for  this 
young  man  caused  her  to  fast  and 
pray  for  his  conversion.  She  prayed 
through  and  believed  God  for  his  sal- 
vation, which  followed  a  few  days  lat- 
( Continued  on  page  22) 


KNOW    YOUR    MISSIONARIES  By  J.  Herbert  Walker,  Sr. 

...........       Our    missionary 

was  born  in  Coal 
Valley ,  Pennsylvania, 
January  3,  1891,  and 
married  his  compan- 
ion, pictured  here,  in 
1922;  they  have  three 
daughters. 

He  received  his 
schooling  in  Penn- 
sylvania at  the  pub- 
lic schools  and  a  Bi- 
ble training  school. 
He  pastored  church- 
es at  Barnesboro,  Al- 
verda  and  Green- 
wich in  Pennsylvan- 
ia. 

Our  brother  has 
been  a  Christian  for 
thirty-five  years,  and 
a  missionary  for  thir- 
ty-three years,  serv- 
ing in  the  same  field 
with  only  short  fur- 
loughs. H  i  s  whole- 
hearted devotion  to 
the  mission  work  has 
endeared  him  to 
those  who  know  him. 

WHO   IS   HE? 

Along  close  to  his  side  is  another  missionary  who  discovered  America  in 
Pennsylvania. 

She  took  Bible  training  in  that  state  and  has  for  twenty-eight  years  served 
with  her  husband  in  this  certain  mission  territory. 

Where   Is  This   Field   of   Labor? 


Last   month's    missionary:    Rev.    Wayne   McAfee,    Apartado    Postal    No.    307,    Guatemala 
City,  Guatemala.  This  missionary  would  be  pleased  to  hear  from  any  of  you. 
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The  Resurrection 
of  CHRIST 

GENEVA  CARROLL 


During  the  three  dark  days  that 
Jesus  lay  in  the  tomb,  the  hope  of  the 
disciples  was  dead.  They  failed  to  re- 
member His  promise  that  He  would 
rise  again  the  third  day.  They  felt 
His  beautiful  life  had  ended  tragical- 
ly, and  their  brightest  hopes  of  reign- 
ing with  Him  in  His  kingdom  were 
shattered.  In  their  depressing  sad- 
ness they  hid  themselves  for  fear  of 
the  Jews.  Evidently  those  disciples 
gave  up  all  hope  of  ever  seeing  Christ 
again.  It  is  true  that  they  heard  Him 
again  and  again  predict  His  death 
and  resurrection,  but  they  did  not 
understand  just  what  He  meant. 
The  women  who  were  first  at  His 
tomb  after  His  resurrection  were 
there,  not  because  they  expected  to 
see  Him  alive,  but  rather  to  anoint 
His   dead  body. 

When  the  women  entered  the  tomb, 
they  did  not  find  the  body  of  Jesus. 
While  they  were  perplexed  about  this, 
behold,  two  men  stood  by  them 
dressed  in  white.  The  women  were 
frightened  and  bowed  their  faces  to 
the  ground,  but  the  men  said  to  them, 
'Why  .do  you  seek  the  living  among 
the  dead?  Remember  how  he  told 
you,  while  he  was  still  in  Galilee, 
that  the  son  of  man  must  be  deliv- 
ered into  the  hands  of  sinful  men, 
and  be  crucified,  and  on  the  third 
day  rise,"  Luke  24:3-7,  R.  V. 

The  women  remembered  His  words 
and  went  away  from  the  tomb  in 
mingled  joy  and  fear,  but  when 
they  told  this  glad  news  to  the 
Apostles,  they  refused  to  believe 
what  the  women  had  said.  "Their 
words  seemed  to  them  as  idle 
tales,  and  they  believed  not," 
Luke  24:11.  Their  doubts  did 
not  disappear  until  each  one  had  seen 
Christ  for  himself.  Thomas  refused 
to  believe  his  fellow  disciples,  but 
when  he,  too,  had  seen  the  risen 
Saviour,  he  fell  at  His  feet  and  con- 
fessed Him  as  his  Lord  and  God. 

Out  in  India  a  missionary  was 
preaching  to  the  people  when  a 
Mohammedan  gentleman  came  up  to 
him  and  said,  "You  must  admit  that 
we  have  one  thing  you  have  not,  and 
it  is  better  than  anything  you  have." 
The  missionary  smiled  and  asked  him 
to  state  what  it  was.  He  replied, 
'When  we  go  to  our  Mecca,  we  find  at 
least  a  coffin  of  Mohammed,  but 
when  you  Christians  go  to  Jerusalem, 
which  is  your  Mecca,  you  find  nothing 
but  an  empty  grave."  Again  the  mis- 
sionary smiled  and  said,  "That  is 
just  the  difference.  Mohammed  is 
dead  and  is  in  his  coffin,  but  thank 
God,  Jesus  Christ  is  not  dead;  He  is 
not  in  the  tomb.  The  empty  tomb  is 
proof  of  the  risen  Christ.  Ours  is  a 
living  Saviour!" 
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TRY  THIS  CROSSWORD  PUZZLE 


Across 


1.  Pictured  Church  of  God  official  is  General 
Secretary  and  Treasurer,  R.  R.  

7.  How  John  the  Baptist  was  killed,  Mark 
6:27. 

9.  The  father  of  Joshua,  Exod.  33:11. 

10.  Heshbon   was   to   howl,    for   this   place   was 
spoiled,   Jer.   49:3. 

11.  Town   in   Judah   near  Edom,  Josh.    15:29. 

13.  King  of  Assyria,  2  Kings  15:19. 

14.  Daughter  of  Phanuel,  Luke  2:36. 

15.  City  where  Hadad  reigned,   1   Chron   1 :50. 
17.  Printer's  measure. 

20.  Gross   (abbr.). 

21.  "And  he  said, ,  Father,  all  things 

are  possible  unto  thee,"  Mark  14:36. 

23.  Son  of  Shammua,  Neh.   11:17. 

Organ   of   hearing   mentioned   in   Matt.    10: 

27. 

A  meadow. 

Those  of  curious  what  brought  their  books 

and    burned   them?   Acts    19:19. 


25 


28.  What  land  is  spoken  of  in  Isa.   16:1? 

30.  Prefix  denoting  two. 

31.  The    name    of   Judah's    son    for    whom    he 
took  a  wife,  Gen.  38:6. 

32.  Jesus  was  born  in  a  manger  because  there 

was  no  room   for  him  in  the  ,  Luke 

2:7. 

34.  Jesus  said  to  remember  whose  wife?  Luke 
17:32. 

37.  What    Jeremiah    wrote    in    the    book    with, 
Jer.   36:18. 

38.  Who    created    the    heaven    and   the    earth? 
Gen.  1:1. 

40.  "Which  he  had   promised  afore  ■ his 

prophets    in     the     holy     scriptures,"     Rom. 
1:2. 

41.  "But  if  depart,  let  her  remain  un- 
married," 1  Cor.  7:11. 

42.  Which    Caesar    ruled    while    Pontius    Pilate 
was  governor  of  Judaea?  Luke  3:1. 

45.  Time  would  fail  Paul  to  tell  of  this  man, 
Heb.  11:32. 


Down 


1.  Tumor  of  the  scalp  spoken  of  in  Lev.  22:22. 
Lord   God!   behold,   the   prophets," 


Jer.    14:13. 

3.  Fatness   of   the   flesh   shall   wax   how?   Isa. 
17:4. 

4.  The   Kenite   of   Num.   24:22   is   called   what 
in  the  American  Revised  Version? 

5.  The  name  that  the  children  of  Gad   gave 
the  altar,  Josh.  22:34. 

6.  A  courtier  of  David,  1  Kings  1:8. 

7.  Jewish  month  in  1  Kings  6:38. 

8.  "Send   Lazarus,   that   he   may  the 

tip   of   his    finger    in    water,    and    cool    my 
tongue,"  Luke  16:24. 

9.  "And    Joseph    gathered    corn    as    the    sand 

of  the  sea,  very  much,  until  he  left ," 

Gen.  41:49. 

12.  Jesus    appeared    first    to    Mary    who?    Mark 
16:9. 

13.  Edible  pod  seed. 

16.  Son  of  Ikkesh  the  Tekoite,  2  Sam.  23:26. 


18.  "And  these  were  they  which  went  up  from 
Tel-melah,  Tel ,"  etc.,  Ezra  2:59. 

19.  Kind  of  prophet  spoken  of  in  Rev.  16:13. 
22.  Last  animal  mentioned  in  Deut.  14:18. 
24.  Last  insect  mentioned  in  Isa.  7:18. 

27.  Daughter  of   Zachariah,   2  Kings   18:2. 
29.  Noah  built  what?  Gen.  6:14. 

33.  "For  let  that  man  think  that  he  shall 

receive  any  thing  of  the  Lord,"  James  1 :7. 

35.  The  father  of  Jesse,  Ruth  4:17. 

36.  Where  Paul  landed  after  sailing  from  Syria, 
Acts  21:3. 

Monogram  representing  the  Greek  contrac- 
tion of  Jesus. 

"I   cannot  ;    to   beg   I   am   ashamed," 

Luke  16:3. 

That   heavenly   city   will   have   no   need   of 

what?  Rev.  21:23. 

"Grace   and    peace   multiplied   unto 

you,"  2  Peter  1:2. 


Symbol  for  ionium  (Chem.). 


The  Lighted  Pathway 


Of  Such  Is  the  Kingdom 


EDNA  CONN 


"Suffer  little  children,  and  forbid 
them  not,  to  come  unto  me:  for  of 
such  is  the  kingdom  of  heaven," 
Matt.  19:14. 

Children,  did  you  know  that  it  is 
the  will  of  God  for  you  to  be  saved? 
Many  people  have  put  their  trust  in 
Jesus  as  a  Saviour  when  they  were 
very  small  boys  and  girls.  Among 
these  are  some  of  the  greatest  Chris- 
tian leaders  the  world  has  ever 
known. 

In  Jonathan  Edwards'  family  there 
were  eleven  children.  He  was  the  only 
boy.  When  he  was  only  seven  years 
old,  Jonathan  began  to  think  very 
seriously  about  his  soul.  He  had  heard 
the  story  of  Jesus  who  died  for  Him, 
and  who  rose  again  that  he  might 
have  life.  He  knew,  too,  that  he  must 
die  some  day  and  go  either  to  heaven 
or  to  hell.  At  the  age  of  eight,  he  went 
alone  to  pray  five  times  a  day.  He  was 
still  small — not  yet  ten — when  he 
talked  with  his  boy  friends  and  per- 
suaded them  to  build  a  booth  in  a 
swamp,  where  they  could  pray  to- 
gether and  talk  about  God.  When 
Jonathan  Edwards  became  a  man,  he 
kept  doing  what  he  had  begun  in  his 
childhood.  He  was  a  great  preacher 
and  spent  his  life  helping  others  to 
find  the  Saviour  who  was  so  precious 
to  him.  Through  his  influence  many 
found  the  Lord. 

I'm  sure  all  of  you  have  heard  and 
sung  some  of  the  beautiful  hymns 
written  by  Fanny  Crosby.  She  wrote 
"Safe  in  the  Arms  of  Jesus,"  "Rescue 
the  Perishing,"  "Blessed  Assurance," 
and  many,  many  others.  When  Fanny 
was  a  tiny  baby,  she  became  totally 
blind  and  never  knew  what  it  was  to 
see  God's  beautiful  world,  yet  she  was 
a  person  who  was  always  joyful  and 
happy.  When  a  small  girl,  she  learned 
to  love  God  and  the  Bible.  She  once 
said,  "It  was  grandma  who  brought 
the  Bible  to  me,  and  me  to  the  Bible. 
The  stories  of  the  Holy  Book  came 
from  her  lips  and  entered  my  heart 
and  took  deep  root  there.  When  the 
evening  shadows  fell,  Grandma  would 
take  me  alone  and,  rocking  me  in  her 
old  chair,  tell  me  of  a  kind  heavenly 
Father,  who  sent  His  only  Son  Jesus 
Christ  down  into  this  world  to  be  a 
Saviour  and  Friend  to  all  mankind. 
Then  she  taught  me  to  kneel  in 
prayer  and  often  I  bowed  my  weary 


little     head    and    sightless    eyes    in 
grandma's  lap." 

Another  great  hymn-writer,  Isaac 
Watts,  was  saved  at  the  age  of  nine. 
Perhaps  your  father  has  in  his  libra- 
ry some  of  the  writings  of  the  great 
Matthew  Henry.  He  was  saved  at  the 
age  of  eleven.  Even  at  the  age  of  six 
Richard  Baxter  came  to  Christ  and 
the  great  books  which  he  wrote  when 


Gentle  Jesus,  meek,  and  mild, 
Look  upon  a  little  child; 
Pity  my  simplicity, 
Suffer  me  to  come  to  Thee. 

Lamb  of  God,  I  look  to  Thee: 
Thou  shalt  my  example   be; 
Thou  art  gentle,  meek  and  mild; 
Thou  icast  once  a  little  child. 

Fain  I  loould  be  as  Thou  art; 
Give  me  Thy  obedient  heart. 
Thou  art  pitiful  and  kind, 
Let  me  have  Thy  loving  mind. 

Loving  Jesus,  gentle  Lamb, 
In  thy  gracious  hands  I  am; 
Make    me,   Saviour,   ivhat    Thou 

art; 
Live  Thyself  within  my  heart. 

Let  me  above  all  fulfil 
God  my  heavenly  Father's  will; 
Never  His  good  Spirit  grieve, 
Only  to  His  glory  live. 

I  shall  then  show  forth  Thy 

praise; 
Serve  Thee  all  my  happy  days; 
Then  the  world  shall  always  see 
Christ,  the  Holy  Child,  in  me. 

— Charles  Wesley. 

he  grew  to  manhood  are  still  read  to- 
day. Lady  Dobby,  wife  of  the  famed 
Defender  of  Malta,  said  that  she 
could  not  even  remember  the  time 
when  she  did  not  believe  in  Christ  as 
her  Saviour.  She  must  have  been 
taught  and  led  to  accept  Christ  by 
her  mother  near  the  tender  age  of 
three. 

Did  you  ever  stop  to  realize  that 
Jesus  was  actually  a  boy  of  twelve, 
just  the  age  of  many  of  you,  when 
He  went  with  His  parents  to  Jerusa- 
lem? This  was  His  first  trip  to  the 


Holy  City.  Don't  you  imagine  there 
were  many  things  there  to  attract  His 
attention?  Can't  you  picture  the 
beautiful  buildings,  the  crowded  city 
streets,  the  glittering  swords  of  the 
Roman  soldiers?  What  boy  wouldn't 
be  wide-eyed  and  eager  to  see  such 
sights?  Yet  Jesus  turned  away  from 
all  these  and  went  into  the  Temple. 
There  His  parents  found  Him  several 
days  later — a  bout  His  Father's 
business." 

If  you  are  already  a  Christian,  are 
you  about  your  Father's  business — 
helping  someone  else  to  be  saved?  If 
you  are  not  a  Christian,  my  prayer  is 
that  you  will  put  your  trust  in  Jesus. 
God  loves  you  and  it  is  His  will  that 
you  should  believe  and  serve  His 
Son— NOW.- 


WHITEWASHED  OR  WASHED 
WHITE 

STANLEY   H.    FRODSHAM 

There  was  a  big  greasy  spot  on  the 
wall  of  Mr.  Smith's  downtown  office, 
and  he  did  not  like  it  at  all.  So  he 
sent  Rufus,  his  office  boy,  to  a  paint 
shop  to  buy  a  bucket  of  whitewash 
and  to  borrow  a  brush  so  that  he 
could  whitewash  the  office  walls. 

Rufus  spilled  a  good  deal  of  the 
whitewash  on  his  pants  before  he  got 
to  Mr.  Smith's  office,  and  when  he 
had  finished  his  job  of  whitewashing, 
it  looked  as  though  there  was  more 
whitewash  on  the  floor  than  on  the 
walls.  It  took  Rufus  a  whole  after- 
noon to  clean  up  the  floor,  and  he 
looked  so  dirty  himself  that  Mr. 
Smith  sent  him  home  and  told  him 
to  stay  in  a  bath  and  see  whether  he 
could  get  some  of  the  dirt  off  his 
hands  and  face.  The  next  morning 
when  Mr.  Smith  went  to  the  office 
he  found  that  the  whitewash  had  all 
dried,  but  the  greasy  patch  still 
showed  through  it  all,  so  he  sent 
Rufus  down  to  the  paint  shop  to  ask 
the  man  what  he  should  do. 

Rufus  told  the  man  he  had  white- 
washed the  walls  the  day  before  but 
that  the  greasy  spot  still  showed.  The 
man  said,  "You  did  not  need  any- 
thing to  whitewash  the  walls,  but  you 
need  something  to  wash  them  white." 
He  gave  Rufus  a  special  preparation 
with  which  to  wash  the  walls.  He  re- 
turned to  the  office  and  soon  had  the 
greasy  patch  washed  white. 

Do  you  know  that  our  hearts  get 
badly  stained  with  sin?  What  is  need- 
ed to  get  these  ugly  stains  out?  Some 
people  try  to  whitewash  themselves. 
They  say,  "We  will  do  the  best  we  can 
and  then  everything  will  be  all  right." 
But  after  they  have  done  the  best 
they  can,  the  dark  stain  of  sin  is 
still  there.  So  they  say,  "What  can  we 
do?"  There  is  only  one  thing  that 
will  remove  sin-stains — that  is  the 
blood  of  Jesus  Christ.  The  Bible  says, 
"The  blood  of  Jesus  Christ  his  Son 
cleanseth  us  from  all  sin."  It  will  not 
do  to  try  to  whitewash  our  hearts. 
The  only  thing  to  do  is  to  go  to  God 
and  ask  Him  to  wash  us  white  in  the 
precious  blood  of  His  dear  Son.  Let 
Him  wash  you  white  today. 

—SLUMBER   TIME    STORIES. 
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Christ -Sternal  youth 


Homer  C.  Smith 


A, 


.S  WE  WATCHED  the  three 
thousand  young  men  and  women 
march  into  the  Assembly  auditorium 
last  August,  with  heads  held  high,  and 
though  with  humble  hearts  yet  deter- 
mined to  do  for  God  in  Jesus'  name,  it 
thrilled  our  hearts  with  pride  and  ex- 
pectancy of  their  spirit  of  faith. 

It  seemed  to  us  that  registered  upon 
the  face  of  every  one  of  them  was  the 
spirit  of  Christ  to  do  the  will  of  God, 
as  recorded  in  Luke  2:49b,  "Wist  ye 
not  that  I  must  be  about  my  Father's 
business?"  And  as  Christ  is  our  exam- 
ple in  all  things,  truly  He  is  youth's 
example,  for  and  in  all  things  they 
may  aspire  to  in  all  godliness  and  eter- 
nity. Christ  is  young — from  all  eter- 
nity, as  recorded  in  Prov.  8:29b-32, 
"When  he  [GodJ  appointed  the  foun- 
dations of  the  earth:  Then  I  was  by 
him,  as  one  brought  up  with  him:  and 
I  was  daily  his  delight,  rejoicing  al- 
ways before  him;  Rejoicing  in  the 
habiLable  part  of  his  earth;  and  my 
delights  [youthfulness]  were  with  the 
sons  of  men.  Now  therefore  hearken 
unto  me,  O  ye  children:  for  blessed  are 
they  that  keep  my  ways." 

So  let  us  dwell  upon  the  thought  of 
Christ  being  our  example.  YOUTH! 
TO  YOU  WE  APPEAL!  When  we  think 
of  Jesus,  there  comes  to  our  minds  a 
picture  of  divine  perfection  insepar- 
ably associated  with  eternal  youth.  We 
see  developing  in  Him  in  His  early 
years  a  wonderful  mind  and  a  heav- 
enly character.  Each  of  us  may  visual- 
ize the  details  of  His  physical  aspect 
differently,  according  to  our  imagina- 
tive powers,  but  one  characteristic  we 
all  see  alike:  He  is  always  young. 

As  we  picture  Jesus  while  on  earth, 
we  see  Him  as  a  young  person.  It  is  a 
young  man  we  see  preaching  on  the 
hillside,  walking  on  the  sea,  teaching 
and  healing  by  the  wayside,  command- 
ing the  waves  to  subside. 

As  a  young  man  in  His  prime,  Christ 
was  superior  to  the  subtle  tempter  in 
the  wilderness,  and  was  able  to  resist 
not  only  the  appeal  to  satisfy  His  ap- 
petite, but  also  the  desire  for  fame  and 
power  that  is  so  attractive  to  young 
people  of  lesser  character  (Matt.  16: 
24,  25). 

There  is  one  thing  sure,  youth,  when 
a  fellow  is  following  Jesus  he  is  no 
longer  himself — he  is  Christ's  Chris- 
tian. When  Christ  was  on  earth,  He 
was  not  Himself,  but  God;  and  so  are 
we  Christ's  in  all  obedience  to  Him 
(Rom.  8:9;  St.  John  15:1-7,  8-16).  2 
Cor.  10:3-7,  "For  though  we  walk  in 
the  flesh,  we  do  not  war  after  the 
flesh:  (For  the  weapons  of  our  war- 
fare are  not  carnal,  but  mighty 
through  God  to  the  pulling  down  of 
strong  holds;)  Casting  down  imagina- 
tions, and  every  high  thing  that  exalt- 
eth  itself  against  the  knowledge  of 
God,  and  bringing  into  captivity  every 
thought  to  the  obedience  of  Christ; 
And  having  in  a  readiness  to  revenge 
all  disobedience,  when  your  obedience 
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is  fulfilled.  Do  ye  look  on  things  after 
the  outward  appearance?  If  any  man 
trust  to  himself  that  he  is  Christ's,  let 
him  of  himself  think  this  again,  that, 
as  he  is  Christ's,  even  so  are  we 
Christ's."  (Paul)  Christ  --  Eternal 
Youth. 

During  His  earthly  sojourn,  Jesus 
grew  in  strength  and  grace  until  He 
reached  the  peak  of  manly  perfection. 
In  every  way  He  attained  the  height, 
the  glory  of  manhood's  prime.  Al- 
though He  died  a  tragic  death,  it  was 
without  the  necessity  of  descending 
regretfully  into  the  traditional  plane 
of  old  age;  He  never  experienced  the 
painful,  gradual  decline  of  His  physi- 
cal powers.  Ah — the  glorious  Son  of 
God!  Forever,  eternal,  youthful  —  we 
shall  some  day  be  like  Him  ( 1  John 
3:1-3). 

In  our  minds  Jesus  retains  forever 
the  desirable  attributes  of  youth.  His 
hair  falling  lightly  upon  His  shoulders 
never  turned  to  gray;  His  piercing,  dis- 
cerning, kind  eyes,  full  of  love  and 
understanding,  never  grew  dim;  His 
ears,  always  in  tune  with  the  faintest 
cry  of  pain  or  sorrow,  or  need,  never 
became  deaf;  His  skin,  tinged  with  the 
pink  glow  of  health,  was  never  lined 
by  the  wrinkles  of  age — the  tiny  auto- 
graphs of  time;  the  clear  musical 
tones  of  His  voice,  so  beautifully  mod- 
ulated and  resonant,  were  never  re- 
placed by  the  shaky,  wavering,  and 
static,  tones  of  the  aged;  His  firm  step 
never  faltered  with  the  uncertainty  of 
old  age;  His  steady  right  hand,  lifted 
in  blessing,  never  grew  palsied. 

On  the  cross,  His  firm  young  body, 
exposed  fully  to  view,  was  not  broken 
by  the  ravages  of  time,  but  by  the 
stripes  and  nails  that  only  youthful 
vigor  and  courage  could  have  borne. 

Jesus'  senses  were  never  dulled.  His 
youthful  intensity  never  turned  into 
the  complacency  of  age.  The  earnest- 
ness revealed  in  His  consuming  desire 
to  redeem  a  dying  world  never  gave 
way  to  the  disillusionment  or  the  phil- 
osophic detachment  often  seen  in 
older  people.  In  Jesus  we  see  the  heat 
of  youthful  desires  rightly  placed,  the 
energy  which  is  a  young  man's  heri- 
tage, directed  always  in  the  right 
channels. 

Jesus  was  never  fearful;  simply,  He 
was  resigned  to  the  Father's  will.  He 
never  knew  the  uncertainty  of  age  that 
rises  before  us  "at  the  sound  of  a  bird" 
and  trembles  as  it  approaches  its  "long 
home."  He  never  experienced  defeat- 
ism that  comes  when  desire  has  failed, 
the  silver  cord  has  loosed,  and  the 
golden  bowl  has  broken  (Eccl.  12:5,  6). 
Ah,  He  was,  and  is,  unique.  Our  pic- 
ture of  Him  can  include  nothing  less 
than  perfect  mastery  of  Himself. 

Jesus  never  experienced  the  inevi- 
table dependence  of  old  age.  He  was 
born  to  lead,  and  all  those  in  His  pres- 
ence who  were  capable  of  exercising  a 
youthful  mind — thinking — in  remem- 
brance of  their  Creator,  as  recorded  in 
Eccl.  12:1,  were  given  power  to  become 
the  sons  of  God.  St.  John  1:12.  Many 


youth  were  drawn  by  constraint  of  love 
to  follow  Him,  2  Cor.  5:14.  His  youth 
had  its  appeal,  as  it  also  has  today. 
Wisdom  crieth:  Youth,  lead  us  on, 
on  to  victory  in  Christ's  name;  on  to! 
glorious  victory  for  Christ's  sake,  to 
the  glory  of  the  Father,  the  Father  of 
Jesus,  Father  of  perpetual  youth,  Fa-1 
ther  of  those  who  dare  to  be  sons  and 
daughters  of  God!  (2  Cor.  6:14-18; 
7:1.) 

Jesus  never  knew  the  inaction  forced 
upon  old  age.  Periods  of  mere  remi- 
niscing He  never  experienced.  He  al- 
ways looked  ahead.  Phil.  3:13,  14.  His 
life  was  one  of  intense  action,  and  He 
worked  against  time  with  all  His: 
might,  and  with  that  supplied  Him  by' 
the  Father  through  consecration,  sanc- 
tification. 

He  never  lived  in  the  past.  The  pres- 
ent was  the  subject  of  His  all-absorb- 
ing interest,  for  every  moment  He  lived 
was  filled  with  eternal  results.  His 
keen  mind  was  never  centered  upon 
irrelevances.  The  mission  of  Christ 
could  have  been  accomplished  only  by 
one  who  retained  to  the  end  a  full 
measure  of  youthful  vigor,  both  men-i 
tal  and  physical. 

As  we  grow  older,  our  mental  picture 
of  Christ  remains  the  same.  No  slow 
process  of  change  comes  in  to  mar  our; 
conception  of  Him  as  the  epitome  of 
perfection.  We  can  see  Him  today  in- 
the  "heavenly  sanctuary,"  the  look  of 
that  young,  ageless  face  quietly  and 
tenderly  intent  upon  the  youth  —  yea, 
all  of  us  to  accomplish  for  Him  the 
eternal  purpose  He  purposed  in  all  of 
us.  Eph.  1:3,  4. 

He  still  has  all  the  powers  of  noble 
young  manhood  at  its  best  with  which 
to  help  us,  for  along  with  all  His  other 
divine  perfections,  "He  is  ever  young." 
Christ  the  same  yesterday,  today,  and 
forever.  Heb.  13:8.  YOUTH,  the  Church 
of  God  is  behind  you  in  supplication 
and  prayer.  Much  is  expected  of  you. 
You  have  the  youthful  strength  of 
Christ  to  strengthen  you.  No  need  to 
faint  and  capitulate  to  the  enemy  of 
God's  eternal  purpose  in  us. 

The  challenge  is  Prov.  24:10,  "If  thou 
faint  in  the  day  of  adversity,  thy 
strength  is  small."  But  listen  again,  "I 
can  do  all  things  through  Christ  which 
strengtheneth  me,"  Phil.  4:13. 

So  youth,  go  forward,  forge  ahead. 
Christianity  is  not  just  a  philosophy, 
wistful  thinking,  or  hope  that  is  often- 
times given  up  to  defeatism,  but  this 
is  a  fight  to  the  very  last.  But  we  are 
more  than  conquerors  through  Him 
that  loves  us  now!  (Rom.  8:28-37.)  We 
shall  be  watching  for  victorious  reports 
of  that  which  youth  shall  accomplish. 
We  believe  in  you.  We  are  behind  you 
every  way  to  put  you  out  in  front  for 
God  and  His  Christ.  For  truth's  sake 
we  salute  you,  youth! 

"Doth  not  wisdom  cry?  and  under- 
standing put  forth  her  voice?  She 
I  wisdom  1  standeth  in  the  top  of  high 
places,  by  the  toay,  in  the  places  of  the 
paths.  She  crieth  at  the  gates,  at  the 
entry  of  the  city,  at  the  coming  in  at 
the  doors.  Unto  you  [youth],  O  men, 
I  call;  and  my  voice  is  to  the  sons  [and 
daughters!  of  man,"  Prov.  8:1-4  (9:1- 
6). 

God  bless  you  now.  Please  God,  give 
us  our  sons  and  daughters  for  Christ's 
sake.  Amen. 

The  Lighted  Pathway 


A  RISEN  LIFE  WITH  THE   RISEN 
CHRIST 

(Continued  from  page  13) 

space.  Science  has  proved  that  when 
such  a  missile  travels  beyond  the  at- 
mosphere of  the  earth  it  will  continue 
in  the  direction  it  is  headed  at  what- 
ever speed  it  has  attained  when  it 
reaches  that  point  until  it  makes  con- 
tact with  some  other  heavenly  body. 
It  is  with  this  in  mind  that  plans  are 
now  being  made  for  planes  to  tow 
equipment  which  can  be  used  as  an 
aerial  landing  field  on  which  planes 
may  land  outside  the  atmosphere  of 
the  earth.  It  is  reasoned  that  such  a 
landing  field  will  stay  indefinitely  in 
place — held  there  by  centrifugal 
force — and  that  planes  on  their 
journey  to  and  from  the  moon  may 
land  outside  the  atmosphere  of  the 
earth  in  an  especially-built,  oxygen- 
supplied  airport.  All  of  these  things 
are  certainly  revolutionary  and  we 
wonder  if  they  are  possible,  but  as  we 
look  back  at  the  crude  plane  built 
and  flown  by  the  Wright  brothers  and 
then  at  the  great  jet  planes  and 
rockets  being  used  today,  we  begin  to 
realize  what  is  meant  by  the  develop- 
ment of  science  in  aviation.  Planes 
now  fly  through  the  atmosphere  at 
speeds  faster  than  sound  itself.  These 
things  seem  almost  incredible,  but 
those  familiar  with  the  facts  tell  us 
that  we  may  expect  greater  things  in 
the  future.  All  of  us  must  realize  the 
tremendous  impact  which  these  de- 
velopments have  made  upon  civiliza- 
tion. 

Man  is  striving  to  go  beyond  this 
realm  by  powers  which  he  himself 
has  harnessed.  Yet,  man  is  finite. 
"What  is  man  that  thou  art  mindful 
of  him,  or  the  son  of  man  that  thou 
visitest  him?  Thou  madest  him  a  little 
lower  than  the  angels,  Thou  crownest 
him  with  glory  and  honor  and  didst 
set  him  over  the  works  of  thy  hands." 
It  is  difficult  sometimes  for  us  to 
realize  that  if  man  should  achieve 
his  goals  and  land  on  the  moon,  that 
still  God's  great  universe  would  hard- 
ly be  touched.  It  still  remains  that 
those  who  have  attained  to  the  riches 
of  the  glory,  of  the  inheritance  of 
God  through  Jesus  Christ,  must  live 
that  risen  life  with  Christ,  which  in 
God's  own  good  time  will  result  in 
that  blessed  event — the  rapture  of 
the  Church,  the  marriage  of  the 
Lamb  and  the  final  establishment  of 
the  Divine  Kingdom,  which  shall  con- 
tinue worlds  without  end  through 
Jesus  Christ  the  risen  Lord  of  glory! 


Lee  College  Echoes 


WHENCE  COMETH  OUR 

STUDENTS? 

(Notice  from  the  summary  below 
what  per  cent  of  the  student  body  this 
second  semester  has  come  from  your 
state  or  foreign  country.) 

% 

Tennessee    18.3 

Georgia    8.9 

Florida   7.5 

Alabama    7.1 

North  Carolina 5.2 

West  Virginia 5.2 

South  Carolina  5.0 

Ohio    4.0 

Virginia  3.4 

Kentucky 3.2 

Texas    3.2 

Michigan  3.0 

Illinois   2.4 

Mississippi 2.4 

Maryland  2.2 

Arkansas   2.0 

Louisiana    1.8 

California    1.6 

Oklahoma   1.6 

Missouri  1.4 

North  Dakota  1.4 

Maine  1.2 

New  Mexico  1.0 

Pennsylvania  1.0 

Arizona .6 

Kansas  6 

South  Dakota .6 

Idaho  .4 

Iowa  .4 

Oregon  .4 

Germany   .4 

Porto  Rica 4 

Colorado    .2 

Indiana    2 

Massachusetts   .2 

Montana  .2 

New  Jersey  .2 

New  York  .2 

Washington    .2 

Cuba  .2 

Guatemala   .2 

Of  the  entire  student  body  36.3  per 
cent  are  enrolled  in  the  department  of 
religious  education;  33.9  per  cent,  in 
the  junior  college;  27.0  per  cent,  in  the 
high  school;  and  2.8  per  cent  are  spe- 
cial students. 


LEE   COLLEGE 

In  every  region  where  God  would 
accomplish  great  things  for  His  glory, 
He  has  established  schools  to  train 
His  workers.  The  Lee  College  plant  has 
long  been  used  to  train  Christian 
young  people.  In  1884  Evangelist 
George  R.  Stuart  knelt  on  the  present 
site  and  asked  God  for  a  Christian 
school.  Shortly  afterward  his  prayer 
was  answered.  Centenary  College,  op- 
erating under  the  auspices  of  the 
Methodist  Church,  was  established.  In 
1932  the  plant  was  sold  to  Bob  Jones 
College,  an  interdenominational  school, 
designed  for  training  young  ministers. 
Then  in  1946  the  school  was  sold  to 
the  Church  of  God.  It  is  now  up  to 
us  to  uphold  the  high  standards  and 


traditions  which  have  always  been 
present  here.  It  seems  that  our  college 
is  doing  just  that. 

Lee  College  is  deeply  concerned  for 
the  spiritual  welfare  of  its  students 
and,  therefore,  does  not  allow  them  to 
participate  in  the  various  activities  of 
worldly  young  people.  Smoking,  drink- 
ing, card  playing,  attending  movies, 
and  other  worldly  pleasures  are  not 
tolerated.  Instead,  Lee  College  endeav- 
ors to  provide  its  students  with  a 
reliable  moral  character.  Each  day's 
work  is  high  lighted  by  the  chapel  ex- 
ercises which  consist  of  devotional  pe- 
riods and  timely  talks. 

Among  the  students  is  a  feeling  of 
friendliness  and  love  brought  about 
by  the  traditional  atmosphere  and 
teaching  of  a  college  which  is  distinct- 
ly and  positively  Christian. 

Within  the  scope  of  its  resources  the 
College  endeavors  to  give  the  most 
adequate  education  possible  for  those 
who  are  to  take  their  places  in  the 
activities  of  the  community,  state,  and 
nation. — Mary  Woods,  Cleveland.  Tenn. 


WHAT  I   SAW  IN  THE  WAR 

Standing  on  a  Moroccan  shore, 

I  lanquished  for  America,  my  home; 

I   looked   dubiously   toward   Germany, 

my  opponent; 
I  wondered  if  I  should  ever  see  either. 

Now   I   began   to   see    the   horrors   of 

war  .   .   . 
Large  cities  saw  I  in  utter  ruin, 
Leaving  their  occupants  to  roam  the 

road  that  leads  to  nowhere; 

From   this   debris   I   saw   women   and 

children, 
Whose    faces    showed    the    marks    of 

wanton  hunger; 
I  saw  the  same  ragged  victims  carry 

my  garbage  away  in  buckets, 
Not  for  their  swine,  but  for  themselves. 

I  saw  all  manner  of  mangled  men — 
Some  with  no  hands  or  arms, 
Some  with  no  feet  or  legs, 
Some  with  no  face  or  head — 
I  saw  dead  men  piled  like  my  grand- 
father's cordwood. 

But  most  of  all,  I  saw  myself  and  my 

relation  to  God; 
Before   my  discovery   of   Him,    I   saw 

nothing  but  death, 
But  now  I  see  life  and  eternity. 

— William  H.  Pratt. 

(Note:  The  above  poem  was  written 
by  one  of  our  seniors  in  junior  college, 
William  Pratt,  of  Lindale,  Georgia, 
who  served  his  country  for  five  years 
in  this  last  war.  The  content  of  the 
whole  is  his  own  experience.) 
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tyctide  for  Family  Devotions 


By      AVIS      SWIGER 


This  month  we  are  following  the 
life  and  work  of  Paul,  the  first  great 
missionary  of  the  Church,  as  told 
chiefly   in    the  Acts    of  the   Apostles. 

All  songs  used  this  month  will  be 
found  in  "Encore." 

April  1,  Friday 
Scripture,  Acts  7:54-60. 

Song:   "Farther  Along." 

Prayer:  Help  us,  Lord,  to  be  found 
only  in  good  company,  for  we  realize 
that  the  company  we  keep  influences 
us  for  good  or  bad. 

April  2,  Saturday 
Scripture,  Acts  9:1-9. 

Song:  "My  Faith  Looks  Up  to  Thee." 

Prayer:  May  our  minds  be  broad- 
ened, our  hearts  softened,  and  our 
visions  enlarged  to  include  all  people 
in  our  love  and  tolerance. 

April  3,  Sunday 

Scripture,  Acts  9:10-20. 
Song:  "Kneel  at  the  Cross." 
Prayer:  Help  us,  Lord,  to  seek  the 
salvation  of  the  lost,  looking  at  their 
future  possibilities  rather  than  then- 
present  wickedness.  May  we  each  see 
the   man    we   can  be  by   God's  help. 

April  4,  Monday 

Scripture,  Acts  9:21-30. 
Song:  "Where  Could  I  Go?" 
Prayer:  Grant  unto  your  own,  Lord, 
the  boldness  that  characterized  Paul's 
preaching  to  be  a  part  of  your  min- 
isters in  this  latter  day. 

April  5,  Tuesday 

Scripture,  Acts  12:25-13:3. 
Song:  "Am  I  a  Soldier?" 
Prayer:  Even  now,  today,  Lord,  sep- 
arate, and  dedicate  unto  yourself  a 
people  to  do  your  special  work.  And 
let  that  call  and  dedication  begin  in 
me  and  my  loved  ones. 

April  6,  Wednesday 
Scripture,  Acts  13:4-12. 
Song:  "I'll  Be  True." 
Pray:    For    the    power    of    God    in 
our  lives  and   ministry  to   be   mani- 
fested in  a  way  that  will  be  a  help 
and  blessing  to  those  about  us. 

April  7,  Thursday 

Scripture,  Acts  13:13-41. 
Song:  "Hand  in  Hand  With  Jesus." 
Prayer:  Thank  you,  Lord,  for  the 
wonderful  privilege  of  walking  hand 
in  hand  with  you!  We  don't  ever  want 
to  go  where  you  couldn't  go  with  us, 
for  without  you  we  are  nothing. 

April  8,  Friday 

Scripture,  Acts  13:42-52. 

Song:  "I'm  Happy  With  Jesus  Alone." 

Prayer:    Help   us  to   be  obedient  to 

your  perfect  will,  so  that  we  may  be 

as    Paul — "filled    with    joy    and    with 

the  Holy  Ghost." 

April  9,  Saturday 
Scripture,  Acts  14:1-18. 
"Leaning  on  the  Everlasting  Arms." 
Prayer:   Thank  you,  Lord,  for  vic- 
tory in  the  midst  of  great  trial  and 
persecution. 


April  10,  Sunday 

Scripture,  Acts  14:19-28. 
Song:    "Amazing  Grace." 
Prayer:    Thank  you,  Lord,  because 
the  same  grace  which  brought  Paul 
safely    through   is   still   meeting   and 
supplying  every  need  of  your  people. 
April  1 1,  Monday 
Scripture,  Acts  15:1,  2,  22-32. 
Song:  "Have  Faith  in  God." 
Prayer:    We   would   pray   especially 
for   our   Church    leaders.    Give    them 
wisdom  and  understanding,  that  they 
may   guide   the   Church  into  greater 
spiritual  depths. 

April  12,  Tuesday 
Scripture,    Acts    15:33-41. 
Song:    "Precious  Memories." 
Prayer:   Thank  you,  Jesus,  because 
you  do  know  and  care  when  we  are 
tempted  and  tried. 

April  13,  Wednesday 
Scripture,     Acts     16:1-15. 
Song:  "I'm  Going  Home." 
Prayer:     O    God,    grant    that    our 
hearts  may  be  so  in  tune  with  Thee 
that  we  can  hear  Thy  call;  so  yielded 
that  we  can  do  Thy  bidding,  joyously. 

April  14,  Thursday 

Scripture,  Acts  16:16-40. 
Song:  "Twilight  Is  Falling." 
Prayer:  What  joy  fills  our  hearts 
as  we  read  of  the  great  victories  in 
the  life  of  Paul!  For  we  know  that 
"Jesus  Christ  [is]  the  same  yesterday, 
today  and  for  ever." 

April  15,  Friday 
Scripture,     Acts     17:1-21. 
Song:   "There  Is  a  Fountain." 
Pray:   That  we  may  know  how  to 
accept  the  grace  needed  to  enable  us 
to     overcome     all     opposing     forces. 

April  16,  Saturday 

Scripture,    Acts    17:22-34. 
Song:  "Rock  of  Ages." 
Prayer:   Thank  you,  Jesus,  for  the 
assurance  that  "...  LYour]  word  will 
not  return  unto   [you]  void,  but  will 
accomplish.  .  .  ."  We  thank  you,  too, 
for  the  refuge  we  find  in  Thee. 
April  17,  Sunday 
Scripture,     Acts     18:1-11. 
Song:    "Jehovah   Is   Leading   You." 
Prayer:   Grant,  Lord,  that  we  may 
as  freely  give  of  ourselves  to  carry  the 
gospel  to  others  as  Paul  gave  of  him- 
self to  carry  it  to  the  Gentiles. 
April  18,  Monday 
Scripture,    Acts    18:12-28. 
Song:  "Prayer  Bells  of  Heaven." 
Pray:    That     we     may     be     prayer 
warriors;  that  God  will  give  us  a  bet- 
ter understanding  of  how  to  pray  the 
prayer  of  faith. 

April  19,  Tuesday 
Scripture,     Acts     19:1-10. 
Song:   "Some  Day." 
Prayer:    Lord,  help  us  to  so  labor 
that  we  may  be  able  to  say  at  the 
close  of  our  day  that  "all  they  in  Asia 
[and  other  lands]  have  heard." 


April  20,  Wednesday 

Scripture,    Acts    19:11-20. 
Song:  "I'll  Live  in  Glory." 
Prayer:    Thank   you,  Lord,  for  the 
testimony  that  comes  to  us  from  youi 
Word  of  your  power  over  all  things 
April  21,  Thursday 
Scripture,    Acts    19:21-41. 
"Heaven  Is  Waiting  Somewhere." 
Pray:   That  we  may  have  boldness 
to  stand  for  the  truth  of  God  as  op- 
posed  to  the  false  idols  of  our  day. 

April  22,  Friday 

Scripture,     Acts     20:1-38. 
"Won't  It  Be  Wonderful  There?" 
Prayer:  Lord,  help  us  to  choose  our 
course,  set  our  sails,  and  launch  out 
into  the  deep.  May  we  never  be  per- 
suaded  to  turn  to   the   right  or  the 
left  by  well-meaning  friends  or  loved 
ones,  but  fearlessly  pursue  our  course 
April  23,  Saturday 
Scripture,     Acts     21:1-40. 
"Lead  Me  Gently  Home,  Father." 
Prayer:    Surely,  Lord,  you  do   lead! 
your    children    along,   gently,   toward 
the  goal.  We  are  happy  because  we! 
know  you  will  not  forsake  us  in  thel 
hour  of  need. 

April  24,  Sunday 
Scripture,     Acts     22:1-30. 
"Jesus  Is  All  the  World  to  Me." 
Pray:  For  the  anointing  of  the  Spir- 
it, enabling  us  to  testify  with  power. 
April  25,  Monday 
Scripture,     Acts     23:1-35. 
Song:  "Haven  of  Rest." 
Prayer:    We    thank   you,   Lord,   for 
protection.  We   have  learned  that  it 
is  sweet  to  trust  in  Thee. 

April  26,  Tuesday 
Scripture,     Acts     24:1-27. 
Song:    "I'll    Ride    on    the    Clouds." 
Prayer:   May  we  learn  to  wait  pa-, 
tiently  for  Thee,  Lord!  We  may  never 
be   in   bonds   and  great  affliction  as 
Paul  was,  but  we  need  to  stand  still 
and  see  the  salvation  of  the  Lord. 

April  27,  Wednesday 

Scripture,     Acts     26:1-32. 
Song:    "Almost  Persuaded." 
Pray:  That  we  may  have  the  guid- 
ance of  the  Holy  Spirit  to  such  an  ex- 
tent that  sinners  will  not  only  be  "al- 
most    persuaded,"     but    entirely    so. 

April  28,  Thursday 

Scripture,  Acts  27:1,    18-44. 
Song:  "On  the  Battlefield." 
Prayer:    "Without    faith    it    is    im- 
possible to  please.  .  .,"  so,  Lord,  help 
us  to  place  our  anchor  in  Thee  and 
trust  until  the  storm  is  past. 

April  29,  Friday 

Scripture,     Acts     28:1-16. 

Song:  "Press  On,  It  Won't  Be  Long." 

Prayer:    By   your   grace,  Jesus,   we 

want  to  help  a  fellow  traveler  on  his 

toilsome  road  by  a  cheerful  greeting, 

a  friendly  word,  and  a  "God  bless  you." 

April  30,  Saturday 

Scripture,    2    Tim.    4:1-8. 

Song:   "Asleep  in  Jesus." 

Prayer:  We  want  to  live  such  a  life 
each  day  that  it  will  be  possible,  at 
the  end  of  the  way,  for  us  to  have 
a  testimony  similar  to  Paul's. 
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BO  OK    RE  VIE  WS 

Books  reviewed  on  this  page  can  be  purchased 
from  the  Church  of  God  Publishing  House, 
2502  Montgomery  Avenue,  Cleveland,  Tenn. 

PERSONAL    ADVENTURES    WITH    JESUS,    by 
B.     H.     Duncan,     116     pages,     cloth     bound, 

Broadman $1.50 

I  cannot  recall  when  I  have  enjoyed  read- 
ing a  book  of  sermons  more  than  this  one. 
Dr.  Duncan  writes  convincingly  and  beauti- 
fully, and  exalts  the  human  heart  with  his 
gifted  pen.  Flowing  and  beautiful  as  these 
sermons  on  the  life  of  Christ  are,  their  real 
value  lies,  however,  in  their  spiritual  stimulus 
and  their  sound,  scriptural  fabric.  The  hand 
which  wrote  them  is  so  masterful  that  one 
Is  rarely  conscious  of  that  hand,  but  only 
the  light  It  turns  inward  upon  the  soul.  I 
heartily  recommend  the  book,  especially  for 
Lenten  reading. 

— o — 
YOUNG'S    ANALYTICAL    CONCORDANCE    TO 
THE  BIBLE,  by  Robert  Young,  LL.  D.,  cloth 
bound,   1259  pages,  Funk   &   Wagnalls,  $10.00 

thumb-indexed $10.75 

Perhaps  nothing  will  ever  outweigh  the 
scholarship  of  this  concordance — unless  it  is 
the  student's  appreciation  of  it.  For  years  it 
has  been  a  cornerstone  of  Christian  libraries 
and  a  foundation  upon  which  serious  Bible 
study  is  built.  Now  the  same  rich  scholarship 
appears  in  a  more  attractive  form  than  ever, 
and  will  possibly  enjoy  its  greatest  popularity. 
This  new  issue  has  been  printed  from  the 
standard  plates,  but  has  been  radically  and 
agreeably  changed  in  format,  making  it  one 
of  the  most  attractive  volumes  in  the  library 
of   any  home,   church,   or   church   school. 

It  is  not  properly  a  "book" — but  a  library 
in  itself,  for  it  contains  311,000  quotations  and 
references,  arranged  in  strict  alphabetical 
order,  30,000  readings  of  the  Greek  Testament, 
70,000  Hebrew  and  Greek  words  with  transla- 
tions, making  it  an  invaluable  aid  to  the 
scholar  and  student.  Naturally,  its  highly 
analytical  style  is  its  principal  feature,  for  you 
find  in  one  location  all  the  etymological  infor- 
mation, literal  rendering,  and  exegetical  mat- 
ter  which   you   will   want   to   know. 

Included  in  the  back  of  the  volume  is  a 
helpfHl  forty-five-page  appendix  on  "Recent 
Discoveries  in  Bible  Lands,"  by  William  F.  Al- 
bright, Ph.D.,  Litt.D.,  D.H.L.,  Th.D. 


THE  ROMANCE  OF  WINNING   CHILDREN,   by 

Frank   G.   Coleman,  cloth   bound,   202   pages, 
Union  Gospel  Press $2.00 

This  book  brings  a  heartening  message  to  all 
parents  and  teachers  who  are  interested  in 
the  salvation  of  children.  The  author  gives 
Biblical  proof  for  his  belief  that  childhood  is 
not  only  a  time  when  it  is  possible  to  be 
saved,  but  it  is,  without  doubt,  the  easiest  and 
most  natural  time  for  conversion. 

Any  child  who  is  old  enough  to  understand 
the  beautiful  simplicity  of  the  gospel  of  Christ 
is  old  enough  to  accept  Him  as  his  personal 
Saviour  and  Lord.  Perhaps  we  can  find  in  this 
book  the  answer  to  why  so  many  of  our  chil- 
dren, who  are  reared  in  the  Church,  reach  ma- 
turity without  a  saving  knowledge  of  Christ. 

Author    Coleman    writes    as    one    who    loves 


children  and  is  thoroughly  familiar  with  every 
phase  of  child-evangelism.  His  is  a  serious  and 
very  spiritual  treatment  of  a  vital  subject.  We 
unstintingly   recommend   this   book! — E.    L.    C. 

— o — 
WINDOWS  OF  THOUGHT,  by  David  Piper, 
148  pages,  cloth  bound,  W.  A.  Wilde  Co.,  $1.50 
Remembering  that  illustrations  are  to  teach- 
ing what  windows  are  to  a  house,  the  author 
here  presents  fifty-two  short  illustrative 
stories,  which  will  be  of  great  benefit  to  those 
whose  job  it  is  to  teach  the  young,  questing 
mind.  The  sources  of  the  stories  range  from 
the  common,  always-known-but-often-over- 
looked incidents  and  objects  we  face  each 
day,  to  the  marvels  and  mysteries  of  science. 
Anecdotes  are  also  used  freely  as  the  seed 
from  which  this  illustrative  material  is  de- 
veloped. It  is  a  charming  book  to  read,  and 
a  valuable  book  to  use. 

— o — 
HOW  RICH  THE  HARVEST,  by  Samuel  M. 
Zwemer,  120  pages,  hard  covers,  Revell  .  $1.50 
How  rich,  also,  is  the  book,  in  both  spiritual 
depth  and  mental  satisfaction.  As  the  book 
describes  itself,  this  is  a  volume  of  "studies  in 
Bible  themes  and  missions,"  which  is  couched 
in  simple,  yet  forceful  language.  From  the 
first  few  pages  it  is  evident  that  the  author 
has  not  hastily  collected  a  few  striking 
thoughts,  but  that  he  is  drawing  from  a  rich 
reservoir  of  Bible  knowledge  which  he  has 
allowed  to  age  and  ripen  in  his  fertile  mind 
through  the  years.  Dr.  Zwemer  is  fortunate 
in  his  ability  to  choose  provocative  titles  for 
his  chapters  of  studies,  such  as  "God's  Ham- 
mer and  Sickle,"  "Looking  Backward  to  Go 
Forward,"  "What  Did  Paul  Do  in  Arabia?" 
etc.  You  will  find  many  uses  for  this  book, 
and  it  will  give  you  much  pleasure  whenever 
you  use  it. 

MARIAN'S  BIG  BOOK  OF  BIBLE  STORIES, 
by  Marian  Schoolland,  illustrated  by  Dirk 
Gringhuis,     351     pages,     hard     covers,     Eerd- 

mans $1.50 

Here  is  a  book  which  will  add  much  to 
your  child's  understanding  and  love  of  the 
Bible.  Very  important  is  the  fact  that  the 
author  has  remained  strictly  true  to  the  Bible 
account.  These  stories  from  the  Bible  are  re- 
told in  a  real,  living  manner  and  in  language 
which  can  be  easily  understood  even  by  the 
pre-school  child.  Bible  truths  are  presented 
in  a  way  which  captivates  and  holds  the 
child's  interest. 

The  book  is  attractively  bound,  has  mar- 
bled end  papers,  and  is  colorfully  illustrated 
for  the  delight  of  your  child.  The  entire  Bible 
is  covered  in  its  226  stories.  In  this  book  the 
young  boy  or  girl  will  find  fascinating  reading 
as  well  as  invaluable  teaching. 

For  a  smaller  book  of  the  same  quality  and 
truth,  the  author  has  written  Marian's  Fa- 
vorite Bible  Stories.  It  contains  sixty-three 
stories  which  especially  appeal  to  children 
from  three  to  eight.  While  these  stories  are 
excellent  for  parents  to  read  to  their  children, 
they  may  also  be  used  to  teach  them  to  read 
for  themselves.  It  has  128  pages  and  sells  for 
$1.50. — E.   L.   C. 

— o — 

SONGS  THAT  TOUCH  THE  HEART,  compiled 
by  Alfred  B.  Smith,  perma-plastic  binding, 
64  pages,   Singspiration-Zondervan,   65   cents 

The  best  description  of  this  book  is  found 
in  its  title,  for  these  are  heart-warming  songs 
which  reveal  Christ  rather  than  the  singer's 
talent  and  art.  Songs  of  this  sort  are  the  spirit- 
ual heritage  of  the  Church,  and  will  still  thrill 
the  Christian  soul  long  after  the  uninspired 
and  uninspiring  music  which  is  found  too 
often  in  too  many  churches  of  today  has 
passed  away. 


MORE  FOOD  FOR  THE  BODY  —  FOR  THE 
SOUL,  compiled  by  Mrs.  Frances  Youngren, 
stiff  cover,  128  pages,  Moody  Press  .     .     $1.50 

Along  with  many  delightful  recipes  to  en- 
hance the  beauty  and  appeal  of  your  table, 
this  book  presents  selected  gems  of  thought 
which  add  beauty  and  depth  to  the  everyday 
spiritual  ministry  of  the  home. 

It  is  a  worthy  successor  to  the  first  volume 
of  recipes  and  devotions,  Food  for  the  Body 
—Food  for  the  Soul— E.  L.  C. 

— o — 
MORE    HILLTOP    VERSES    AND    PRAYERS,    by 
Ralph   Spaulding   Cushman  and   Robert  Earl 
Cushman,  hard  binding,  96  pages,  Abingdon- 

Cokesbury       $1.00 

Like  the  first  volume  of  Hilltop  Verses  and 
Prayers,  this  little  book  of  the  bracing,  stimu- 
lating poems  of  Bishop  Cushman  and  the  up- 
lifting prayers  of  his  son  and  fellow  minister 
make  one  of  the  finest  devotional  books  in 
print.  The  poems  and  prayers  are  arranged 
with  Scripture,  which  combination  assures  the 
hurried  reader  that  he  can  pause  a  moment 
and  go  away  strengthened  and  refreshed,  and 
that  the  unhurried  reader  can  tarry  for  more 
liberal  periods  without  exhausting  the  riches 
which  are  to  be  found.  Contains  indexes  of 
first  lines,  titles,  and  Scripture. 

— o — 
NOTES   ON   THE  DOCTRINE  OF  GOD,  by  Carl 
F.  H.  Henry,  M.A.,  Th.D.,  foreword  by  Wilbur 
M.  Smith,  D.D.,  151  pages,  cloth  bound,  W.  A. 

Wilde    Co $1.50 

As  the  title  implies,  and  the  author  em- 
phasizes, this  little  book  is  a  volume  of  "foot- 
notes on  the  doctrine  of  God" — but  what  won- 
derful notes  they  are!  In  ten  short  chapters 
the  erudite  Dr.  Henry  states  the  grounds  for 
skepticism,  and  then  frankly  discusses  their 
bases  and  their  solutions.  He  pleads  for  spirit- 
ual consciousness  and  theistic  faith  in  our 
present  lethargic  and  atheistic  day.  His  seldom- 
met  honesty  is  revealed  in  the  opening  sen- 
tence :  "The  case  for  the  existence  of  God  is 
not  so  obvious  that  it  cannot  be  doubted — 
and  the  circumstances  which  make  doubt  pos- 
sible and  even  easy  are  never  far  removed  from 
any  of  us."  Such  honesty  demands  respect  and 
attention,  for  the  reader  knows  that  the  writ- 
er will  not  dogmatize  or  couch  his  arguments 
in  derision,  but  that  he  will  intelligently  and 
capably  discuss  both  belief  and  disbelief  in 
God.  That  is  exactly  what  Dr.  Henry  does,  and 
it  is  a  comfort  to  know  that  Fundamentalism 
still  has  in  her  ranks  such  spiritual  and  in- 
tellectual stalwarts  as  he. 

College  students  will  find  this  volume  of 
particular  value,  for  the  author  focuses  his 
attention  on  the  philosophies  and  rationaliza- 
tions they  are  most  likely  to  encounter.  Dr. 
Wilbur  M.  Smith  has  written  (as  is  his  wont) 
a  brilliant  foreword  to  the  volume  which 
throws  added  weight  to  the  arguments  of  Dr. 
Henry,  and  assists  in  making  this  a  truly  sig- 
nificant addition  to  W.  A.  Wilde  Company's 
already  notable  list  of  theological  and  apolo- 
getic  publications. 

— o — 
IDEAS  FOR  YOUNG  PEOPLE'S  PROGRAMS, 
by  Ken  Anderson  and  Morry  Carlson,  86 
pages,  glossy  covers,  Zondervan  .  .  .  $1.00 
Here  is  proof  that  good  things  come  in  small 
packages,  for  this  pocket-size  booklet  contains 
140  ideas  that  should  give  a  lift  to  your  young 
people's  services.  Too  often  these  services  are 
permitted  to  lag  and  struggle  without  the 
stimulus  of  fresh  ideas  and  new  program  ma- 
terial. That  is  the  purpose  of  this  little  volume, 
to  provide  youth  leaders  with  a  store  of  sug- 
gestions that  have  been  collected  from  various 
sources  to  make  youth  programs  a  greater 
value  to  the  church,  and  to  show  the  young 
people   new  outlets  for  their  talents. 
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JUNGLE   EASTER 

(Continued  from  page  5) 

was  Easter  Sunday.  It  was  the  most 
macabre  Easter  I  have  ever  experi- 
enced in  my  long  life.  As  we  walked 
over  the  sun-drenched  earth,  circled 
by  huts,  I  noticed  that  all  the  natives 
watched  us  with  curious  eyes  and  fol- 
lowed me  with  a  rabble  of  grunts  and 
ejaculations  and  laughter.  I  held  my 
head  up,  and  determined  to  die  with 
courage,  but  I  hated  the  thought  that 
I  was  being  observed  and  followed  by 
those  who  saw  in  me  only  a  sump- 
tuous dinner.  I  felt  that  they  were  de- 
ciding who  would  get  the  choice  parts. 

"I  was  taken  to  the  hut  of  the  chief, 
who  sat  on  a  bench,  with  his  rod  of 
authority  in  his  hand.  He  glared  at 
me  for  a  long  moment.  I  gazed  back 
as  bravely  as  I  could.  Everything  was 
silent  as  he  scrutinized  me  with  great 
care.  Then,  with  fatuous  regality,  he 
thumped  his  staff  on  the  floor,  and 
arose  from  his  seat.  He  was  glisten- 
ing black,  his  willowy  muscles  rip- 
pled, his  face  was  scarred;  a  bright 
cord  was  tied  about  his  head;  his 
teeth  were  broken;  his  cheek  muscles 
twitched.  In  aching  silence,  this 
fierce-looking  chief  stood  before  me 
for  what  seemed  an  eternity. 

"Then  the  tribal  chief  gestured  and 
spoke.  I  can't  imitate  his  words,  and 
shall  not  try,  but  I  understood  him 
as  he  asked,  'You  know  Jesus?' " 

Robert  stared  from  his  seat.  "What! 
You  mean  he  spoke  in  English?" 

Bishop  Leigh  laughed.  "Yes,  and 
never  in  all  my  life  did  I  hear  words 
so  sweet  as  those  were.  'Jesus'  was  the 
dearest  name  I  had  ever  heard.  You 
see,  these  people  had  seen  one  white 
man  before  me." 

"That  was  David  Livingstone,  qf 
course,"  said  Gwendolyn. 

"Yes.  He  had  spent  almost  a  year  in 
this  very  village,  and  had  taught 
them  about  the  Lord." 

"Well,  what  about  that!"  said 
Brent.  "What  effect  did  this  strange 
turn  of  events  have  on  you.  Bishop 
Leigh?" 

"That  is  the  wonderful  part  of  my 
story.  That  Easter  became  Easter  in- 
deed for  me.  I  fell  right  down  on  the 
floor  of  that  squalid  hut,  in  the  sight 
of  those  black  natives,  and  wept  like 
a  baby.  I  prayed  to  the  Lord  for  His 
sweet  forgiveness,  and  made  a  dedica- 
tion of  my  life  to  Him  that  has  not 
been  broken  to  this  day. 

"I  seriously  doubt  that  anyone  has 
ever  prayed  a  more  earnest  prayer 
than  I  did  that  day,  or  if  anyone  has 
ever  been  more  richly  blessed  by  a 
prayer.  It  was  then  that  I  remem- 
bered the  quotation  of  Scripture 
which  you  have  noticed.  I  was  famil- 
iar with  the  quotation  from  our  home 
devotions,  and  acknowledged  to  God 
then  and  there  that  it  was  a  true 
promise." 

"What  was  the  reaction  of  the  na- 
tives?" questioned  Robert. 

"They  were  probably  perplexed,  but 
were  very  sympathetic.  Their  Chris- 
tianization  was  of  nature  immature, 
and  they  did  not  understand  the  wor- 
ship and  service  of  Christ  as  civilized 
people  do;  in  fact,  they  held  to  many 
primitive  superstitions  and  fears  and 
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customs — but  they  had  adopted  the 
hope  of  Christ,  and  had  learned  the 
principles  of  Christian  gentleness. 
Naturally,  their  understanding  of 
Him  and*  their  worship  of  Him  was  far 
different  to  that  which  you  usually 
expect  of  Christian  people." 

"Did  they  help  you  out  of  the  jun- 
gle, Bishop  Leigh?"  asked  Gwendolyn. 

"Not  immediately.  I  stayed  with 
them  more  than  half  a  year,  during 
which  time  I  worked  with  them,  im- 
proving their  living  conditions  and 
teaching  them  more  about  the  Lord. 
How  thankful  I  was  then  for  the 
background  of  Christian  knowledge 
my  parents  had  given  me. 

"Certainly  I  would  like  to  mention 
my  parents,  too.  I  was  eager  to  return 
to  them,  and  constantly  fearful  that 
they  might  die  before  they  knew  of 
my  conversion.  God  was  merciful, 
however,  and  they  were  both  alive 
when  I  reached  England  after  about 
ten  months  from  the  time  of  my  con- 
version. I  could  never  tell  you  of  the 
jubilation  which  was  brought  to  their 
hearts  by  my  story.  You  see,  I  had 
not  allowed  them  to  hear  a  word  from 
me  from  the  time  I  left  in  a  rage  that 
night. 

"Mother  and  Father  lived  long 
enough  to  see  me  enter  the  ministry, 
and  they  were  happy  until  the  time  of 
their  deaths.  Each  Easter  became  an 
occasion  of  special  rejoicing  in  the 
home — and  it  continues  to  be." 

"Small  wonder  at  that!"  exclaimed 
Brent.  I  have  never  heard  of  a  more 
wonderful  instance  of  God's  love." 

"Sometime  before  you  leave  Leigh 
Hall  I  should  like  to  tell  you  more 
about  this  experience,  for,  you  will 
understand,  I  was  unable  to  do  more 
tonight  than  touch  on  the  high  lights. 

"I  see  that  it  is  late — too  late  for 
an  old  man  like  me  to  be  up — so  per- 
haps it  will  be  best  that  we  have  de- 
votions and  retire." 

"variety  page 

(Continued  from  page  15) 
er.  Young  girls,  this  formula  has  not 
waxed  old  by  time;  it  will  work  today 
if  properly  applied.  There  would  be 
fewer  divorces  if  young  people  would 
pray  more  before  marriage. 

Within  a  few  months  after  his  con- 
version, Troy  Daniel  and  Stella  Flynn 
were  united  in  holy  matrimony  in  the 
year  of  1933.  After  sixteen  years  to- 
gether they  are  still  a  devoted  couple 
with  an  obedient  and  happy  family  of 
which  any  pastor  could  be  justly  proud. 

They  own  their  home,  but  their 
greatest  riches  lie  in  their  love  for  God 
and  their  untiring  devotion  to  His 
Church.  God  bless  this  lovely  family 
with  many  more  happy  years  together. 

HAPPY   HOME  CIRCLF 

(Continued  from  page  10) 
ised  some  day  to  give  his  heart  to  God, 
but  kept  putting  it  off  till  Satan  got  a 
strong  hold  on  him  and  he  started 
seeking  the  company  of  other  sinners. 
Finally,  after  we  had  two  sweet  chil- 
dren and  another  on  the  way,  he  asked 
for  a  divorce  so  he  could  marry  an- 
other woman.  So  you  see,  it  isn't  just 
the  ones  who  object  to  religion  who 
break  the  hearts  of  their  Christian 
companions. 


How  I  cried  unto  the  Lord  and  said 
I  wouldn't  take  "no"  for  an  answer.  , 
I  just  couldn't  see  my  home  broken. 
For  months  I  cried  day  and  night  and 
the  church  prayed  for  me.  Finally,  I 
said,  "Lord,  not  my  will  but  Thine  be 
done."  I  still  couldn't  see  why  it  could 
be  God's  will  for  me  to  give  him  up 
and  bring  up  the  children  without  a 
father.  But  it  was.  God  knows  best. 
and  I  have  known  more  real  happiness 
since  giving  the  Lord  first  place  in  my 
life  than  I  ever  knew  before.  My  hus- 
band  whom  I  loved  so  much  is  now 
married  to  another  woman,  but  I  have  j 
the  Lord  to  fill  the  vacancy  and  to  give 
me  the  peace  this  world  can't  give,  nei- 
ther can  take  it  away.  I  don't  have  ! 
time  to  be  lonely,  for  there  is  too  much ', 
work  to  be  done.  I  know  we  can  find  j 
something  to  heal  broken  hearts  and 
give  comfort  to  lonely  ones,  and  that  j 
something   is   the   love   of   Jesus   and  • 
giving  ourselves  entirely  to  His  serv- 
ice. I  am  glad  I  surrendered  all  to  God. 

Please,  oh  please,  keep  telling  the 
young  people  to  put  God  first  and  trust 
in  Him  to  supply  all  their  needs.  If  our 
salvation  doesn't  give  us  joy,  we  need  a 
closer  walk  with  God.  He  doesn't  ex- 
pect any  of  us  to  have  an  emptiness  in 
our  life,  because  He  will  fill  it  if  we 
let  Him. — A  sister  in  Christ. 

FEBRUARY   PRIZE  WINNER 

J.  T.  COLLINS 
Ninety  Sex,  S.  C,  400  papers 

RULES:  A  cash  prize  of  $5.00  is  of- 
fered each  month  to  the  person  who 
(1)  sells  the  most  LIGHTED  PATH- 
WAYS and  (2)  pays  for  the  papers  by 
the  twentieth  of  the  month.  Payment 
for  each  month's  issue  is  due  on  the 
twentieth  of  that  same  month. 

Jesus  Christ  can  become  your  con- 
temporary, your  risen,  living  Lord 
known  to  you  in  intimate  friendship, 
the  strength  and  joy  ana  hope  of  ev- 
ery day.  That  He  has  been  to  countless 
thousands  down  through  the  ages. 
This  He  was  to  the  Apostle  Paul.  This 
He  was  to  Francis  of  Assisi.  This  He 
was  to  Raymond  Lull  and  Robert  Mor- 
rison and  Adoniram  Judson.  This  He 
was  to  Robert  William  Dale  of  Carr's 
Lane,  London,  who  had  an  Easter 
hymn  sung  in  his  church  every  Sun- 
day with  the  hope  that  his  church 
might  come  to  believe  that  Jesus  Christ 
is  really  alive.  This  He  was  to  Winifred 
Kirkland,  who  declared  him  to  be  "the 
most  living  fact  of  the  present."  This 
He  is  to  me  also — the  Jesus  of  history, 
and  yet  more  real  to  me  than  any  hu- 
man being  I  know. — Jesse  R.  Wilson,  in 
WHOSE  DISCIPLES  (Revell). 
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THE  PRINCE  OF  GLORYLAND 

CECIL  M.  TRUESDELL 

Vhen  sunset  plays  its  fading  rays  so  gently  'round  the  hills, 
Vhen  day  has  flown  and  night  comes  on,  its  drowsy  per- 
fume spills; 
ly  tho'ts  retrace  back  to  a  place  my  Saviour  loved  to  be; 
view,  once  more,  Him  on  the  shore  of  silent  Galilee. 

see  Him  scan  each  foaming  span  that  sweeps  the  mystic 

blue, 
ind  meditate  at  ev'ning  late,  when  all  His  toils  were  thru; 
[e  found  sweet  rest  where  waters  prest  and  gurgled  on 

each  stone 
Vithin   their  reach   upon   the  beach,   while   sitting  there 

alone. 

le's  just  as  near,  and  just  as  dear,  as  in  the  days  gone  by; 
f  in  the  gale  you  chance  to  fail,  He'll  gladly  heed  your  cry, 
ind  bear  your  soul  o'er  waves  that  roll  across  the  mighty 

tide, 
?o  glory's  boat  that's  still  afloat,  for  life's  bright  other  side. 


THE  TREES  AND  THE  MASTER 

Sidney   Lanier 

Into   the   woods   my  Master  went, 

Clean   forspent,   forspent. 

Into  the  tvoods  my  Master  came, 

Forspent  with  love  and  shame. 

But  the  olives  they  were  not  blind  to  Him, 

The  little  gray  leaves  were  kind  to  Him, 

The  thorn-tree  had  a  mind  to  Him, 

When  into  the  woods  He  came. 

Out  of  the  tvoods  my  Master  went, 

And  He  was  well  content. 

Out  of  the  tvoods  my  Master  came, 

Content  with  death  and  shame. 

When  Death  and  Shame  would  woo  Him  last, 

from  under  the  trees  they  drew  Him  last: 

'Twas  on  a  tree  they  slew  Him — last, 

When  out  of  the  woods  He  came. 
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THE  TOUR  OF  THE   INFINITE 

Mabel  Glenn   Haldeman 

Down   from   the   heights   of   the   Infinite   God, 
Down  to  the  level  and  curse  of  the  sod, 
Down  to  our  world,  to  pass  under  the  rod, 
Came  the  dear  Son  of  His   love. 

Down  from  the  throne  of  the  Father  on  high, 
Down  for  the  lost  came  His  own  Son  to  die, 
Down  to  the  Cross,  without  even  a   sigh, 
Came   the   Beloved  Divine. 

Down  from  the  realm  of  the  holy  and  pure, 
Down  for   the  loathsomest   sin   to  endure, 
Down  our  salvation  by  death  to  procure, 
At   the  most   infinite   coast. 

Down  to  the  world  not  without  Him  was  made, 
Down  in  a  manger,  as  Babe,  He  was  laid, 
Down  to  His  work  till  its  finish  He  stayed, 
Came  the  Unspeakable  Gift. 

Down  to  the  depths  of  iniquity's  woe, 
Down  to  an  anguish  none  other  could  know, 
Down  where  the  blackest  of  waters  doth  flow, 
Came  the  Delight  of  His  heart. 

Then   through   the   mock   and   the   scourge   of 

the    crowd, 
Then  'neath  the  Cross  up  to  Calvary,  bowed, 
Then,  "Oh,  forgive  them!"  He  cried  aloud — 
Jesus,   the  Lamb  that  was  slain. 

Then  into  death  and  the  shade  of  the  tomb 
Jesus   was   ushered — was   now  given   "room"; 
Yet  this  was  borrowed — this  "palace"  of  gloom — 
Wherein  the  Infinite   lay. 

Out  from  the  bondage  of  death  see  Him  go, 
Out  through  the  seal  of  the  hand  of  His  foe: 
Victor  Eternal  released  to  bestow 
Life  unto  all  who   believe. 

Up  into  Glory  again  He  returns; 
Seated  in  power,  where  o'er  us  He  yearns; 
There  interceding   for  all  our  concerns — 
Jesus  the  Joy  of  the  soul. 

Soon  He  is  coming  again,  praise  His  name! 
Not  for  lost  sinners,  to  suffer  their  shame; 
But  His  own  blood-bought  possession  to  claim — 
Oh,  hallelujah  to  God! 

Then  up  to  Glory,  from  whence  He  came  down, 
We,  His  redeemed  ones,  shall  bear  His  renown, 
Evermore  wearing  His  robe,  but  our  crown 
At  His  blest  feet  we  shall  cast. 

Then  shall  the  tongues  of  the  millions,  and  more, 
Praise  Him  eternally  laud  and  adore 
Jesus,   the  Saviour,  whose  sins  He  once  bore, 
Till  all  the  heavens  shall  ring! 


A  large  book, 
7x10'^  inches 
page  size,  706 
pages,  bound  in 
rich  blue  buck- 
ram, stained  top 
edge,  and  gilt- 
stamped  title. 


'7fta4t&rfUece4>  o£ 


0 


Edited  by 
James  Dalton  Morrison 


A  book  of  poems  that  will 
satisfy  every  spiritual 
need  and  fit  every  special 
occasion. 


$c.oo 


Church    of   God    Publishing    House 
Cleveland,   Tennessee 

Please  send  me  _  ._  copies  of  MASTERPIECES 

OF  RELIGIOUS  VERSE  at  $5.00  a  copy. 
I  enclose  payment  Q       Charge  my  account  p] 

If  after  five  days'  inspection  I  am  not  completely 
satisfied,  I  will  return  the  book  for  full  credit  or  re- 
fund. (It  is  understood  that  any  book  returned  must 
be  unsoiled  and  in  good  condition  and  the  sender 
must  pay  postage.) 

NAME   


ADDRESS 


CITY  STATE 

(Print  name  and  address  plainly) 


2020  POEM^T 
.  .  .  900  AUTHORjT 

Never  before  has  such  a  volume  of  col- 
lected verse  been  presented  to  the  reading 
public.  It  has  everything  that  makes  poetry 
reading  a  delight:  arrangement,  eye-ap- 
peal, large  clear  type,  complete  indexes, 
beautiful  binding,  and  2020  of  the  great- 
est poems  ever  written,  from  the  early 
masters  to  contemporary  poets  of  many 
countries.  THE  IDEAL  ANTHOLOGY. 


CHURCH  OF  GOD  PUBLISHING  HOUSE 


CLEVELAND      •     TENNESSEE 

LEE    COLLEGE    LIBRARY 
CLEVELAND,     TENN. 


iff  If 


:; 


MAY 
1949 


■,-.--  .« -.  ■  -.  •- 


wo 

Time 

TO    READ? 


One  sometimes  hears  Christian  peo- 
ple say  they  wished  they  had  more 
time  to  read.  Now  it  is  true  that  some 
are  busier  than  others,  with  more  ex- 
acting family  duties,  more  church 
work,  m®re  committees,  and  longer 
working  hours.  But  if  the  desire  is 
really  sincere  to  find  more  time  to 
read  the  fine  old  books  of  the  past 
and  the  best  books  of  the  present,  it 
can  usually  be  found.  Let  a  man  start 
by  thinking  back  carefully  over  the 
way  he  has  spent  the  twenty-four 
hours  of  each  day  of  the  past  week. 
He  may  find  that  he  spent  too  much 
time  on  the  newspapers  or  in  listen- 
ing to  the  radio;  too  much  time  in 
aimless  and  long  conversations;  too 
much  time  on  current  magazines; 
perhaps  he  attended  more  meetings 
than  he  really  needed  to.  Commuters 
traveling  by  train  are  very  fortunate, 
for  many  ride  twenty  minutes  each 
way,  and  that  is  forty  minutes  a  day, 
and  forty  minutes  a  day  spent  on  a 
good  book  will  finish  it  in  a  few 
weeks'  time.  John  Wesley  read  a  great 
many  things  on  horseback  and  in  the 
lumbering  old  coaches  of  England.  It 
is  better  to  spend  five  or  ten  minutes 
in  profitable  reading,  while  waiting 
for  another  person  to  keep  an  ap- 
pointment, than  to  fret  over  his  delay. 
Many  busy  people  seldom  have  time 
to  sit  down  and  read  for  an  hour,  but 
they  get  a  lot  of  reading  done  by  us- 
ing the  minutes.  If  memory  serves  the 
writer,  it  was  Amos  R.  Wells,  a  great 
reader  and  fine  writer,  who  said, 
"Ten  minutes  a  day  will  read  any 
book."  The  mind  and  spirit  will  be 
much  better  prepared  for  the  day's 
work  if  the  ride  to  work  is  not  squan- 
dered on  newspaper  reports  of  sor- 
did crimes,  or  magazine  articles  set- 
ting forth  empty  philosophies  of  life, 
but  is  rather  spent  with  books  like 
John  Wesley's  Journals,  Oswald 
Chamber's  "My  Utmost  for  His  High- 
est," "Hudson  Taylor's  Spiritual  Se- 
cret," or  the  biography  of  some  great 
man  or  woman  of  God.  Before  com- 
plaining of  lack  of  time,  let's  make 
sure  we  are  using  well  the  time  we 
have.  Many  of  us  have  much  to  learn 
about  "redeeming  the  time." — The 
Sunday  School  Times. 
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Charles  W.  Conn 


MOTHERS  AND  GOD 

VJOD  HAS  NO  HIGHER  ORDINATION  for  woman  than 
that  of  wifehood,  and  no  higher  coronation  than  that  of 
motherhood.  Regardless  of  what  else  a  woman  may 
achieve,  she  has  not  experienced  God's  best  for  her  until 
she  has  filled  these  two  offices;  still,  it  is  true  that  there 
are  other  noble  callings  of  God  and  high  peaks  of  attain- 
ment in  some  cases  chosen  for  and  by  the  individual.  God 
Himself  has  given  supreme  credence  to  the  high  state 
of  proper  motherhood  and  has  freighted  it  with  influence 
and  authority  and  has  used  it  more  than  any  other 
human  agency  in  the  propagation  of  His  kingdom  on 
earth. 

Because  motherhood  is  so  universal,  yet  so  local,  few 
people  have  given  it  its  proper  place  among  the  powers 
of  the  world.  A  mother's  influence  upon  her  children  is 
second  to  none,  and  the  deft  work  of  her  hands  and 
heart  is  boxed  in  the  lives  of  her  children  as  long  as 
they  live.  Naturally,  such  tremendous  influence  thrusts 
upon  every  mother  an  equally  tremendous  responsi- 
bility. The  mere  biological  process  of  motherhood 
has  never  made  a  woman  a  true  mother,  for  there  must 
be  a  mental  and  spiritual  process  of  motherhood  also. 
The  fact  that  there  have  been  those  who  became  mothers 
biologically,  but  never  became  mothers  spiritually  and 
morally,  is  one  of  the  causes  of  the  sad  plight  of  the  world 
today;  yet  on  the  other  hand,  because  so  many  women 
became  mothers  in  its  truest  and  noblest  sense  is  the 
reason  so  many  of  their  sons  and  daughters  are  exerting 
every  effort  today  to  stem  the  tide  of  evil  and  to  promote 
the  kingdom  of  God.  All  honor  under  heaven  is  bestowed 
upon  true  mothers:  Holy  Scripture  lauds  her,  her  children 
rise  up  and  call  her  blessed,  and  only  the  fairest  fruits 
of  the  earth  are  fit  tribute  to  her,  and  one  day  out  of 
every  365  belongs  to  her  alone — no  mortal  personality  has 
ever  gained  greater  recognition. 

When  God  sought  to  express  His  own  tenderness  and 
compassion  toward  His  people,  He  could  find  no  more 
descriptive  term  than  that  of  likening  His  comfort  to  the 
comfort  of  mothers  (Isaiah  66:13) .  Again  when  Jesus'  heart 
near  burst  with  compassion  for  Jerusalem,  He  said,  ".  .  . 
how  often  would  I  have  gathered  thy  children  together, 
as  a  hen  doth  gather  her  brood  under  her  wings,  and  ye 
would  not!"  It  begins  to  be  seen  from  these  quotations 
that  God  has  placed  on  earth  a  bit  of  heaven's  pure  love 
and  that  that  love  is  encased  in  the  hearts  of  mothers. 


A  good  wife  and  mother  is  the  nearest  thing  to  God  per- 
sonified on  earth  today. 

When  God  needed  a  man  to  deliver  His  oppressed  peo- 
ple from  Egyptian  bondage,  it  was  through  Jochebed's 
ingenuity  and  devotion  to  her  son  that  He  was  able  to 
spare  the  life  of  Moses  and  train  him  for  his  ordained 
task  (Exodus  2:3,  8).  It  was  a  mother's  love  which  com- 
pelled Rizpah  to  watch  over  her  dead,  when  they  were 
forsaken  by  all  others,  that  no  wild  beast  would  molest 
their  bodies  (2  Samuel  21:10).  It  was  a  mother's  love 
which  drove  Mary  to  watch  over  her  dead  son,  the  Christ 
of  God  (John  19:25).  The  selfish  request  of  the  mother 
of  James  and  John  is  to  be  blamed,  but  still  it  was  her 
mother's  love  which  prompted  it.  Mothers'  love  is  the 
greatest  love,  the  nearest  thing  to  heaven's  love  that  can 
be  found  in  our  world  today,  or  any  day  past,  or  to  come. 

It  has  been  aptly  said  that  "the  hand  that  rocks  the 
cradle  rules  the  world,"  which  means  only  that  the  moth- 
er's part  in  the  formation  of  her  child  will  remain  with 
him  throughout  his  life  and  that  what  he  becomes,  be 
it  good  or  bad,  can  in  part  be  traced  back  to  the  woman 
who  bore  and  trained  him. 

Timothy,  the  young  friend  of  Paul,  was  commended 
and  renowned  for  his  faith,  but  it  was  from  his  mother 
that  his  faith  was  drawn  by  him  (2  Timothy  1:5).  One 
of  the  most  beautiful  passages  in  all  the  Bible  is  a  record 
of  the  words  the  mother  of  King  Lemuel  taught  him 
(Proverbs  3D.  After  King  Lemuel  finished  his  record  of 
the  words  and  wisdom  his  mother  taught  him,  he  began 
a  eulogy  of  what  is  considered  the  ideal  wife  and  mother. 
Perhaps  nowhere  in  literature  is  there  another  such  ac- 
count of  so  fine  a  woman  as  Lemuel  describes.  Many 
scholars  have  thought  that  he  has  merely  pictured  what 
he  feels  is  the  ideal  and  ultimate  in  womanhood,  while 
others  have  felt  that  he  has  given  us  a  glimpse  of  the 
character  of  some  actual  woman  whom  he  knew,  presum- 
ably his  own  mother.  If  this  is  true,  then  there  has  never 
been  another  such  tribute  paid  a  mother  by  her  son.  In 
one  household  it  was  the  practice  of  the  father  to  read 
this  chapter  and  comment,  "Children,  that  is  your  moth- 
er." I  wonder  how  many  can  read  this  chapter  today  and 
find  there  her  portrait,  or  only  semblance  of  her  own 
personality  and  motherhood. 

It  was  Susanna  Wesley  who  trained  her  brood  of  nineteen 
children  and  set  on  fire  with  the  love  of  God  the  lives  of 
John,  Charles,  and  Samuel  This  great  mother  taught  her 
nineteen  children  their  letters  and  the  way  of  life,  and 
today  her  great  work  is  seen  all  over  the  world  in  the 
fruits  of  the  labors  of  her  sons.  When  Cornelia  a  woman 
of  ancient  Rome,  was  widowed  by  the  death  of  Sempro- 
nius  Gracchus,  she  refused  the  proposal  of  matrimony  by 
the  King  of  Egypt  and  devoted  herself  entirely  to  the 
education  of  her  two  sons,  Tiberius  and  Gaius.  These  two 
boys  became  among  the  first  defenders  of  the  rights  of 
the  common  man  and  did  more  than  any  others  of  the 
ancient  world  to  break  the  back  of  plutocratic  domination 
of  the  world.  It  is  said  that  when  anyone  pitied  her  she 
would  answer,  "No  one  should  call  unhappy  the  woman 
who  has  given  birth  to  the  Gracchi." 

These  are  but  attestations  to  the  tremendous  influences 
of  a  mother.  A  mother?  Yes.  Not  merely  one  who  has 
given  birth  to  a  child,  but  one  who  has  accepted  and 
reared  him  and  given  him  a  part  of  herself.  Let  her 
children  arise  and  call  her  blessed. 


IMay,  1949 


Page  3 


By  SARA  SLOAN E  McCARTY 

"Faith  never  lets  you  down"  Jim   ivrote 
for  Bob.  "Sometimes  it  leads  us  through  a 

strange  path — and  brings  ns  out  an- 
other  nay."  And  Frieda   watches  it  come  true. 


FRIEDA  DOUGLASS  had  not  been 
the  mother  of  a  small  daughter  very 
long  before  she  discovered  that  an  an- 
gelic expression  did  not  always  indicate 
angelic  behavior.  "How  can  an  ador- 
able child  like  Sylvia  get  into  so  much 
mischief?"  she  mourned.  "And  with 
such  good  intentions!" 

Part  of  the  trouble,  she  knew,  was 
the  sudden  change  of  residence  from 
their  own  home  in  Roxanna,  with  the 
fenced  back  yard,  and  familiar  land- 
scape, to  the  wide  enchanting  hillside 
in  Oak  Grove,  where  Grandmother 
Erickson's  big  house  looked  out  over 
the  ocean  from  its  safe  haven  on  the 
high  cliffs.  Baby  Anne  felt  at  home 
wherever  she  was.  But  Sylvia  wanted 
to  be  everywhere,  see  everything,  and 
all  at  once. 

When  Sylvia  disappeared  one  fog- 
gy morning  Frieda's  first  frightening 
thought  was  the  steep  stairway  to  the 
beach.  The  steps  went  down  and  down 
in  zigzag  fashion  along  the  face  of  the 
cliff.  Below  on  the  sand  the  bathing 
was  excellent,  but  the  breakers  were 
too  strong  for  a  child  alone.  Jim  had 
taken  the  children  down  for  a  swim 
each  day.  But  on  Monday  he  became 
engrossed  in  his  work  at  the  type- 
writer under  the  oak  trees.  He  was 
not  aware  of  Baby  Anne's  delightful 
chatter  to  her  stuffed  animals  in  the 
playpen  or  of  the  flutter  of  Sylvia's 
pink  skirt  as  her  tricycle  zipped  past 
his  chair.  So  it  was  Frieda  who  first 
noticed  the  fretfulness  of  Baby  Anne, 
who  never  liked  to  have  Sylvia  out  of 
her  sight. 

"She  may  have  gone  down  to  the 
beach  stairs  alone!"  Frieda  told  Jim. 

Jim  broke  all  speed  records  to  the 
top  of  the  stairs,  but  he  could  not  see 
a  pink  dress  anywhere.  He  went  down 
and  searched  the  beach  without  re- 
sult. 

"Oh,  why  didn't  I  encourage  Jim  to 
mend  the  fence  instead  of  urging  him 
to  write  sermons?"  Frieda  moaned, 
searching  fearfully  behind  each  closet 
door. 

"Fences  won't  keep  Ericksons 
home,"  Grandmother  Erickson  chuck- 
led. Her  nonchalance  was  exasperat- 
ing  to  Frieda.   "There   never  was  an 
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Erickson  without  a  wandering  foot. 
Your  father  used  to  make  the  most 
terrifying  excursions.  We  found  him 
alone  at  the  age  of  two  at  the  County 
Fair.  He  was  having  a  wonderful 
time." 

"But  Sylvia — "  Frieda  mumbled 
frantically.  She  felt  that  this  was  no 
time  for  reminiscences,  however  fit- 
ting. 

"And  your  brother  Fred  was  an- 
other," her  grandmother  went  on, 
looking  behind  the  flour  barrel. 

A  loud  squeal  from  Baby  Anne  sent 
Frieda  scurrying  to  the  playpen.  And 
there,  standing  quietly  beside  the  ba- 
by, was  Sylvia,  a  look  of  innocent 
sweetness  in  her  round  blue  eyes. 

"O  Sylvia!"  Frieda  cried,  kneeling  to 
hug  her  little  daughter.  "Promise  me 
that  you  will  never  leave  the  yard  by 
yourself." 

"Never,  never,  never!"  Sylvia  trilled. 
Frieda  sighed.  "Your  mother  and  dad- 
dy want  to  keep  you  safe  from  harm. 
That  is  why  you  must  not  leave  the 
yard  by  yourself." 

"Daddy!"  Baby  Anne  shouted, 
banging  happily  on  a  lid  with  her 
wooden  spoon. 

Frieda  ran  to  Jim.  "She's  all  right! 
Sylvia,  tell  daddy  where  you've  been." 

"Making  pictures,"  Sylvia  explained 
vaguely,  "red  pictures,  blue  pictures, 
lotsa  pictures." 

"Those  artists?"  Frieda  guessed. 
"But  they  live  a  mile  down  the  beach. 
She  couldn't  have  gone  so  far  in  such 
a  little  time.  Sylvia  was  it  a  tall  man 
and  a  pretty  lady?" 

Sylvia  was  no  longer  interested  in 
quiz  programs.  She  was  pursuing  a 
lazy  bumblebee. 

"Jim,  what  shall  we  do?"  Frieda 
implored. 

Since  Jim's  voice  was  still  only  a 
weak  whisper,  he  did  not  try  to  reply 
in  words.  He  simply  picked  up  the 
hammer  and  nails  and  strode  off  to- 
ward the  unfinished  fence. 

Frieda  gathered  the  scattered  sheets 
of  paper  from  the  table.  Her  eye 
caught  a  word  here  and  there.  For  a 
moment  she  wondered  if  Jim  could 
be  writing  a  play.  The  page  was  filled 
with  disconnected  bits  of  dialogue, 
questions  and  answers,  here  and  there 
a  quotation  from  the  Bible:  "In  my 
distress  I  cried  unto  the  Lord,  and  he 
heard  me";  "The  eternal  God  is  thy 
refuge,  and  underneath  are  the  ever- 
lasting arms."  Then  down  the  page 
two  lines  stood  out  and  seemed  to 
burn  themselves  into  her  memory: 

"If  everything  fails,  if  the  doctors 


and  the  specialists  and  the  men  who 
know  can't  do  anything,  then  what 
use  was  the  praying?  You  ask  me  to 
have  faith.  But  what  if  it  lets  me 
down?" 

The  typing  ended  there,  leaving  a 
pathetic  white  space  where  the  an- 
swer should  have  been.  Who  was  ask- 
ing the  question?  Not  Jim.  Surely  not 
Jim!  For  Jim  knew  the  answer.  Frie- 
da's heart  beat  loudly  in  her  ears.  She 
felt  like  a  child  who  has  peeped  into 
a  box  not  meant  for  her.  Now  she 
wanted  to  snap  the  lid  and  forget 
what  she  had  seen. 

Jim  had  accepted  the  loss  of  his 
voice  with  wonderful  patience.  At 
least  it  had  seemed  so  on  the  surface. 
Underneath,  Frieda  knew,  Jim  experi- 
enced black  moments  of  frustra- 
tion. And  sometimes  when  these 
moods  overtook  him,  did  the  nagging 
fear  of  lifelong  silence  enter  his 
mind?  They  had  never  discussed  the 
possibility.  Always  they  had  said: 
"When  you  are  well,"  "When  you  are 
preaching  again,"  and  never,  "If  you 
should  not  recover  your  voice."  Now 
as  Frieda  read  the  frantic  fear  on  the 
paper  she  knew  that  they  had  not 
talked  about  it  because  they  were 
reserving  a  small  dark  corner  of  their 
planning  for  the  dread  possibility. 
Had  Jim  been  hiding  from  her  all  the 
misery  in  his  heart?  Had  he  forgotten 
the  answer? 

Frieda  could  think  of  little  else  all 
day  while  she  went  about  her  tasks 
as  housekeeper  for  the  big  boarding 
house.  On  most  days  she  enjoyed  her 
work,  especially  when  Grandmother 
Erickson  worked  beside  her.  The  two 
women  made  a  good  team.  "Stream- 
lined production,"  Frieda  boasted,  as 
they  sat  at  the  long  white  work  table 
making  tarts.  Frieda  rolled  and  cut 
the  dough;  her  grandmother  filled  the 
centers,  folded  them,  crimped  the 
edges  and  put  them  into  the  pan.  To- 
day she  was  in  a  talkative  mood.  And 
Frieda  found  herself  missing  whole 
sections  of  her  conversation,  because 
her  mind  was  on  Jim. 

"And  when  the  berry  cobbler  was 
served,"  Grandmother  Erickson  was 
saying,  "I  knew  right  away  something 
was  seriously  wrong." 

"Hm?"  Frieda  said  absently.  "Oh,  of 
course." 

"You  can  always  tell  when  a  person 
is  mopey,  if  they  turn  down  berry 
cobbler." 

Frieda  felt  quite  safe  in  agreeing 
with  her  grandmother,  although  she 
had  no  idea  who  had  refused  the  ber- 
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ry  cobbler.  Grandmother  Erickson's 
berry  cobbler  was  much  too  special 
for  indifferent  eating.  She  tried  to 
think  back  to  the  last  time  they  had 
served  it.  Then  she  remembered.  It 
was  the  young  wife  of  Bob  Garson, 
the  girl  with  the  lost  look  in  her  eyes. 
Nell  Garson  did  not  find  pleasure  in 
anything.  Life  had  stopped  for  her 
somewhere,   and   with   it    all    delight. 

"She's  the  one  whose  little  girl  died 
in  the  explosion  in  the  trailer  house," 
Frieda  remembered,  handing  over  the 
last  square  of  dough. 

"Kerosene  heater,"  Grandmother 
Erickson  said,  her  fork  crimping 
vigorously.  "I  wish  we  could  find  a 
way  to  help  her." 

"Doesn't  she  work  at  the  factory 
every  day?" 

"Bob  thought  the  work  would  give 
her  a  new  outlook.  It  doesn't  seem 
to  help  much." 

"I'll  see  what  I  can  do,"  Frieda  re- 
solved. Her  mind,  trained  to  push 
aside  her  own  problems  for  those  of 
others,  now  rushed  ahead  with  plans 
for  helping  Nell  Garson.  They  could 
plan  a  picnic,  she  thought,  and  give 
Mrs.  Garson  a  special  responsibility.  Or 
they  might  all  chip  in  and  take  an 
excursion  somewhere.  She  would  dis- 
cover Mrs.  Garson's  special  interests 
and  draw  her  into  conversation  about 
them.  Surely  with  prayer  and  plan- 
ning there  would  be  a  way  to  help  her. 

How  ironic  it  seemed  that  she  could 
think  of  no  way  out  of  her  own  prob- 
lem! Having  stumbled  upon  Jim's 
secret  unawares,  she  wondered  how 
she  could  question  him  without  ad- 
mitting that  she  had  read  his 
thoughts  on  paper.  The  matter  would 
have  to  be  handled  with  a  tact  and 
delicacy  of  which  she  felt  incapable. 
With  a  member  of  the  congregation 
Frieda  would  have  felt  no  hesitancy, 
but  Jim  was  her  own.  That  made  all 
the  difference. 

Her  anxiety  was  not  lightened  by 
Sylvia's  perverse  behavior  during  the 
days  that  followed.  On  Tuesday  morn- 
ing she  was  gone  for  two  hours.  When 
her  distracted  mother  questioned  her, 
Sylvia  smiled  like  a  cherub  and  mur- 
mured something  about  "more  pic- 
tures." 

"Sylvia,"  Frieda  said  sorrowfully, 
"I  asked  you  not  to  leave  the  yard, 
didn't  I?" 

"Never,  never  never,"  Sylvia  agreed. 

"But  you  forget,"  Frieda  continued, 
"and  you  will  have  to  be  punished. 
You  must  sit  alone  in  the  bedroom." 

"But  why?"  Sylvia  asked,  her  small 
feet  eager  to  be  out  the  door  and  away 
under  the  oak  trees. 

"Because  you  did  not  obey  orders," 
Frieda  explained,  wondering  how  long 
patience  lasts. 

Sylvia  looked  puzzled.  "What's 
'obey'?" 

"You  left  the  yard,"  Frieda  reword- 
ed her  explanation. 

"Never,  never,  never!"  Sylvia  in- 
sisted. 

At  last,  banging  her  heels  in  protest, 
she  was  seated  alone  upstairs,  looking 
very  small  and  unhappy.  Frieda's 
throat  ached  as  she  turned  the  door- 
knob and  went  back  downstairs.  "Pun- 


"I    sot  down   on   a   smooth   rock   and   wrote   the   best   answer   I    could 
think  of:  'Just  keep  on  loving  her  a   lot,  and  pray. 
There  will   be  a  way.'  " 


ishment,"  the  books  said,  "should  be 
reserved  for  action  that  threatens  life 
and  limb  or  the  safety  of  other  per- 
sons." Surely  Sylvia  must  learn  to  stay 
under  supervision  until  she  was  big 
enough  to  care  for  herself. 

"Stubborn,"  Grandmother  Erickson 
chuckled  when  Frieda  asked  her  ad- 
vice on  Thursday.  "All  the  Ericksons 
were  stubborn.  It  takes  time." 

"How  much  time?"  Frieda  groaned. 

"I  was  right  to  punish  Sylvia,  wasn't 
I?"  she  appealed  to  Jim  on  the  sixth 
day  when  Sylvia  again  returned  from 
a  long  absence. 

"I  suppose  so,"  Jim  wrote  after  some 
thought.  "But  it  does  break  us  down 
when  she  keeps  insisting  that  she  kept 
her  promise.  Just  how  much  does  a 
child  of  three  know  about  promises 
anyway?" 

"Sylvia  knows,"  Frieda  said,  "and 
she  understands  why  I  want  her  to 
stay  in  the  yard.  Jim,  you  don't  think 
she  is  deliberately  telling  us  an  un- 
truth to  escape  punishment,  do  you?" 

Jim  shook  his  head.  "I'll  have  to 
confess,"  he  wrote.  "Today  I  listened 
at  the  bedroom  and  Sylvia  was  sing- 
ing. It  was  a  funny  song  about  a  frog 
who  went  walking  on  a  summer's 
day.  It  had  a  line  about  'fried  mos- 
quitoes and  bread  and  butter.'  " 

"So  she  doesn't  mind  the  punish- 
ment so  very   much,"   Frieda   mused. 

"I  think  she  minds,"  Jim  wrote,  "but 
she's  philosophical  about  it.  The  way 
I  am  about  my  voice,"  he  added  wryly. 

Here  was  her  opportunity,  Frieda 
thought.  She  could  feel  her  hands 
grow  cold  and  her  voice  weak.  Now 
was  the  time  to  ask  him,  since  he  had 
brought  up  the  subject.  But  the  words 


would  not  come. 

"By  the  way,"  Jim's  pencil  con- 
tinued, "I've  been  meaning  to  ask  you 
to  read  over  some  of  this  stuff  I've 
been  putting  down.  When  you  have 
time,  let  me  know  if  you  think  I'm  on 
the  right  track."  He  was  putting  into 
her  hands  a  thick  sheaf  of  typed 
paper — the  same  paper  Frieda  had 
picked  up! 

"But  Jim,"  she  faltered,  "are  you 
sure  you  want  me  to — " 

Jim  looked  hurt.  "If  you'd  rather 
not — "  he  wrote. 

"But  I  do!"  Frieda  cried.  She  sur- 
prised her  husband  with  a  violent  hug. 

Once  in  the  quiet  windowseat  in  the 
living  room,  she  began: 

"On  one  of  our  long  walks  along  the 
hard-packed  sand  at  low  tide,  Bob 
Garson  tried  to  tell  me  his  trouble. 
Not  as  a  member  of  the  congregation 
tells  his  minister  but  man  to  man. 
Bob  Garson  knew  nothing  of  my 
background,  or  how  the  loss  of  my 
voice  had  cast  me  temporarily  in  an 
unfamiliar  role. 

"  'I'm  scared,  Mr.  Douglass,'  he  told 
me  the  first  evening.  T  don't  know 
which  way  to  turn.' 

"Maybe  it  was  fortunate  that  I  had 
to  write  all  my  words  on  a  pad  of 
paper.  I  had  to  think  carefully  before 
I  wrote  them  down  in  black  and  white. 
And  somehow  the  writing  seemed  to 
add  authority  to  what  I  finally  said. 
'Just  tell  me  about  it  as  we  walk 
along,'  I  wrote.  'I'll  help,  if  I  can.' 

"  'It's  my  wife,  Nell,'  Bob  Garson 
said.  T  think  she's  losing  her  mind.' 

"Now  I  had  thought  I  had  a  prob- 
lem. Facing  stark  tragedy  like  Bob's, 
(Continued  on  page  20) 
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The  inspiring  story  of  William  Booth,  the  founder  of  the  Salvation  Army,  and 
his  great-hearted  wife  Catherine  who   weathered  with   her   courageous 
husband    the   persecutions    of   aroused    and    unthankful   sinners. 

Behind  the  Tambourine 


By  MARQUIS  JAMES 


A  girl  in  the  street  jingling  a  tam- 
bourine, a  young  man  on  your  door- 
step collecting  old  newspapers  and 
clothing,  and  at  Christmastide  those 
free-hand  representations  of  the 
Christmas  spirit  with  pot  and  bell: 
by  these  outward  signs — and  by  them 
only — do  most  of  us  know  the  Salva- 
tion Army.  But  behind  tne  girl  witn  a 
tambourine  stand  colleagues  the 
world  over — in  leper  camps,  in  remote 
criminal  settlements  including  that 
of  French  Guiana,  in  the  steaming 
jungles  of  India,  the  yellow  plains  of 
northern  China,  the  heart  of  Africa. 
In  eighty-six  countries  and  colonies 
the  Army  repeats,  in  eighty  tongues, 
its  maxim  that  "a  man  may  be  down, 
but  he's  never  out."  Tangible  wealth 
and  property  are  things  the  Army 
cares  least  about,  yet  in  the  United 
States  alone  its  holdings  are  valued 
at  $40,000,000.  To  such  estate  has 
grown  within  living  memory  an  insti- 
tution whose  pioneers  were  stoned  in 
London  streets  and  imprisoned  in 
London  jails.  Success  crowned  their 
efforts  because  they  held  to  their  goal 
of  grappling  with  the  substance  of 
human  misfortune  rather  than  the 
shadow  of  it;  and,  moreover,  because 
the  spirit  of  the  Army  represents  now 
what  it  represented  sixty  years  ago, 
the  translation  into  organization  of 
one  of  the  19th  century's  most  re- 
markable romances:  the  little-known 
love  story  of  Catherine  and  William 
Booth. 

In  the  springtime  of  1852,  these  two 
met  at  a  tea  party.  The  host,  an  al- 
truistically inclined  London  boot 
manufacturer  named  Rabbits,  had 
heard  young  William  Booth  preach  in 
a  Reform  Chapel  of  the  Methodist 
Church.  Booth's  unschooled  eloquence, 
his  tremendous  earnestness,  so  swayed 
Mr.  Rabbits  that  he  sought  out  William 
and  learned  his  story.  Son  of  a  con- 
genital failure  and  remarkable  liar, 
who  fed  his  starved  brood  on  tales  of 
a  vanished  prosperity  always  about  to 
be  redeemed,  William  knew  disillusion- 
ment early  in  life  and  made  the  in- 
timate acquaintance  of  poverty  in  the 
manufacturing  town  of  Nottingham. 
At  sixteen,  the  boy  began  to  preach 
in  the  streets.  In  a  year  he  was  the 
head  of  a  nameless  little  band  which 
included  such  personages  as  Besom 
Jack,  the  wife-beater,  whom  young 
Booth  had  prevailed  upon  to  modify 
his  ideas  of  marriage  relationship. 
At  nineteen,  William  Booth  entered 
the  service  of  a  pawnbroker  in  Lon- 
don and  on  Sundays  would  put  a  Bible 
in  his  pocket  and  head  for  the  slums. 


At  Mr.  Rabbits'  tea  party,  William 
recited  a  soggy  American  poem,  The 
Grog-Seller's  Dream.  The  tall,  young- 
speaker  was  not  quite  twenty-three, 
and  carelessly  attired,  but  in  a 
moment  the  hearers  had  forgotten 
that.  They  were  conscious  only  of  the 
arresting  eyes,  the  flexible  lines  of  a 
strong,  thin  face  dominated  by  a 
"Wellington"  nose — inherited  from  his 
mother  who  was  probably  Jewish — an 
orator's  voice,  untrained,  not  always 
grammatical  but  always  commanding. 

The  sentiments  of  the  poem  were 
accorded  a  mixed  reception,  but  the 
speaker  left  his  impress — and  on  none 
so  strongly  as  on  Catherine  Mumford, 
a  comely  oval-faced  girl  with  dimples. 
William  escorted  her  home  and  knew 
he  was  in  love. 

The  Reformed  Methodists  now  es- 
tablished William  as  a  lay  preacher. 
He  was  surprisingly  successful,  lion- 
ized at  tea  parties  and  worshiped  by 
the  poor.  Then  the  church  sought  to 
prepare  its  recruit  for  higher  stations 
with  a  period  of  polishing  at  a  theo- 
logical college.  Catherine  Mumford 
had  a  hand  in  this,  for  as  William's 
wooing  proceeded  she  undertook  to 
shape  the  destinies  of  her  suitor. 
Booth  had  personality  and  a  militant 
imagination,  but  Catherine  was  his 
superior  in  intellectual  force.  William 
could  not  stick  to  the  tedium  of  the 
classroom.  Thumbing  a  Latin  gram- 
mar was  not  his  way  of  preparing  to 
alleviate  suffering  in  the  world, 
which  to  him  went  hand-in-hand 
with  the  extinction  of  sin.  So  he 
chucked  the  classes,  swept  Catherine 
to  the  altar,  declined  a  soft  church 
post  in  London  and  with  his  bride 
took  to  the  road  as  an  evangelist  un- 
der the  sponsorship  of  the  Methodist 
New  Connexion,  latest  of  the  liberal 
church  movements. 

For  two  years  they  tramped  the  face 
of  England,  living  like  gypsies,  often 
penniless,  often  hungry  because  of 
private  generosities,  but  radiantly 
joyful  in  a  love  that  had  realized  ten- 
fold every  anticipation  of  courtship. 
It  was  love  which,  like  William  Booth's 
theory  of  religion,  declined  to  scorn 
the  flesh.  "How  very  much  I  should 
like  to  see  you  today,  to  hold  you  in 
my  arms  and  look  at  you  and  cover 
you  with  warm  and  earnest  kisses." 
In  a  lodging  house  in  Halifax,  Cath- 
erine brought  their  first-born  in- 
to the  world  and  caught  up  with  her 
husband   at  his  next  stop. 

The  tour  came  to  an  end  when  the 
New  Connexion  terminated  Booth's 
evangelistic  work.  Conservatives  were 


alarmed  at  his  furious  methods.  The 
journeyman  accepted  a  year's  rest 
in  the  pastorate  of  a  grimy  little 
factory  town  where  their  second  child 
was  born.  In  1861  Booth  served  notice 
on  the  annual  Conference  at  Liver- 
pool that  he  would  withdraw  from  the 
New  Connexion  if  his  demands  for 
a  renewal  of  evangelism  were  not  met. 
The  Conference  offered  a  compro- 
mise. Booth  hesitated,  turned  to  the 
visitor's  gallery  and  questioned  his 
wife  with  a  glance.  Catherine  rose 
in  her  place  and  in  a  voice  that  made 
the  rafters  ring  shouted,  "Never!" 
Amid  cries  of  "Order!  Order!"  William 
Booth  waved  his  hat  in  the  direction 
of  the  door  and  passed  out,  to  em- 
brace Catherine  at  the  foot  of  the 
gallery  stair. 

Together  they  confronted  the  world, 
without  a  church  behind  them,  with- 
out a  settled  plan,  and  with  hardly 
a  shilling  in  their  pockets.  To  London 
they  carried  their  four  babies,  William 
plugging  into  the  slums,  while  Cath- 
erine, the  shrewd  and  capable  man- 
ager, established  herself  in  the  draw- 
ing-rooms of  the  West  End  where  a 
woman  preacher  was  an  oddity  and 
hostesses  were  out  to  greet  their 
guests  with  the  newest  thing  under 
the  sun.  The  wife's  heart  was  in  her 
husband's  work,  which  she  felt  she 
could  further  best  by  earning  enough 
to  keep  the  family  together.  When 
William's  health  broke  under  the 
strain,  she  took  his  place  in  the  field. 

Three  years  of  flailing  efforts 
found  the  two  evangelists  with  little 
to  show  in  the  way  of  achievement, 
no  following  worthy  of  a  name,  and 
family  life  a  desperate  improvisation. 
Yet  the  Booths  repeatedly  declined 
attractive  offers  from  the  churches. 
William  was  convinced  that  these  in- 
stitutions were  incapable  of  coping 
with  the  peculiar  problems  of  Eng- 
land's poor.  He  saw  drink-sodden, 
vice-ridden  millions  sinking  deeper 
into  the  sloughs  of  hopelessness  as 
the  churches  inspired  in  them  feel- 
ings of  derision  rather  than  reverence. 
Defeat  upon  defeat,  effort  upon  effort 
splintering  in  futility,  only  seemed 
to  confirm  the  faith  of  William  and 
Catherine  Booth  in  their  ability  ulti- 
mately to  triumph  where  others  had 
failed.  Failure  to  them  meant  only 
squaring  off  for  a  fresh  start. 

One  such  start  was  made  in  1864 
when  Booth  and  a  little  knot  of  fol- 
lowers took  their  stand  on  Mile  End 
Waste,  a  dismal  stretch  of  derelict 
land  near  Whitechapel.  Their  singing 
drew  a  crowd  from  the  Vine  and  Blind 
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Beggar  public  houses. 
Booth's  rugged  eloquence 
held  that  crowd  as  he 
brandished  h  i  s  umbrella 
and  flayed  Demon  Rum. 
Though  catcalls  drowned 
his  voice,  Booth  spoke  on. 
Mud,  garbage,  stones  flew 
through  the  air.  William 
and  his  band  held  their 
ground,  dodging  and  fend- 
ing off  missies  as  best  they 
could.  Finally  they  retreat- 
ed, the  tall  leader  still  wav- 
ing his  umbrella  and  cry- 
ing out  things  that  were 
unheard. 

Next  night  he  was  back, 
only  to  be  routed  again. 
The  night  after  that  he  re- 
turned— with  the  same  re- 
sult. In  this  cause  or  that.  Iff- 
courage  is  a  quality  that  t 
challenges  admiration.  A  ' 
few  who  had  flung  mud  at 
earlier  meetings  began  to  range 
themselves  beside  the  preacher. 
Among  these  was  an  ex-pugilist,  who 
despite  William's  order  to  turn  the 
other  cheek,  remembered  enough  of 
his  old  profession  to  diminish  the  en- 
thusiasm of  some  of  the  disturbers. 
Owners  of  contiguous  pubs,  finding 
that  this  scarecrow  preacher  was 
emptying  their  places,  hired  thugs  to 
annoy  the  meetings.  To  meet  this 
opposition  an  organization  imper- 
ceptibly formed  itself,  which  Booth 
called  the  Christian  Mission.  Thus, 
on  Mile  End  Waste  the  Salvation 
Army  came  into  being,  though  it  was 
not  named  until  fifteen  years  later. 
The  Mission  attained  to  the  dignity  of 
a  tent,  then  an  abandoned  warehouse 
for  its  services. 

The  spiritual  reservoir  upon  which 
the  embattled  leader  drew  for  inspira- 
tion was  the  home  Catherine  made 
for  him — and  into  which  during  these 
early  days  of  the  Army  the  eighth 
and  last  child  was  born.  A  visitor  to 
this  domicile  said  it  reminded  her 
of  a  railway  station  because  it  was 
so  busy  and  so  wanting  in  confusion, 
a  condition  largely  due  to  the  admin- 
istrative ability  of  the  mother.  But 
father  contributed  to  the  prevailing 
spirit  of  cheerfulness;  in  Booth's  home 
a  hearty  laugh  was  reckoned  as  half 
a  prayer. 

By  now  Booth  had  struck  his  stride. 
He  fought  the  devil  with  the  devil's 
weapons.  Giving  his  followers  bright 
uniforms  and  banners,  drums,  trump- 
ets and  tambourines,  he  bade  them 
play  and  sing  gay  tunes.  The  "bar- 
racks" of  his  Army  were  by  design 
actual  rivals  of  the  public  houses — 
warm,  well-lighted,  cheerful  places 
where  piety  was  crammed  down  no 
man's  throat.  Recruits  flowed  to  the 
leader's  standard,  and  when  they 
joined  the  Army  they  knew  its  terms. 
"Garibaldi,"  writes  St.  John  Ervine, 
"offered  his  Thousand  wounds  and 
death;  and  got  his  Thousand.  Booth 
offered  half-educated  or  illiterate 
workmen  and  servant  girls  calumny 
and  hunger  and  pain  and  persecution 
and  a  strict  obedience  to  their  gener- 
al's commands',  and  he  got  an  army 
that  went  across  the  world." 


GOD'S  ART  GALLERY 

Of  all  the  pictures  yet  painted, 
Of  mountains,  of  plains  or  of  sea, 

The  ones  that  strike  my  fancy, 
Are    found    in    God's    gallery. 

Each  day  with  his  brush  and  finger. 
He   paints   a   thousand   or   more; 

From  Greenland's  snoioy  mountains, 
To  the  tropic  island  shore. 

And  I  think  the  colors  He  uses, 
Are    of   Heaven's    garden   plants; 

And  I'm  sure  that  as  He  blends  them, 
The  sainted  Gabriel  chants. 

If  man  could  see  the  beauty, 

In  a  sunset  or  in  a  star; 
I'm  sure  he'd  pay  God  homage, 

Until   he'd   crossed   the   bar. 

— LaVern    Borton. 
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The  conquest  of  England  was  the 
first  objective.  Evangelical  parties 
were  pushed  out  over  the  roads  that 
Catherine  and  William  Booth  knew 
so  well.  These  activities  spurred  an 
opposition  led,  from  different  motives, 
by  the  churches  and  the  liquor  inter- 
ests. The  Army's  processions  were  the 
targets  for  garbage  and  dead  cats. 
Meetings  were  systematically  broken 
up.  A  great  outcry  went  up  from 
the  pious  when  Booth  discontinued 
the  Sacrament  of  the  Lord's  Supper 
because  he  found  that  even  the  odor 
of  wine  was  a  peril  to  converts 
snatched  from  alcoholism.  The  Church 
of  England  was  so  misled  by  the  tide 
of  current  libel  as  to  pronounce  form- 
ally certain  night  services  of  the 
Army  a  danger  to  morals  of  young 
girls. 

In  one  year  669  Salvationists,  in- 
cluding 251  women,  were  knocked 
down  and  beaten,  fifty-six  buildings 
of  the  Army  stormed  and  damaged, 
eighty-six  Salvationists  imprisoned. 
The  police  usually  sided  with  the 
heterogeneous  opposition.  The  Army 
thrived  on  these  attacks.  The  devotion 
of  Booth's  followers  was  such  that  the 
Commanding  General  issued  a  general 
order  against  starvation  when  he 
found   the   Salvationists    contributing 


their  infinitesimal  salaries 
to  further  the  Army's  war 
chest. 

The  Booths  were  now  in 
a  position  to  give  full  reign 
to  their  flair  for  the  auda- 
cious. Their  crusade  against 
white  slavery  had  enlisted 
the  aid  of  W.  T.  Stead,  edi- 
tor of  the  Pall  Mall  Gazette. 
Bramwell  Booth,  the  oldest 
son,  and  Stead  made  a  plan 
to  buy  a  girl  simply  to  dem- 
onstrate that  this  could 
be  done.  In  the  Army's 
ranks  was  Rebecca  Jarrett 
who  once  had  made  her 
living  at  that  sort  of  thing. 
She  attended  to  the  ar- 
rangements whereby  a  girl 
was  taken  to  a  bawdy 
house,  drugged  and  sold 
to  Stead.  When  the  editor 
exposed  the  transaction  in 
his  paper,  he  was  arrested 
along  with  Bramwell  Booth  and  Mrs. 
Jarrett,  on  the  strength  of  their  own 
admissions.  Although  they  had  actual- 
ly rescued  the  girl  from  a  life  of  im- 
morality, technically  these  three  had 
broken  the  law  in  so  doing.  A  court 
freed  Bramwell,  but  Stead  and  Mrs. 
Jarrett  went  to  jail.  Such  daring  ges- 
tures made  countless  new  friends  for 
the  Army. 

In  1886  William  Booth  came  to  the 
United  States,  where  six  years  before 
George  Scott  Railson  had  landed  at 
the  head  of  an  "expeditionary  force" 
of  seven  "Hallelujah  lasses"  who 
dropped  on  their  knees  outside  the 
immigration  office  in  New  York  and 
claimed  another  continent  for  Christ. 
Booth  was  now  fifty-six,  and  con- 
scious of  his  power.  Yet  the  fountain 
of  his  inspiration  was  still  Catherine. 
"Send  me  love  letters,"  he  wrote, 
"and  particulars  about  yourself.  What 
you  do  and  what  time  you  retire  and 
whether  you  read  in  bed.  Indeed,  any- 
thing about  yourself,  your  dear  self." 

Always  with  one  of  his  wife's  letters 
in  his  pocket  the  leader  toured  Ameri- 
ca. He  captured  the  imagination  of 
the  public,  and  when  he  departed  the 
future  of  the  Army  here  was  assured. 

Mrs.  Booth  was  frail  in  health,  all 
her  life  having  suffered  from  an  af- 
fliction of  the  spine.  When  the  pain 
in  her  body  was  more  than  she  could 
stand,  she  was  prevailed  upon  to 
consult  an  eminent  physician.  With- 
out comment  she  heard  his  verdict. 
She  had  cancer  and  could  not  live 
long.  At  a  window  William  awaited 
the  return  of  the  c^b  to  their  home 
and  ran  out  to  help  her  up  the  steps. 
Smiling  through  her  tears,  she  told 
him  of  her  doom.  William  tried  to 
speak  but  no  words  came. 

A  few  weeks  before  her  death  Cath- 
erine removed  her  wedding  ring  and 
slipped  it  on  her  husband's  finger. 
To  the  Army  she  dictated  a  message. 
"My  Dear  Children  and  Friends:  I 
have  loved  you  so  much,  and  have 
helped  you  little.  Fight  on.  I  will  meet 
you  in  Heaven."  A  countless  multi- 
tude gathered  to  see  "the  Mother 
of  the  Salvation  Army"  laid   to   rest 

(Continued  on  page  20) 
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"Uncle  Harold  is  so  unreasonable," 
said  Glenn  to  his  sister  Beth  one  day 
as  he  entered  their  living  room.  "Just 
because  I  have  used  the  money 
Father  left  me  to  attend  college,  he 
is  unwilling  to  help  me  in  a  small 
loan." 

"It  is  just  as  I  expected,"  answered 
the  sister,  "but  the  Lord  is  going  to 
answer  our  prayer  in  some  way.  Re- 
member our  motto:  'Why  worry  when 
you  can  pray?'  You  know  in  Mark 
11:24  we  are  told,  'What  things  so- 
ever ye  desire,  when  ye  pray,  believe 
that  ye  receive  them,  and  ye  shall 
have  them.'  Our  problem  seems  to  be 
a  difficult  one,  but,  thank  God,  we 
know  how  to  pray.  The  Lord  has 
blessed  us  in  a  special  way  and  I  am 
sure  He  is  mindful  of  us." 

Glenn's  problem  was  similar  to 
that  faced  by  many  other  young  men 
of  his  age.  His  parents  had  died  from 
a  car  accident  three  years  before, 
leaving  the  home  place  to  his  sister 
and  a  sum  of  money  to  Glenn,  which 
was  barely  enough  to  put  him 
through  the  state  college,  where  he 
had  studied  agriculture  with  the  am- 
bition to  own  a  few  acres  which  he 
could  put  to  intensive  farming.  In 
June  he  would  complete  his  training. 
He  knew  that  he  must  first  earn  the 
money  to  buy  the  land,  and  jobs  were 
scarce.  Unexpectedly,  a  chance  had 
come  for  him  to  have  a  part  interest 
in  a  grocery  store.  He  felt  sure  his 
uncle  would  be  interested  in  loaning 
him  the  amount  needed,  and  his  pro- 
posed partner  promised  to  take  care 
of  the  store  until  his  graduation. 

"I  am  thankful  we  have  a  roof  over 
our  heads  and  things  to  eat  from  the 
garden,  and  we  both  can  earn  some 
when  the  fruit  is  ready  to  pick,"  said 
Glenn  later  that  day,  "but  if  I  could 
get  an  interest  in  that  store,  you 
could  complete  your  music  training, 
which  you  gave  up  in  order  for  me  to 
finish  school.  After  you  receive  your 
diploma,  I  could  save  for  the  land." 

"Now,  Glenn,"  comforted  his  sister, 
don't  worry  about  my  music.  I  have 
kept  up  my  practice,  and  I  know  God 
is  going  to  help  me  finish." 

That  night  when  the  two  knelt"  to 
pray  before  retiring  for  rest,  Glenn 
prayed  more  earnestly  than  he  had 
in  a  long  time.  After  retiring  to  his 
room,  he  could  not  sleep  and  over  and 
over  in  his  mind  he  pondered  the 
words  of  the  Master  when  He  said, 
"What  things  soever  ye  desire,  when 
ye  pray,  believe  that  ye  receive  them, 
and  ye  shall  have  them."  He  recalled 
the  great  faith  of  his  saintly  mother 
and  wished  she  could  be  with  them 
again.  What  was  her  parting  mes- 
sage? Oh  yes,  he  remembered  now, 
"Put  your  trust  in  Him,  always,  and 
He    will   take   care   of  you."   He   and 
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Beth  had  much  for  which  to  be 
thankful.  Not  until  now  had  they  felt 
their  need  of  asking  help  from  Uncle 
Harold.  Before  finally  falling  asleep 
he  decided  to  lean  more  heavily  up- 
on the  Lord  and  wait  for  Him  to  open 
up  the  way. 

Beth  had  made  a  happy  home  for 
her  brother,  and  had  assisted  him  in 
every  way  possible.  She  canned  the 
vegetables  from  the  garden  and  the 
fruit  from  the  orchard,  thus  greatly 
defraying  the  living  expenses. 

The  next  day  their  Aunt  Martha 
came  quite  unexpectedly  to  visit  the 
brother  and  sister.  They  dearly  loved 
her  and  did  everything  to  make  her 
visit  pleasant.  Since  she  was  the  only 
one  left  of  her  family,  she  was  well 
acquainted  with  sorrow  and  found 
happiness  in  the  home  of  her  nephew 
and  niece. 

Glenn  did  his  best  to  appear  happy 
and  contented,  but  his  wise  aunt  de- 
tected that  something  was  bothering 
him.  Several  times  she  questioned  her 
nephew,  but  he  evaded  her  question. 
Since  she  was  a  good  Christian  woman, 
she  prayed  to  God  for  wisdom. 

One  day  the  following  week,  Glenn 
confided  to  his  sister.  "You  know, 
Sis,  I  am  trying  to  keep  our  motto: 
'Why  worry  when  you  can  pray?'  but 
I  shall  just  have  to  acknowledge  that 
it  has  me  puzzled  at  times.  Aunt 
Martha  has  questioned  my  actions, 
but  I  dislike  to  worry  her  by  telling 
of  my  difficulty.  I  have  placed  the 
matter  in  the  hands  of  the  Lord,  and, 
by  His  help,  I  shall  trust  Him  to  work 
everything  out  for  the  best." 

"Yes,"  replied  Beth,  "Auntie  asked 
me  the  other  day  what  you  were 
planning  to  do  after  your  graduation. 
I  told  her  of  your  hopes  to  buy  the 
land,  but  was  careful  not  to  mention 
Uncle  Harold's  refusal;  however,  it 
would  not  hurt  for  you  to  discuss  the 
matter  with  her.  She  isn't  selfish  like 
Uncle  Harold  and  may  have  some  ad- 
vice to  offer.  I  feel  sure  Aunt  Martha 
would  do  anything  in  her  power  to 
help  us.  At  the  present,  suppose  you 
do  not  discuss  the  problem  with  her. 
I  think  Auntie  is  going  to  stay  with 
us  two  or  three  weeks  longer.  You 
will  have  plenty  of  time  later.  Perhaps 
we  can  induce  her  to  stay  until  after 
your  graduation. 

"Did  you  know,  Glenn,  that  next 
Sunday  is  Mother's  Day?  Aunt 
Martha  doesn't  have  anyone  to  re- 
member her  on  that  day,  so  suppose 
we  surprise  her  by  preparing  a  special 
dinner  in  her  honor?  We  could  also 
get  some  of  those  lovely  carnations 
and  roses  at  the  corner  florist.  There 
is  no  one  that  I  should  like  to  make 
happy  more   than  Aunt  Martha." 

"Fine,"  replied  Glenn.  "Let  me 
know  when  I  can  help.  Aunt  Martha 
is  the  best  sister  Father  had  and  I 
shall  be  only  too  glad  to  do  something 
for  her  happiness.  Uncle  Harold  is 
good   in   his   way.    He   is   always   too 


afraid  he  will  lose  a  dollar,  and  will 
not  even  trust  his  nephew  with  a 
small  loan.  I  would  do  anything  in  my 
power  to  help  him  though.  I  know  he 
suffered  a  great  loss  when  so  many 
banks  were  closed,  but  he  has  more 
than  he  and  Aunt  Nell  can  ever  use. 
If  he  would  only  give  his  heart  to 
God  and  let  the  heavenly  Father 
guide  him  in  his  financial  matters,  he 
would  be  happier." 

"Yes,"  reiterated  Beth.  "Aunt 
Martha  told  me  he  almost  lost  his 
mind  during  the  time  all  the  banks 
were  closed.  Of  course,  the  amount 
he  lost  was  great,  but  as  Job  of  old 
said,  'The  Lord  giveth  and  the  Lord 
taketh  away.'  Perhaps  if  Uncle  Har- 
old would  be  a  little  readier  to  help 
others,  the  Lord  would  bless  him. 
Auntie  has  prayed  many  prayers  for 
his  salvation.  I,  too,  would  do  any- 
thing in  my  power  to  be  a  blessing  to 
him  and  Aunt  Nell.  Perhaps  we  had 
better  include  them  in  our  plans  for 
Sunday  also.  Since  their  children  are 
so  far  away,  they  may  fail  to  remem- 
ber their  mother." 

On  Friday  of  that  week  Aunt  Mar- 
tha said  to  Beth,  "I  think  I  shall  go 
over  to  visit  with  Harold  and  Nell.  I 
have  hardly  seen  them  since  I  came." 

That  was  just  what  Beth  had 
wished  her  aunt  would  do.  Now  she 
could  make  all  the  arrangements 
without  her  aunt's  knowledge  of  it. 
Just  as  soon  as  the  door  closed  be- 
hind Aunt  Martha,  she  put  her  plans 
into  action.  By  noon  Saturday  Beth 
had  all  her  baking  done  and  the 
house  set  in  order.  She  would  arise 
early  Sunday  morning  and  do  the 
last-minute  cooking  of  her  Sunday 
dinner,  after  which  she  would  have 
plenty  of  time  to  dress  for  Sunday 
School. 

Saturday  afternoon  Beth  tele- 
phoned her  Aunt  Nell,  inviting  the 
three  to  spend  Sunday  with  her  and 
Glenn.  Late  that  evening  they  vis- 
ited the  corner  florist  and  selected  a 
bouquet  of  lovely  carnations  and  one 
of  roses,  to  be  delivered  the  next 
morning.  Glenn  also  purchased  a  box 
of  candy  for  each  aunt. 

Although  Uncle  Harold  wasn't  in 
the  habit  of  attending  Sunday  serv- 
ice, he  accepted  the  invitation  of  his 
nephew  and  niece  when  they  stopped 
by  on  their  way  to  church. 

"My!  how  thoughtful  of  you  to 
bring  me  this  beautiful  white  rose  to 
wear  on  Mother's  Day,"  said  Aunt 
Martha.  "Nell  and  I  had  forgotten 
all  about  this  being  the  day  to  honor 
the  mothers.  Thank  you  so  much." 

The  services  at  the  church  were  a 
special  treat  to  all  the  congregation, 
and  the  minister  gave  them  a  mes- 
sage long  to  be  remembered. 

When  the  five  gathered  around  the 
table  at  noon  to  partake  of  the  de- 
licious meal  prepared  by  Beth,  all 
seemed  to  be  in  a  happy  mood. 

"Beth,  you  are  just  like  your  moth- 
er," replied  Aunt  Nell.  "She  was  al- 
ways surprising  someone  and  I  have 
often  told  Harold  that  it  seemed  she 
lived  to  make  others  happy.  It  was 
sweet  of  you  and  Glenn  to  invite  us. 
We  shall  not  soon  forget  your  kind- 
ness." 
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After  the  visitors  had  returned  to 
their  home  that  afternoon,  Aunt  Mar- 
tha said  to  her  nephew,  "Glenn,  I 
have  learned  from  your  Aunt  Nell  of 
Harold's  refusal  to  loan  you  the  sum 
with  which  to  purchase  an  interest  in 
the  grocery  store.  The  object  of  my 
visit  was  to  learn  how  well  you  young 
people  could  manage  your  financial 
affairs.  I  know  you  have  managed 
well  since  the  death  of  your  parents, 
but  you  were  following  the  plans 
mapped  out  by  your  father.  I  am 
pleased  to  know  that  you  and  Beth 
are  sincere  Christians.  I  have  prayed 
many  prayers  for  your  success,  and, 
praise  God,  you  have  measured  up 
to  all  my  expectations!  You  and  your 
sister  have  made  me  and  your  Aunt 
Nell  so  happy  today.  Our  own  chil- 
dren could  not  have  been  better  to 
us.  Now  I  have  a  pleasant  surprise 
for  you.  When  you  children  were 
born,  your  uncle  Edgar  set  aside  a 
certain  amount  for  your  education. 
We  did  the  same  for  our  own  children, 
but  at  their  death,  that  amount  was 
transferred  to  the  fund  for  you  and 
Beth.  All  these  years  that  money  has 
been  drawing  interest,  and  we  added 
some  to  it  each  year  as  long  as  your 
uncle  lived.  He  told  me  to  keep  the 
amount  for  you  until  you  had  a  real 
need.  I  didn't  know  Beth  had  given 
up  her  music  lessons  until  just  re- 
cently. Had  I  known  that,  I  should 
have  drawn  out  enough  for  her  to 
continue  the  needed  lessons." 

About  that  time  Beth  came  into 
the  living  room.  "What  on  earth  are 
you  two  talking  over  so  seriously?" 
inquired  the  girl. 

"Just  have  a  seat,  Sis.  Auntie  has 
something  to  tell  you,  also." 

"I  was  just  telling  Glenn  before  you 
came  in  of  the  real  object  of  my  visit." 
Then  she  explained  what  she  had 
already  told  her  brother,  after  which 
Aunt  Martha  continued,  "Glenn,  you 
need  not  buy  an  interest  in  that 
grocery,  if  you  already  know  what 
your  life  plans  are  to  be.  I  have  a 
sufficient  amount  for  the  purchase 
of  the  land  for  which  you  have  longed 
so  much  to  own.  I  think  Uncle  Harold 
is  ashamed  of  his  refusal.  He  has 
promised  to  let  you  have  the  team 
and  tools  for  the  first  crop,  provided 
you  will  give  him  part  of  your  time 
this  summer." 

"How  wonderful  of  you,  Auntie," 
said  the  youth  enthusiastically.  "God 
will  reward  you  and  Uncle  Edgar  for 
the  sacrifice  you  have  made  for  us. 
I  never  dreamed  of  this." 

"And  you,  Beth,"  said  their  aunt, 
"must  begin  your  music  lessons  just 
as  soon  as  possible.  The  amount  I 
have  for  you  will  prepare  you  for  the 
best  music  teacher  in  Centerville." 

"Auntie,  by  the  help  of  God  I  will 
not  disappoint  you  in  preparing  to 
be  just  the  teacher  you  anticipate 
your  niece  to  be.  Perhaps  some  day  we 
can  prove  to  be  a  greater  blessing  to 
you.  Glenn  and  I  have  prayed  ear- 
nestly that  the  Lord  would  make  a  way 
for  him  to  purchase  that  land,  but 
we  didn't  expect  such  a  pleasant  sur- 
prise. Now  our  motto,  'Why  worry 
when  you  can  pray?'  will  have  a 
greater  meaning  for  us." 


Dorothy  Conant  Stroud 
{In  loving  memory  of  my  dear  Mother) 

I  thank  Thee,  dear  Lord,  for  a  Mother 

Whose  prayers  are  still  following  me; 
Tho'  long  she  has  been  with  her  Savior, 

Still  clearly  in  mem'ry  I  see 
Her  dear  silv'ry  head  bent  in  worship, 

The  tears  on  her  sweet,  shining  face, 
As  she  thanked  Thee  for  all  of  Thy  blessings, 

Thy  love,  and  compassion,  and  grace. 

How  she  prayed  for  her  children's  salvation! 

For  fifty  long  years  did  she  pray, 
Fully  trusting  that  Thou,  Lord,  would'st  answer, 

And  lead  them  to  Thy  blessed  Way! 

Dear  Lord,  on  this  day  we  would  thank  Thee 

For  Mothers  wher'er  they  may  be — 
Those  Mothers  who  pray  for  their  children, 

And  teach  them,  dear  Father,  of  Thee. 
Oh,  bless  them,  and  in  Thy  great  mercy, 

Touch  those  hearts  still  astray  from  Thy  Fold; 
Bless  all  Mothers  as  onward  they  journey 

Toward  Thy  fair  City  of  Gold! 
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KHPPy  HOmE  CIRCLE 


Conducted  by  Alda  B.  Harrison 

Wy  Nettie  3We 

/  have  a  precious  little  home 

In   sunny   Tennessee, 

And  though  I'm  far  away  today, 

That  home  is  calling  me. 

I  can  hear  the  bees  a-humming 

Up  in  the  locust  trees, 

While  a  golden-throated  mockingbird 

Is  singing   in    the   breeze. 

There  are   roses,   roses   everywhere, 

And  red  weigela  too. 

While    the    lovely    pink    beauty   bush 

Tries  to  reach  the  blue. 

It  seems  the  home  of  butterflies 

As  they  flit  from  flower  to  flower, 

And  the  pretty,  little  hummingbird 

Makes  a  lovely  eden  boiver. 

I  can  scent  the  honeysuckle, 
From  dawn  till  dewy  dawn, 
While  a  red-breasted  robin 
Goes  hopping  across  the  laivn. 
There  is  joy  and  gladness  everywhere 
And  all  God's  creatures  sing. 
Birds,  bees  and  butterflies 
All  seem  to  know  it's  spring. 

And  then   I  stop  and  listen — 
'Tis  the  patter  of  little  feet, 
And  it  seems  to  me  then  and  there, 
That  earth  and  heaven  meet. 
I  can  hear  my  children's  voices, 
Feel  their  little,  soft,  white  arms. 
Listen  to  their  baby  prattle, 
And  all  their  baby  charms. 

I  gather  them  around  me, 
I  hear  them  shout  ivith  glee, 
And  see  them  swinging  gaily 
In   the   old   siceet   gum  tree. 
The  years  have  flown  by  swiftly, 
My  children  all  are  gone, 
But  I  hope  to  find  them  all  again 
In  a  better  "Home  sweet  home." 

— By  Daisy  Balderson 


WHAT  IS  THE  HOME  LIFE  TODAY 

U.    L.    Hudloiv,   Sr. 

Father  and  Mother,  will  you  sit 
down  and  read  this  tract  and  let  us 
reason  together?  Did  you  know  a  little 
child  is  the  greatest  thing  in  all  the 
world  and  needs  constant  attention 
and  training?  Most  fathers  provide 
well  in  the  way  of  natural  things — a 
nice  home,  a  lovely  car,  good  bank 
account,  plenty  of  life  insurance  so 
that  if  you  were  to  drop  off,  they 
would  have  plenty  with  which  to  go 
through  life.  That  is  fine  and  dandy. 


You  owe  it  to  your  family.  But  if  you 
have  neglected  to  teach  them  about 
God  and  His  Word,  and  you  did  not 
go  to  church  and  Sunday  School,  you 
have  neglected  the  most  important 
part  in  their  lives.  God's  Word  says, 
"He  that  provides  not  for  his  own 
house  is  worse  than  an  infidel."  Most 
everyone  applies  this  to  the  natural 
life,  but  the  Word  says,  "Seek  ye  first 
the  kingdom  of  God,  and  his  righte- 
ousness; and  all  these  things  shall  be 
added  unto  you,"  so  God  should  have 
first  place  in  our  lives.  Teaching 
them  of  God  and  the  way  of  salvation 
is  the  most  important  part.  It  is  life 
everlasting.  The  greatest  thing  that 
can  happen  to  anyone  born  into  this 
world  is  to  be  born  in  a  Christian 
home  and  reared  in  a  lovely  Christian 
influence.  You  work  hard  during  the 
week  and  on  Sunday  lie  around  too 
sleepy  to  attend  Sunday  School  and 
church.  You  have  failed  to  catch  a 
vision  of  your  responsibility  to  your 
family.  You  don't  go  to  Sunday  School 
and  church  and  you  never  send  your 
children.  If  you  do  send  them,  they 
don't  have  the  interest  they  should 
have,  just  because  you  are  not  inter- 
ested enough  to  go  yourself. 

The  home  life  is  failing  to  get  the 
Word  of  God  stamped  in  the  hearts  of 
their  children.  Stop  and  take  a  look 
at  the  juvenile  crimes  of  today.  Check 
the  records  and  you  will  see  eighty- 
five  per  cent  of  these  crimes  are  com- 
mitted by  youngsters  who  never 
attend  Sunday  School  and  church. 
These  children  are  without  Bible 
knowledge,  ignorant  of  the  value  of 
prayer — and  they  drift  into  sinful 
ways  and  end  up  in  crime.  The  beer 
joint  is  the  breeder  of  crime;  the  Sun- 
day School  is  the  producer  of  right- 
eousness and  good  government.  The 
beer  joint  is  the  incubator  of  law- 
lessness and  disobedience;  the  Sunday 
School  is  the  promoter  of  manhood 
and  womanhood.  One  tears  a  nation 
and  undermines  its  citizenship;  the 
other  builds  up  a  nation  and  fortifies 
its  men  and  women  in  their  charac- 
ters. One  is  a  wrecker  of  character;  the 
other  is  a  builder  of  character;  one 
makes  upright  men  and  women;  the 
other  makes  criminals;  one  produces 
homes  and  happy  citizens;  the  other 
fills  our  jails  and  courts  with  blighted 
lives  and  degraded  characters. 

Don't  blame  the  youth.  The  dad's 
and  mothers  are  at  fault.  Dads  and 
Mothers,  if  you  don't  go  to  church  and 
Sunday  School  and  support  the 
church,  then  don't  expect  your  boys 
and  girls  to  go.  You  owe  it  to  your 
community,  you  owe  it  to  your  chil- 
dren, you  owe  it  to  yourself.  Put  first 
things  first.  What  shall  it  profit  a 
man  if  he  should  gain  the  whole 
world  and  lose  his  own  soul?  Fathers 
and  Mothers,  make  up  your  minds 
from  now  on  that  you  are  going  to  be  a 
regular  attendant  at  church  and  Sun- 
day   School.    Luke     10:41,    42;     "And 


Jesus  answered  and  said  unto  her. 
Martha.  Martha,  thou  art  careful  and 
troubled  about  many  things:  But  one 
thing  is  needful:  and  Mary  hath  cho- 
sen that  good  part,  which  shall  not 
be  taken  away  from  her."  Mary  chose 
to  worship  Jesus,  to  put  Him  first  in 
her  life. 

Some  homes  have  their  morning 
and  evening  prayer  as  regularly  as  the 
sun  rises  and  sets.  The  children  may 
have  to  eat  on  the  run,  or  leave  some- 
thing undone  about  the  home,  or  per- 
haps be  a  few  minutes  late  at  school, 
but  one  thing  sure,  they  always  had 
their  Bible  study  and  prayer  in  their 
home  before  they  were  permitted  to 
leave  for  school.  Children  who  get- 
Bible  training  and  learn  to  pray  will 
never  have  to  be  rescued  from  gross 
sin.  Train  up  children  in  the  ways 
of  the  Lord,  and  when  they  are  old 
they  will  not  depart  from  the  Word  of 
God. 

If  parents  will  see  that  their  chil- 
dren give  the  blossom  part  of  their 
lives  to  the  Lord,  which  is  giving  their 
young  lives  to  Him,  they  have  the  sure 
promises  of  God  for  a  long  and  pros- 
perous life  in  this  world  and  a  home  in 
heaven  with  the  Lord  forever.  A  long, 
long  eternity  in  hell — Man,  if  you  miss 
heaven  and  have  to  spend  that  time 
in  hell  with  the  devil  and  all  the  na- 
tions that  forget  God.  What  will  a 
man  give  in  exchange  for  his  soul? 
Luke  16:23,  24:  "And  in  hell  he  lift 
up  his  eyes,  being  in  torment,  .  .  . 
And  he  cried  and  said,  Father  Abra- 
ham, have  mercy  on  me,  and  send 
Lazarus,  that  he  may  dip  the  tip  of 
his  finger  in  water,  and  cool  my 
tongue;  for  I  am  tormented  in  this 
flame."  The  rich  man  prayed,  but  he 
had  waited  too  long;  there  was  noth- 
ing he  could  do. 

I  pray  that  God  will  bless  this  little 
message  to  your  heart,  reader,  and 
that  you  will  get  ready  to  meet  God  in 
peace.  Write  for  tracts  if  you  can  use 
them.  God  bless  you. — Tract. 


THE  TOUCH  OF  A  BABY'S  HAND 

One  little  hand  is  lying 

So  quietly  on  my  breast, 

While  my  little,  sleeping  baby 

Close  in  my  arms  is  pressed; 

And   the  feeling   of   aive  a?id   wonder 

I  eaimot  understand. 

That  fills  and  thrills  my  being, 

At  the  touch  of  my  baby's  hand. 

'Tis  mine  to  love  and  cherish. 
This  little  one  is  my  care. 
To  keep  her  pure  and  sinless. 
Shall  be  my  constant  prayer. 
Wonderful  love  of  the  Father. 
Who  for  His  children  planned. 
That   we   might  knoio    the  siveetness 
Of   the  touch   of  a  baby's   hand. 

Dear  little   hand!   I  love  it! 

As  I  hold  it  in  my  oioii, 

I   feel  its   clasp   on  my   heartstrings, 

The  strongest  I   ever   have   knoion. 

Of  the  joys  that  may  come  to  mortals. 

This  side  of  the  Better  Land, 

The  siveetest,  the  dearest,  the  purest. 

Is  the  touch  of  a  baby's  hand. 
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HELPS    FOR    TEMPTED  AND  TRIED 


PRAYER 

Our  heavenly  Father,  we  are  coming  to  Thee  this  morn- 
ing in  behalf  of  our  friends  everywhere  who  are  being 
tempted  and  tried.  As  we  look  back  over  our  lives,  we  can 
see  the  many  times  when  we  were  tempted  and  tried 
almost  beyond  endurance,  but  today  we  thank  Thee  be- 
cause it  has  prepared  us  to  help  others.  God,  bless  the 
ones  ivho  have  written  us  about  their  problems.  We  hope 
we  have  helped  them.  If  we  have,  it  is  only  because  we 
have  had  problems  to  solve. 
Comfort,  help,  and  protect 
every  child  of  Thine  and 
make  them  more  than  con- 
querors through  Thy  love  and 
by  Thy  power.  Amen. 
Dear    Tempted   and   Tried 

Ones: 

Only  this  very  morning  we 
had  the  privilege  of  trying  to 
make  someone  see  the  bright 
side  of  circumstances  which 
surrounded  her,  and  to  her  we 
told  this  little  story.  It  is  old 
and  you  may  have  heard  it 
many  times,  but  it  will  bear 
repeatiiig  over  and  over. 

It  is  about  Martin  Luther, 
our  great  reformer.  One  day 
he  came  home  very  much  dis- 
couraged; everything  around 
him  was  black.  I  presume  it 
looked  like  he'd  just  have  to 
give  up.  Perhaps  his  wife 
tried  hard  to  comfort  him, 
but  all  in  vain.  So  she  went  to 
her  room  and  dressed  in 
black,  wearing  a  mourning 
veil,  and  came  down  to  greet 
her  husband.  When  he  saw 
her,  he  was  frightened  and 
said,  "What  in  the  world  do 
you  mean,  dear?"  "Oh,"  she 
said,  "isn't  God  dead?"  "Why, 
of  course  not!  What  do  you 
mean  by  such  actions?  God 
isn't  dead;  God  is  alive."  She 
said,  "Well,  act  like  it  then." 

And  so,  let  us  act  like  God 
is  alive.  God  is  able  to  lift  you 
above  the  clouds  which  sur- 
round you,  whatever  they 
may  be.  Are  you  fully  yielded 
to  His  will,  or  do  you  want 
your  own  way  in  the  matter? 
Can  you  say,  "Lord,  Thy  will 
be  done.  If  it  is  my  lot  to  suf- 
fer, then  let  me  suffer,  only 
let  me  stay  in  Thy  will"?  Out- 
side His  will  is  the  most  un- 
happy place  in  the  world. 
I'd  a  thousand  times  rather 
suffer  in  His  will  than  to  be 
a  millionaire  and  have  wealth 
and  strength  to  enjoy  the 
world  and  be  outside  the  will 
of  God.  But  you  say,  "How 
can  I  know  whether  or  not 
I  am  in  His  will?"  Consecra- 
tion is  the  secret  of  a  happy 
Christian  life.  If  you  are  com- 
pletely yielded  to  His  will, 
then  you  may  depend  on  His 
making  your  vision  clear  so 
that  you  can  feel  His  presence 
in  whatever  trial  you  may 
have  to  pass  through.  Lack  of 


consecration  and  yieldedness  will  cause  you  to  doubt  God's 
mercy  when  trials  come  your  way. 

Where  are  you  this  morning,  friends?  Are  you  living  in 
the  sunshine,  or  the  shadow?  I  remember  when  I  was 
a  young  girl  I  often  went  to  the  field  to  help  my  father. 
Sometimes  the  sun  streamed  down  upon  us,  and  oh,  how 
I  longed  for  a  cloud  to  come  along  to  hide  the  sun  for  a 
little  while!  I  would  stand  and  watch  for  one  and  when 
I'd  see  it  coming,  I'd  rejoice.  I  wonder  if  we  could  not 

learn  to  rejoice  when  the 
clouds  come  now.  So  often 
they  are  good  for  us.  Perhaps 
we  have  been  having  such  an 
easy  time  that  the  roots  of 
our  Christian  life  have  not 
grown  strong  and  God  needs 
to  let  the  winds  of  adversity 
blow  upon  us  to  give  us  that 
strength  we  need.  It  is  go- 
ing to  take  strong  roots  to 
hold  us. 

We  are  being  sifted  in  these 
last  days  in  God's  great  sieve. 
Are  we  able  to  go  through? 
Why  do  we  sift  the  flour  be- 
fore making  it  into  bread?  To 
get  out  all  foreign  matter 
and  have  only  the  best  to  put 
into  our  food.  Just  so  God 
wants  the  best  material  He 
can  produce  to  put  into  His 
Church.  Perhaps  you  are 
tempted  now  to  give  up. 
Well  that  is  what  Satan  is 
trying  to  do  for  you.  Make 
your  consecration  complete 
today  and  then  God  can  help 
you.  God  bless  you  and  help 
you  to  overcome. 


FARTHER  ALONG 

Tempted  and  tried  we're  oft  made  to  wonder. 
Why  it  should  be  thus  all  the  day  long; 
While   there    are    others   living    about    us, 
Never  molested  tho'  in  the  wrong. 

When  death   has  come  and  taken  our  loved  ones, 
It  leaves  our  home  so   lonely,  and   drear; 
Then  do  we  wonder  why  others  prosper, 
Living   so   wicked    year   after    year. 

Often  I've  wondered  why  I   must  leave  home, 
Go   in  the  rain,   the   cold,   and   the  snow; 
While  there   are  others   living   in  comfort. 
Giving   no  heed   to  all    I   can   do. 

"Faithful    till    death,"    said    our    loving    Master, 
A  few  more  days  to  labor  and  wait; 
Toils  of  the  road  will  then  seem  as   nothing, 
As    we   sweep    thru'    the    beautiful    gate. 

When   we   see   Jesus    coming    in    glory. 
When  He  comes  from  His  home  in  the  skies; 
Then  we  shall  meet  Him  in  that  bright  mansion. 
We'll  understand  it  all  by-and-by. 

We'll  stand  in  the  sweet  presence  of  Jesus, 
And   hear  glad   music   ring   thru'   the  sky; 
We'll   meet  our   loved  ones  gone  on   before   us. 
We'll   understand   it  all   by-and-by. 

Farther  along,  we'll  know  more  about  it. 
Farther   along,    we'll    understand   why; 
Cheer  up,  my  brother,  live  in  the  sunshine. 
We'll   understand   it  all   by-and-by. 


STORE  UP  COMFORT 

The  world  is  full  of  com- 
fortless hearts;  orphan  chil- 
dren crying  in  the  night.  Our 
God  pities  them,  and  would 
comfort  them  through  thee. 
But  ere  thou  art  sufficient  for 
the  lofty  ministry,  thou  must 
be  trained.  And  that  He  may 
train  thee  perfectly,  He  puts 
thee  through  the  very  same 
afflictions  which  are  wring- 
ing human  hearts  with  ach- 
ing sorrow.  He  makes  thus 
for  Himself  an  opportunity  of 
comforting  thee,  and  of  so 
teaching  thee  the  divine  art 
of  comfort.  Watch  narrowly 
how  He  does  it.  Keep  a  diary, 
if  thou  wilt,  and  note  down 
all  the  procedure  of  His  skill. 
Ponder  in  thine  heart  the 
length  of  each  splint,  the 
folds  of  each  bandage,  the 
ministration  of  each  opiate 
or  cordial  or  drug.  This  will 
bring  a  twofold  blessing.  It 
will  turn  thy  thoughts  from 
thy  miseries  to  thine  out- 
numbering mercies;  and  it 
will  take  from  thee  that  sense 
of  useless  and  aimless  exist- 
ence which  is  often  the  suf- 
ferer's  weariest  cross. 

Dost  thou  wonder  why  thou 
(Continued  on  page  18) 
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D>  X.  M«i>  sBioi§€l  Mor§e 


Educated  Youth 


Text:  1  Peter  3:15b,  .  .  .  and  be  ready 
ahvays  to  give  an  answer  to  every  man  that 
asketh  yon  a  reason  of  the  hope  that  is  in 
yon  with  meekness  and  fear. 


Must  our  educational  program  supplant 
our  spiritual  emphasis?  The  writer  sees  a 
blending  of  the  two. 


Many  have  possibly  felt  that  our 
trend  for  the  past  few  years  has  been 
toward  education,  and  while  turning 
our  thoughts  and  efforts  to  this  field, 
we  have  neglected  the  spirituality  of 
our  young  people.  If  this  has  been 
true  (however,  I  deny  the  charge  for 
the  entire  church),  I  do  feel  that  in 
the  last  few  months  there  has  been  a 
strong  endeavor  to  balance  education 
and  spirituality,  with  more  emphasis 
placed  on  the  spiritual  side. 

While  our  youth  are  learning  phy- 
sics, psychology,  Latin,  French,  trig- 
onometry, etc.,  I  feel  that  we  should 
be  learning  the  teachings  of  God's 
Word  also. 

I  have  just  noticed  that  Mr.  R.  G. 
Le  Tourneau,  the  great  Christian  in- 
ventor, lay  preacher,  and  builder  of 
large  earth-moving  machinery,  has 
recognized  the  need  of  the  students 
of  Le  Tourneau  Tech,  in  Longview. 
Texas,  learning  the  Bible.  The  insti- 
tution was  founded  for  the  purpose 
of  specializing  in  teaching  industrial 
leadership  and  mechanical  science. 
At  first,  it  was  possibly  thought  that 
the  students  would  receive  their  Bible 
training  and  spiritual  aid  through  the 
plant  chapel,  chaplain,  evangelistic 
services,  etc.,  but  now  a  two-hour 
class  of  Old  Testament  Survey  has 
been  added.  Next  term  New  Testa- 
ment Survey  will  be  added. 

I  shall  endeavor  to  answer  a  few 
of  the  following  questions: 

What  do  you  think  constitutes  edu- 
cation? How  will  our  youth  be  able 
to  answer  correctly?  What  is  our 
greatest  need  now  for  our  youth?  I 
shall  bundle  all  these  together  and 
give  my  answer. 
1.  FIRST  THINGS  FIRST. 
A.  Salvation. 

Matt.  6:33,  "But  seek  ye  first  the 
kingdom  of  God,  and  his  righteous- 
ness." Many  of  our  young  people  will 
possibly  ask  the  question,  "How  do  you 
seek  God?" 

(1)  The  first  step  in  seeking  first  the 
kingdom  of  God  is  responding  to  the 
command  of  Jesus  in  St.  John  3:7,  "Ye 
must  be  born  again."  A  person  Who 
has  not  been  born  again  certainly 
cannot  attain  to  any  spiritual  heights. 
(2)  The  next  step  is  receiving  that 
which  our  Lord  prayed  the  Father  for 
His  disciples  in  St.  John  17:16,  17, 
"They  are  not  of  the  world,  even  as 
I  am  not  of  the  world.  Sanctify  them 
through  thy  truth:  thy  word  is  truth." 
After  they  had  separated  themselves 


from  the  world  by  receiving  and  fol- 
lowing Christ,  the  very  next  step  was 
to  be  sanctified.  (3)  The  next  step 
is  found  in  Luke  24:49,  "Tarry  until"; 
then  read  Acts  2:4.  The  Holy  Ghost 
is  just  as  real  today  as  on  the  day  of 
Pentecost.  (4)  Then  there  are  other 
steps  which  must  be  taken  after  one 
is  baptized  with  the  Holy  Ghost.  You 
are  promised  "power"  after  that  the 
Holy  Ghost  is  come  upon  you.  How- 
ever, many  are  the  times  that  the  life 
will  not  stay  clean  enough  for  the 
Holy  Ghost  to  remain,  much  less  for 
God  to  fulfill  the  promise  to  give 
power.  Too  many  of  our  people  have 
thought  when  they  received  the  Holy 
Ghost  they  could  let  up,  that  every- 
thing was  settled,  they  were  glorified, 
mortified,  or  some  such  work.  We 
must  remember  that  so  long  as  we 
remain  on  this  earth,  we  shall  re- 
main human.  The  way  to  keep  our 
salvation  and  receive  power  with  God 
is  to  keep  a  consistent  prayer  life, 
continuous  church  worship,  and  con- 
stant Bible  study. 

B.  Demonstration. 

It  seems  only  practical  to  me  that 
some  thought  should  be  given  under 
salvation  to  demonstration.  I  have 
heard  many  of  our  people  say,  "We 
don't  have  enough  demonstration; 
we  are  quieting  down,  etc."  Many  say 
we  should  encourage  demonstration 
in  our  services;  others  say  we  don't 
need  any  demonstration,  just  keep  a 
meek  quiet  spirit. 

It  won't  take  me  long  to  give  my 
conviction  about  this  subject.  In  Luke 
19:40  we  have  the  words  of  our 
Lord,  ".  .  .  if  these  hold  their  peace, 
the  stones  would  immediately  cry 
out."  This  was  spoken  during  the  tri- 
umphant entry  of  our  Lord  into  Jeru- 
salem, after  the  Pharisees  had  re- 
buked His  disciples  for  rejoicing  and 
praising  Christ  for  all  the  mighty 
works  they  had  seen.  If  we,  as  re- 
deemed ones  of  Christ,  do  not  shout 
the  praises  of  our  Lord,  He  will  be 
forced  to  raise  up  someone  or  some- 
thing which  will  praise  Him.  To  me 
the  most  essential  thing  for  our  young 
people,  under  this  heading,  is  to  en- 
courage them  to  seek  deeper  experi- 
ences with  God,  and  when  the  power 
of  God  begins  to  play  on  their  lives 
no  one  need  encourage  rejoicing,  for 
it  will  be  there  spontaneously.  I  feel 
that  people  seeing  and  feeling  the 
wonderful  works  of  God  will  show 
some  manifestation. 


God's  man  will  not  discourage 
demonstration,  unless  he  or  the  per- 
son given  to  demonstration  is  out  of 
the  Spirit.  So,  turn  your  entire  being 
over  to  God.  Obey  Psalm  100:4,  "En- 
ter into  his  gates  with  thanksgiving, 
and  into  his  courts  with  praise:  be 
thankful  unto  him,  and  bless  his 
name."  When  the  power  of  God  begins 
to  play  over  your  being,  the  only 
thing  about  which  to  be  concerned  is 
complete  surrender  to  God.  Many 
times  we  may  feel  as  the  one-hundred- 
and-five-year-old  Negro  woman  in 
Havana,  Alabama,  when  the  news- 
paper reporter  asked  her  about  re- 
ligion. "Got  religion,"  yelled  Granny 
when  the  subject  came  up.  A  gleam 
shone  in  her  eyes.  Shaking  like  a 
leaf,  she  tried  to  get  up  from  her 
cane-bottomed  chair  and  dance.  "Got 
religion,  O  Lord,  and  I  feel  it  in  my 
bones!" 

To  me  any  experience  which  can- 
not be  felt  is  not  much  of  an  experi- 
ence. I  don't  want  anything  which  I 
cannot  know  I  have. 

C.  Know   Your  Bible. 

If  we  are  able  to  "give  an  answer  to 
every  man,"  we  must  know  something 
about  our  Bible.  True  enough,  many 
of  us  cannot  quote  scripture,  giving 
chapter  and  verse  as  readily  as  others, 
but  we  need  to  have  a  general  and 
practical  knowledge  of  the  entire  Bi- 
ble. I  have  found  that  a  good  way  for 
me  to  study  the  Bible  is  to  read  a  book 
in  the  Old  Testament,  then  one  in  the 
New  Testament.  When  I  get  to  the 
epistles,  especially  the  shorter  ones, 
I  read  two  or  more  books  in  the  New 
Testament  to  one  in  the  Old.  This 
helps  cover  the  New  Testament  possi- 
bly three  times  to  the  Old  Testament 
once.  This  is  my  Bible  reading,  but 
we  are  to  study  by  subjects  all  along 
while  doing  our  reading. 

Possibly  you  think,  "It  is  not  really 
necessary  for  me  to  know  my  Bible." 
Some  have  said  that  the  Bible  has 
plainly  stated  in  Luke  12:12,  "For 
the  Holy  Ghost  shall  teach  you  in 
the  same  hour  what  ye  ought  to  say," 
and  in  John  14:26,  "But  the  Comfort- 
er, which  is  the  Holy  Ghost,  whom 
the  Father  will  send  in  my  name,  he 
shall  teach  you  all  things,  and  bring 
all  things  to  your  remembrance, 
whatsoever  I  have  said  unto  you." 
Sure,  the  Bible  has  spoken  these 
words;  however,  we  must  notice  that 
He  has  said,  "I  will  bring  all  things  to 
your  remembrance."  We  certainly  must 
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have  a  knowledge  of  a  thing  before 
it  can  be  brought  to  our  remem- 
brance. 

Sure,  He  made  a  donkey  to  speak, 
but  this  was  only  after  He  couldn't 
get  the  man,  Baalam,  who  controlled 
the  donkey,  to  obey  Him. 

Sure,  He  made  a  rooster  to  preach 
a  sermon  which  convicted  a  man 
of  sin,  but  it  was  only  because  the 
man,  Peter,  had  disowned  and  dis- 
honored our  Lord. 

Sure,  He  used  the  bleating  of  a 
sheep  and  the  lowing  of  the  oxen  to 
condemn  the  first  king  of  Israel,  but 
this  would  not  have  been  necessary 
had  the  king  obeyed. 

Sure,  God  can  and  will  use  the 
second  best,  but  only  after  He  is  re- 
fused the  best. 

Young  people,  the  greatest  thing  is 
always  to  furnish  the  very  best,  have 
and  keep  a  good  consecrated  life,  know 
and  keep  a  knowledge  of  God's  Word. 
"Be  ready  always  to  give  an  answer." 
2.  EDUCATION. 

A.  Schooling. 

After  the  first  things,  "Seek  ye  first 
the  kingdom  of  God,"  I  feel  the  next 
step  is  to  receive  all  the  schooling 
possible.  In  years  past  many  of  our 
young  people  have  been  denied  an 
education  in  their  younger  days  for 
various  reasons:  sickness,  not  living 
near  enough  to  schools,  poverty,  be- 
ing orphaned  at  an  early  age,  and 
many  other  causes.  Too  many  are  the 
times  our  youth  have  left  school  be- 
cause they  were  larger  than  others 
in  their  classes.  Many  have  felt  they 
were  old  enough  to  work  and  would 
rather  have  a  good  pay  day  than  an 
education,  or  possibly  are  not  able  to 
see  the  need  of  further  schooling.  To- 
day it  is  very  necessary  to  receive  at 
least  a  high  school  education,  and 
many  feel  the  need  of  furthering 
their  education  after  they  have  made 
it  through  high  school. 

Yes,  I  know  your  question  now, 
"Haven't  many  of  our  leading  minis- 
ters and  Bible  scholars  gotten  along 
with  but  little  schooling?"  Yes  and 
no.  Just  ask  any  of  them  and  they 
will  tell  you  of  the  long  hours  of 
study,  self-education,  they  had  to  put 
in.  Many  in  later  years  went  to  Bible 
School,  took  correspondence  courses, 
or  in  some  way  furthered  their  edu- 
cation. They  will  quickly  tell  you  to  go 
as  far  in  school  and  get  as  much 
education  as  you  possibly  can  while 
you  are  young.  It  is  much  easier  to 
receive  an  education  while  you  are 
young  and  your  mind  is  alert,  than 
when  you  are  older  and  have  other 
cares  and  responsibilities  to  take  up 
so  much  of  your  time. 

B.  True  Education. 

Yes,   I  preach,    teach  and   tell   you 


to  get  all  the  schooling  possible,  but 
remember  that  a  high  school  diploma, 
a  junior  college  education,  a  B.A., 
M.A.,  or  any  other  degree,  does  not 
alone  make  you  an  educated  person. 
I  still  hold  to  the  fac't  that  first 
things  must  come  first:  "Seek  ye  first 
the  kingdom  of  God." 

To  me  the  definition  of  education 
by  Joseph  Fort  Newton  is  the  best  I 
have  read.  "When  is  a  man  educated? 


T.   RAYMOND  MORSE,   Pastor   Lindale,   Ga. 
Church  of  God 

"When  he  can  look  upon  the  uni- 
verse, now  lucid  and  lovely,  now  dark 
and  terrible,  with  a  sense  of  his  own 
littleness  in  the  great  scheme  of 
things  and  yet  have  faith  and  cour- 
age. 

"When  he  knoivs  how  to  make 
friends  and  keep  them,  and  above 
all  when  he  can  keep  friends  with 
himself. 

"When  he  can  be  happy  alone  and 
highminded  amid  the  drudgeries  of 
life. 

"When  he  can  look  into  a  wayside 
puddle  and  see  sojnething  besides 
mud,  and  into  the  faces  of  the  most 
forlorn  mortal  and  see  something  be- 
yond sin. 

"When  he  knoivs  hoiv  to  live,  how 
to  love,  hoiv  to  hope,  how  to  pray — 
glad  to  live  and  not  afraid  to  die,  in 
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his  hands  a  sword  against  evil  and  in 
his  heart  a  bit  of  song." 

3.  THINGS  WE  DON'T  NEED. 

The  little  piece  Mrs.  W.  H.  Venable, 
Jr.,  of  Dallas,  Texas,  sent  to  Reader's 
Digest  describes  this  heading:  "Shop- 
ping in  Dallas's  swank  Neiman  Mar- 
cus store,  one  morning  I  noticed  a 
tall  cowboy  with  a  ten-gallon  hat, 
faded  levis  and  high-heeled  boots,  typ- 
ical of  our  West  Texas  stockmen. 
As  I  watched,  a  salesgirl  asked  if  she 
might  help  him. 

"  'No,  ma'am,  I  reckon  not,'  was 
his  reply.  T  ain't  never  seen  so  many 
things  I  could  do  without.'  " 

A.  Worldliness. 

We  can  certainly  do  without  many 
things  in  this  world.  Quite  true,  the 
world  flashes  the  bright  lights  of  al- 
lurement, the  dazzling  array  of 
amusements,  and  the  lustful  tempta- 
tions of  sin  in  the  eyes  of  our  youth 
of  today,  but,  young  people,  we  do 
not  have  to  partake  of  these  things. 
Rather,  we  must  shun  them  if  we 
want  favor  with  God. 

B.  Applause  of  the  World. 

Some  of  our  youth  feel  that  to  at- 
tain the  heights  for  which  they  wish 
in  this  world,  they  must  have  the 
praise  and  applause  of  the  world. 
To  do  this  they  feel  it  is  all  right  to 
do  a  few  minor  things  of  the  world 
to  hold  the  respect  of  the  business 
world.  I  would  rather  hold  my  place 
with  God  and  die  a  pauper  than  let 
down  the  standard  of  holiness.  You 
will  find  that  the  truest  friends  you 
will  ever  have  are  the  brothers  and 
sisters  of  the  Church  of  God. 

It  may  take  an  experience  similar 
to  the  one  with  which  Daniel  and  the 
three  Hebrew  children  went  through, 
but  remember,  our  God  is  all-power- 
ful and  will  bring  us  out  victorious. 
We  do  not  have  to  have  the  applause 
of  the  world  to  have  favor  with  God. 

4.  SUMMARY. 

A.  Seek  first  the  kingdom  of  God. 

B.  Receive   every    experience    God 

has  for  you.  This  may  be  done 
by  prayer,  fasting  and  deeper 
consecration. 

C.  Receive   all   the  schooling  pos- 

sible. 

D.  Remember  the  definition  of 
true  education. 

E.  If  friends  of  the  world  cannot 
come  the  ways  of  the  Lord, 
leave  them  and  hold  to  the 
true  principles  of  old-time  holi- 
ness. 

In  my  way  of  thinking,  when  the 
above  is  done,  we  shall  have  an  edu- 
cation and  know  how  to  give  an  an- 
swer to  every  man  that  asketh. 
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The  capable  and  deserving  young  lady  appearing  in  this  month's 
Spotlight  is  Ruth  Carmine,  of  Baltimore,  Maryland.  Ruth  completed 
Religious  Education  and  Junior  College  in  our  Church  of  God  Bible 
Training  School,  Sevierville,  Tennessee.  While  in  college,  she  did  youth 
work,  visiting  in  the  homes  and  distributing  religious  literature.  Now 
she  is  in  training  at  the  University  of  Maryland,  preparing  to  be  a 
nurse.  After  completing  this  course,  she  plans  to  go  to  China  as  a 
missionary   nurse. 

Miss  Carmine  has  been  a  Christian  since  she  was  very  small.  She 
was  reared  in  a  Christian  home  and  her  parents  were  careful  to  teach 
her  about  the  Lord.  She  received  her  high  school  training  and  gradu- 
ated  at   Towson,   Maryland. 

Four  years  ago  this  young  lady  taught  a  Daily  Vacation  Bible  School 
in  Baltimore,  Maryland.  Though  she  is  very  busy  in  her  nurse's  train- 
ing now,  she  is  ready  at  all  times  to  do  something  for  the  Lord.  She 
is  an  outstanding  Sunday  School  teacher  and  Y.P.E.  leader  and  when- 
ever her  time  permits,  she  has  a  leading  part  in  church  work.  At  the 
present,  she  is  very  busy  in  her  studies.  In  her  nurse's  training,  she 
visits  in  different  homes,  and  while  there  tells  of  the  love  of  God. 
We  anticipate  great  things  for  the  future  of  this  young  lady. 


The  Pathway  Spotlight  for  May  focuses  on  E.  C.  Thomas,  the  state 
youth  director  of  North  Carolina,  who  has  had  a  wide  and  varied  ex- 
perience in  Church  work.  Brother  Thomas  was  saved  and  joined  the 
Church  of  God  in  Lake  City,  Florida,  in  August  of  1936.  One  year  later 
he  graduated  from  Columbia  High  School,  then  attended  the  Florida 
State  Bible  School  and  completed  an  eighteen-month  business  course. 

He  began  his  ministry  at  the  age  of  nineteen,  in  Otis,  Florida,  and 
went-  as  an  evangelist  to  the  State  of  North  Carolina  in  1942.  He  ac- 
cepted a  pastorate  in  Salisbury  that  same  year  and  has  since  pastored 
in  Draper  and  Henderson;  he  received  one  hundred  new  members  into 
the  church  in  the  last  mentioned  city.  Then  he  was  appointed  pastor 
at  Lenoir  and  there  followed  his  ordination  and  his  appointment  as 
district  overseer,  which  office  he  held  until  he  was  elected  state  youth 
director  of   North   Carolina. 

His  interest  in  radio  work  has  been  instrumental  in  bringing  about 
radio  programs.  He  served  as  chairman  of  the  State  Committee  in  1947, 
and  is  now  chairman  of  the  State  School  Board.  Last  summer  he  taught 
in  the  North  Carolina  State  Bible  School.  He  is  a  busy  young  man 
with  a  good  harvest  behind  him  and  a  ripe  field  before  him. 


Youth 

Interviews 

Experience 


Rev.  S.  W.  Latimer,  former  General 
Overseer,  State  Overseer,  and  Editor  and 
Publisher  of  the  Church  of  God  Publishing 
House,    interviewed    by    Geneva    Carroll. 

Brother  Latimer,  in  your  memory, 
do  you  recall  one  person  who  especial- 
ly influenced  you  to  seek  salvation? 

Yes,  I  well  remember  the  night  I 
was  saved.  I  was  only  a  boy  when  I 
became  convicted  of  my  sins.  A 
preacher  by  the  name  of  Berry  John- 
son had  a  great  influence  over  me, 
and  it  was  through  his  prayers  and 
the  prayers  of  others  that  I  was  saved. 
Too,  I  had  a  good,  consecrated,  pray- 
ing mother. 

When  did  God  first  begin  to  deal 
with  you  concerning  carrying  His  gos- 
pel to  the  lost? 

I  was  only  fifteen  years  old  when 
I  felt  the  call  of  God  to  preach  His 
Word. 


For  hoio  many  years  have  you  been 
a  minister  of  the  gospel? 

I  have  been  preaching  for  about 
fifty-five  years.  I  was  an  exhorter 
in  the  Methodist  church  until  I  heard 
the  full  gospel  in   1910. 

What  caused  you  to  become  inter- 
ested in  the  Church  of  God? 

When  I  saw  the  people  getting  a 
real  heartfelt  experience  with  God,  I 
began  seeking  for  that  same  experi- 
ence, which  was  taught  by  the  Church 
of  God. 

Where  did  you  conduct  your  first  re- 
vival, and  what  was  the  result? 

The  first  revival  I  held  was  in  a 
South  Georgia  town.  The  people  really 
got  under  the  power  there.  The  result 
was  about  forty-five  saved  and  filled 
with  the  Holy  Ghost. 

At  what  place  did  you  hold  your 
first  pastorate? 

Spring  Place,  Georgia,  was  the  first 
church  I  pastored.  I  stayed  there  for 
six  years. 

What  were  some  of  your  outstand- 
ing answers  to  prayer? 

I  remember  praying  for  a  lady  once 
who  had  a  goiter.  She  was  instantly 
healed,  and  there  was  no  sign  of  the 
goiter  when  I  arose  from  prayer. 

I  also  recall  the  time  I  prayed  for 
a  little  girl  who  had  typhoid  fever. 
The  doctor  had  just  left  the  home, 
saying  there  was  no  hope  for  the  girl, 
and  she  would  be  dead  before  night. 
Some  of  the  members  of  the  family 
stopped  me  as  I  passed  on  my  way  to 


the  post  office,  and  asked  if  I  would 
come  in  and  pray  for  the  girl.  I  went 
in  and  prayed  and  on  my  way  back 
from  the  post  office,  I  stopped  in  to 
see  how  the  girl  was  and  found  her 
up  mopping  the  floor.  I  rejoiced  and 
praised  God  with  the  family  for  def- 
initely hearing  and  answering  prayer. 
There  was  great  excitement  among 
the  congregation  that  night  when  the 
family,  with  the  girl  who  was  not  ex- 
pected to  live,  came  into  my  service. 
That  same  night  a  little  boy  showed 
me  his  foot  which  had  been  healed 
of  gangrene  as  a  result  of  my  prayers. 

I  could  tell  of  many  others  who 
were  healed  and  saved  for  whom  I 
had  a  part  in  praying. 

What  two  persons  have  been  a  great 
help  to  you  in  the  Church? 

Brother  F.  J.  Lee  was  a  great  in- 
spiration to  me  because  he  was  so 
humble  and  consecrated.  Brother  T.  L. 
McLain  was,  also,  a  great  blessing  to 
me.  These  two  men  were  wonderful 
workers  for  God. 

What  advice  icould  you  give  a  young 
man  preparing  for  the  ministry? 

First,  the  young  man  should  have 
a  definite  call.  He  should  obtain  as 
much  education  as  possible,  and  he 
should  be  meek  and  humble  and 
spend  much  time  in  prayer. 

Hoio  do  you  look  at  the  future  of 
the  Church  of  God? 

If  the  Church  will  continue  to  ear- 
nestly pray  and  stay  humble,  the  Lord 
will  bless  and  great  progress  can  be 
attained. 


Page  14 


The  Lighted  Pathway 


'Tk-SMRffi 


KNOW  YOUR  MISSIONARIES,  by  Herbert  Walker,  Sr. 

He  was  born  in  McCarr.  Kentucky,  October  19,  1913.  His  father  and  mother 
were  of  Anglo-Saxon  ancestry.  He  married  Miss  (?>,  of  Monaville,  West  Vir- 
ginia. Her  parents  were  of  American  nationality.  They  now  have  two  children, 
ages  six  and  nine  years. 

This  missionary  has  been  a  member  of  the  Church  of  God  for  about  nineteen 
years,  and  he  has  been  a  minister  for  about  sixteen  years.  The  young  man  went 
to  Bible  School  for  two  terms  and  studied  to  prepare  himself  as  a  missionary 
to  the  Jews.  In  1940,  he  was  ordained  as  a  bishop  in  the  Church,  and  he  and  his 
wife  are  now  serving  as  our  missionaries  in  Egypt. 

WHO  ARE  THEY? 

Our  missionaries  in  last  month's  issue  were  Reverend  and  Mrs.  Thomas  Pullin,  Quiche, 
Guatemala,  C.  A.  The   Puliins  would  appreciate  hearing  from  you. 


THE   MIRACLE   OF    FAITH 

In  Matt.  7:8  we  find  this  scripture, 
"For  everyone  that  asketh  receiveth; 
and  he  that  seeketh  findeth;  and  to 
him  that  knocketh  it  shall  be  opened." 

If  we  ask  of  God  with  faith,  be- 
lieving, we  shall  receive.  If  we  seek 
God  and  knock  at  the  door  it  will  be 
opened  to  us  quickly. 

Here  is  a  wonderful  story  that  I 
should    like    to    give    you: 

In  a  miserable  cottage  at  the  bot- 
tom of  a  hill,  two  children  hovered 
over  a  smoldering  fire.  A  fearful  tem- 
pest was  raging  through  the  valley. 

"I  am  hungry,  Pattie,"  said  the 
smaller    child. 

"So  am  I,"  answered  Pattie.  "I  have 
hunted  for  a  scrap  of  food  but  can't 
find   any." 

"What  an  awful  storm!" 

"Yes,  the  old  tree  has  blown  down; 
I  guess  God  took  care  that  it  didn't 
fall  on  the  house." 

"If  He  could  do  that,  couldn't  He 
send  us  some  bread?"  questioned  the 
smaller  child. 

"I  guess  so;  let's  pray,  'Our  Father,' 
and  when  we  come  to  that  part  'Give 
us  this  day  our  daily  bread,'  let's  stop 
until  He  sends  us  the  bread." 

A  poor  old  miser,  much  poorer  than 
the  children,  though  he  had  heaps 
of  money  in  the  bank,  threw  his 
ragged     cloak     around     him,     as     he 


crouched  down  at  the  threshold  of 
the  miserable  door.  He  dared  not  en- 
ter for  fear  they  would  ask  him  to 
pay  for  shelter,  and  he  could  not 
move  for  the  storm.  When  the  chil- 
dren began  their  prayer,  the  miser, 
crouching  and  shivering,  listened. 
When  they  paused,  expecting  in  their 
childish  faith  to  see  a  miracle,  a  hu- 
man feeling  stole  over  his  heart;  God 
sent  an  angel  to  soften  it.  The  miser 
had  bought  a  loaf  at  the  village, 
thinking  it  would  last  him  many 
days,  but  the  silence  of  the  two  chil- 
dren spoke  louder  to  him  than  the 
voice  of  many  waters.  He  opened  the 
door  and  extended  to  them  the  loaf 
of  bread.  They  invited  him  to  share 
their  fire  and  they  all  shared  the 
bread  together.  Joy  came  into  the 
heart  of  the  miser  as  he  had  never 
known  before,  and  the  children  re- 
joiced that  God  had  answered  their 
prayer.  Faith  in  God  works  miracles. 

GEMS   FOR  THOUGHT 

All  spiritually  minded  people  can  see  the 
hand  of  God  working  in  the  universe  which 
is  not  directed  by  man. 

How  calmly  we  commit  ourselves  to  the 
hands  of  Him  who  bears  up  the  world. 

God  is  the  center  of  all  life — sin  is  cre- 
ated by  man  trying  to  work  this  law  by 
hitching  himself  up  backward. 


POINTED  PARAGRAPHS 

Martin    Miller 

Whether  bond  or  free,  black  or  white,  all 
hold  the  the  name  of  "Mother"  very  dear. 
Mother  will  stand  by  her  children  when 
all  their  friends  forsake  them.  Mother  will 
help  her  children  when  all  their  friends 
scorn  them.  Mother  will  go  the  last  mile  of 
the  way  for  her  children.  It  is  mother's 
love  and  undying  devotion  that  builds  with- 
in the  individual  the  strength  of  charac- 
ter to  face  a  cruel  and  selfish  world  un- 
afraid. 

— P— 

The  Home  Extension  Department  is  work- 
ing   wonders.    Establish    one    in    your    Sunday 
School    and    see    the       amazing      results    in 
showers    of   blessings    and    souls    won. 
— p— 

Have  you  a  problem  to  solve?  an  obstacle 
to  surmount?  a  severe  test  to  stand?  Don't 
try  it^— alone,  that  is.  Try  it  with  Christ.  He 
is  a  very  present  help  in  time  of  trouble. 

— P— 
The  atheist  says,  "There  is  no  God";  the 
agnostic,   "I    don't   know";   the  Christian  af- 
firms, "I   know  there  is,  for   He  lives  within 
my   heart." 


A  FRIEND'S  GREETING 

By  Lula   Hudson 

My  friends,  without  ivords,  have 
asked  me  to  live  just  a  little  better 
than  I  have  lived  before.  My  life  has 
been  richer  because  of  the  richness 
of  my  friends.  I  have  tried  and  accom- 
plished tasks  far  beyond  my  knoivn 
ability  because  you  have  believed  in 
me.  I  think  it  is  wonderful  to  have 
many  friends,  but  I  believe  to  have 
and  to  hold  friends  we  must  be  a 
friend.  I  hope  my  friendship  will  be 
as  valuable  to  you  in  your  need  as 
your  friendship  has  been  to  me  in  my 
need. 


BOYS 

There  are  men   our   glorious  country  will    be 

needing   later  on. 
At    the    moment,     they    are    youngsters    and 

their  names  are   known  to  none. 

They  possess  the  seeds  of  greatness;  they're 
equipped    for    life    complete, 

But  they'll  miss  the  way  to  manhood  if  we 
leave    them    to   the   street. 

They   are    full    of    fun    and    mischief;    there 

are  twinkles  in  their  eyes. 
From    their    numbers    in    the    future    some    to 

fame  will  surely  rise, 

But  they  need  our  friendly  coaching  for  the 
tasks  they're  going   to   meet, 

And  it  isn't  safe  to  leave  them  to  the  haz- 
ards   of    the    street. 

They'll    be   doctors,    lawyers,    preachers   with 

a    little   friendly  aid. 
With    encouragement    and     training     they'll 

bring  skill   to  every  trade. 

We  can  fit  them  for  the  future;  on  the  right 

path    set    their    feet, 
But    we'll     throw    away    their    talents     if    we 

leave    them    to   the    street. 

Sent  in  by  Mrs.  H.   H.   Hungate. 


May,  1949 
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THE   GREAT   KEEPER 

Evelyn    Blackstone 

The  writer  of  the  book  of  Jude  was 
a  brother  of  James,  the  son  of  Alpheus, 
and  an  apostle  of  the  Lord  Jesus 
Christ.  The  place  and  date  of  the  writ- 
ing of  this  book  is  uncertain,  though 
probably  it  was  written  at  Jerusalem 
A.D.  65  or  66.  The  Bible  tells  us  very 
little  about  the  writer,  but  he  must 
have  been  well-known  among  the 
Christians.  His  epistle  is  written  to  the 
whole  Christian  Church — to  men  and 
women  of  different  races  and  outlooks 
of  life,  but  who  in  religion  are  all  one, 
for  Jude  speaks  of  a  common  salva- 
tion. He  saw  that  many  of  those  who 
began  well  in  the  Christian  life  were 
living  in  a  way  which  proved  God  was 
not  in  their  thoughts;  for  this  reason 
he  said  very  hard  things  to  them. 

The  epistle  of  Jude  is  a  mysterious 
little  book,  but  the  stern  writer  of  it 
has  a  loving  heart.  You  are  sometimes 
afraid  of  a  teacher  who  appears  very 
stern,  and  who,  if  he  says  an  encour- 
aging thing  to  you,  puts  in  a  little 
word  to  keep  you  humble.  Yet,  after  a 
time,  you  may  discover  something  that 
makes  you  respect  him.  Such  men  are 
often  very  good  at  heart.  After  his 
hard  words,  Jude  breaks  into  a  mes- 
sage of  hope  to  the  Christian  who  has 
been  forgetting  God. 

"There  is  one,"  he  says  "who  can 
keep  you  from  falling."  He  will  not 
only  keep  you  from  falling,  but  will 
at  last  "present  you  faultless  before 
the  presence  of  his  glory  with  exceed- 
ing joy." 

Jude  wanted  to  alarm  those  Chris- 
tians simply  because  he  saw  their  dan- 
ger. Often  young  people  are  in  danger 
of  failing  God.  The  tempter  is  always 
ready  to  hinder  the  youth  in  his  daily 
life.  Each  morning  before  leaving  for 
work  or  school,  be  sure  to  take  time 
to  talk  to  the  heavenly  Father  and 
feed  your  soul  from  the  Word  of  God. 
God  does  not  give  us  an  unlimited  sup- 
ply of  strength,  but  does  promise  to 
supply  our  every  need. 

Young  people  can  help  each  other 
to  keep  from  stumbling.  In  climbing 
steep  Alpine  tracks,  no  man  is  inde- 
pendent of  his  neighbor.  Sometimes 
the  members  of  a  climbing  expedition 
are  roped  together,  and  it  is  always 
the  weak  one  of  the  party  who  must  be 
considered.  His  failure  could  be  the 
destruction  of  all,  for  if  he  should 
slip,  all  other  lives  would  be  endan- 
gered. Remembering  the  difficulties  of 
life  and  how  easy  it  is  to  make  false 
steps,  would  you  not  like  to  be  a  helper 
of  those  who  are  weaker  and  have  had 
fewer  advantages  than  yourselves?  If 
you  haven't  read  the  book  of  Jude  re- 
cently, do  so  now.  It  contains  only  one 
chapter  of  twenty-five  verses. 

The  man  who  does  not  live  Christ  at 
home  has  little  right  for  preaching  Christ 
abroad. 

Few  people  can  be  corrected  by  sarcasm; 
usually  it  drives  them  further  in  the  wrong 
direction.  Learn  the  power  of  kindness  and 
patience. 

A  locomotive  without  rails  to  run  on  is 
like  a  life  without  duties  to  keep  it  in  line. 
Our  tasks  help  to  shape  life  correctly,  no 
matter  how  much  we  should  like  to  get  away 
from  them. 


TRY  THIS  CROSSWORD  PUZZLE 


By  Margaret  J.  Miller. 


Across 


1,  7,  and  8.    Pictured  is  the  newly  appointed 
editor  of  The  LIGHTED  PATHWAY,  


29 


green 


12.  "...   and   the   fire   along   upon   the 

ground,"    Exod.    9:23. 

13.  "...    and    with    a    certain    named 

Tertullus,"  Acts  24:1. 

15.  Boundary  between  Texas  and  Mexico  is  the 
Grande  River. 

16.  "...  thy  rod  thy  staff  they  comfort 

me,"   Psa.  23:4. 

17.  Ream   (abbr.). 

18.  Royal  Engineers   (abbr.). 

19.  Israel's  hymn   book  of  the  Bible   (abbr). 

20.  Musical   term. 

21.  Hebrew    statesman — prophet    at   Babylon. 

22.  Interjection  of  laughter. 

23.  "...    at   thy   word    I   will   let   down   the 
,"  Luke  5:5. 


25.    "No 


hath   seen   God,"  John    1:18. 


26.  A  substantive  pronoun. 
28.  A   weight. 


"He    maketh    me    to    lie    down 
pastures,"   Psa.   23:2. 

30.  United  States   (abbr.). 

31.  Indefinite  article  (Fr.,  feminine). 

32.  An  insect. 

34.  "For  ye  are  all  ■  in  Christ,"  Gal.  3:28. 

35.  Sacrae  Theologiae  Baccalaureus   (L.,  Bach- 
elor of   Sacred   Theology)    (abbr.). 

37.  Last  Book  of  O.  T.   (abbr.). 

38.  Room  below  the  surface  of  the  ground. 
42.  A    cloak    (Dial.). 

One  of  the  kings  of  Judah,   1  Kings   15:9. 

"Give  this  day  our  daily  bread,"  Matt. 

6:11. 

Bachelor  of  Arts  (abbr.). 

Last  three  letters  of  a  boy's  name   (Alo — ). 

"...   all  things  that  ever  I  :   is  not 

this  the  Christ?"  John  4:29. 

"Thou  hast  given  a  to  them  that  fear 

thee,"    Psa.    60:4. 

"...  on  the  east  side  of ,"  Num.  34:11. 

52.  Name  of  a  well,  Gen.  26:20. 

53.  Severely. 


44. 
45. 

46. 
47. 
48. 

49. 

51. 


Down 


1.  Sour  apple. 

2.  Last  word  in   1   Chron.   8:23. 

3.  Brother  of  Peter,  Matt.  4:18. 

4.  "   .   .  .  both  and  Christ,"  Acts  2  :36. 

5.  Girl's  name. 

6.  South    America    (abbr.). 

7.  Past  tense  of  wear. 

9.  Child   whose   parents   are   not   living. 

10.  First  month  of  Jewish  sacred   vear,   Esther 
3:7. 

11.  Builder  of  the   ark,  Gen.  6:14. 
14.  Religion    (abbr.). 

24.  "Not  my  will,  but  be  done,"  Luke  22: 

42. 

25.  Appeared   with   Elias   at   Christ's   transfigu- 
ration. 


27.  Same  as  34  across. 

28.  A  wide,  low  bucketlike  vessel. 
31.  Take  a  load  from. 

33.  Son  of  Helah,  1  Chron.  4:7. 

34.  A  fertile  spot  in   a  desert. 

36.  Boy's   name. 

37.  "And  God  the  beast  of  the  earth  after 

his  kind,"  Gen.  1 :25. 

38.  A  young  bear. 

39.  Twin  brother  of  Jacob,  Gen.  25:25. 

40.  Verb — to   encourage. 

41  "And  it  is  a  thing  that  the  king  re- 

quireth,"  Dan.  2:11. 

43.  A  small  horse. 

50.  Nova  Scotia  (abbr.). 
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HIS  OWN  WAY 

FLORA  MAE  DAVIS 

Johnny  had  a  very  bad  habit.  In 
'act,  it  was  one  of  the  very  worst,  one 
vhich  leads  away  from  God  and  all 
,hat  is  good.  Johnny  wanted  to  have 
lis  own  way  in  everything.  No  matter 
vhat  came  up,  he  wanted  his  own  way. 

If  Donald  came  over  to  play  and 
suggested  they  play  marbles,  Johnny 
vould  say,  "No,  I  don't  want  to  play 
narbles." 

"Well,  then,"  Donald  would  question 
lim,  "what  do  you  want  to  play?" 

"I  want  to  play  Indians,"  Johnny 
night  reply. 

Donald  would  think  it  over.  He  got 
;ired  of  always  letting  Johnny  have 
lis  own  way.  He  never  did  get  to 
ilay  anything  he  wanted  to.  But  there 
vas  no  one  else  to  play  with,  and 
fohnny  was  lots  of  fun  to  play  with 
f  things  always  went  as  he  wanted 
;hem  to. 

So  Donald  finally  agreed,  "O.K.  then, 
et's  play  Indians." 

Johnny  wanted  his  own  way  even 
with  his  parents.  If  he  was  out  play- 
ng  when  it  was'  getting  dark  and  his 
nother  wanted  him  to  come  in  out 
if  the  night  air  when  he  was  just  get- 
ting over  the  measles,  he  replied,  "But, 
mother,  I  am  having  such  a  good  time! 
[  want  to  stay  out  a  little  longer.  I  will 
iome  in  after  a  while.  Honest,  I  will." 

If  Johnny's  mother  asked  him  to  go 
:o  the  store  for  a  loaf  of  bread  or 
something,  he  said,  "I  can't  go  right 
low,  mother.  I've  got  to  sharpen  my 
inife  first." 

His  mother  punished  him  every 
nime  it  happened,  but  he  kept  right  on. 
3o  she  made  it  a  matter  of  special 
prayer,  and  God  has  a  way  of  answer- 
ing mother's  prayers. 

One  night  after  they  had  family 
worship  and  were  getting  ready  for 
oed,  Johnny's  mother  heard  him  cry- 
ing. She  went  into  his  room  to  see 
what  was  wrong. 

"I  don't  feel  good,"  Johnny  an- 
swered, crying  harder  than  ever. 

"Where  do  you  feel  bad,  dear?"  she 
isked  him  tenderly. 

"Right  here,"  sobbed  Johnny  putting 
tiis  hand  over  his  heart.  "It  just  aches 
and  aches.  I  am  such  a  selfish  boy." 

"Do  you  want  to  talk  to  Jesus  about 
it?"   questioned   his   mother. 

Johnny  gulped,  nodded  his  head, 
ind  slipped  to  his  knees.  God  heard 
lis  prayer,  and  he  arose  with  a  light 
neart  and  a  happy  smile. 


Who  fed  me  from  her  gentle  breast. 
And  hushed  me  in  her  arms  to  rest. 
And  on  my  cheek  sweet  kisses  prest? 
My  Mother. 

When  sleep  forsook  my  open  eye, 
Who  was  it  sung  sweet  hushaby. 
And  rocked  me  that  I  should  not  cry? 
My  Mother. 

Who  sat  and  watched  my  infant  head, 
When  sleeping  on  my  cradle  bed? 
And   tears   of   sweet  affection   shed? 
My  Mother. 

When  pain  and  sickness  made  me  cry. 
Who  gazed  upon  my  heavy  eye, 
And  wept  for  fear  that  I  should  die? 
My  Mother. 

Who  dressed  my  doll  in  clothes  so  gay. 
And  taught  me  pretty  how  to   play. 
And  minded  all   I  had  to  say? 
My  Mother. 

Who  ran  to  help  me  when  I  fell. 
And  would  some  pretty  story  tell. 
Or  kiss  the  place  to  make  it  well? 
My  Mother. 

Who  taught  my  infant  lips  to  pray, 
And  love  God's  Holy  Book  and  day. 
And  walk  in  wisdom's  pleasant  way? 
My  Mother. 

And  can  I  ever  cease  to  be 
Affectionate  and  kind  to  thee. 
Who  was  so  very  kind  to  me, 
My  Mother? 

Ah  no!  the  thought  I  cannot  bear, 
And  if  God  please  my  life  to  spare, 
I  hope  I  shall  reward  thy  care. 
My  Mother. 

When  thou  art  feeble,  old,  and  grey, 
My  healthy  arm  shall  be  thy  stay, 
And   I  shall  soothe  thy  pains  away, 
My  Mother. 

And  when  I  see  thee  hang  thy  head, 
'Twill    be    my   turn   to    watch    thy   bed, 
And  tears  of  sweet  affection  shed. 
My  Mother. 

— Jane  Taylor. 


The  next  morning  his  mother  asked 
him  to  go  feed  the  rabbits  before  going 
to  school.  He  hurried  out.  When  he 
came  back  in,  he  looked  at  his  mother 
and  they  smiled  at  each  other. 

"From  now  on  I'm  going  to  have  my 
way,"  Johnny  said. 

She  looked  astonished.  "What  do  you 
mean,  dear?  Aren't  you  going  to  live 
for  Jesus?" 

"Yes.  That's  why  I'm  going  to  always 
have  my  way.  I  want  to  do  things  His 
way.  Whatever  is  His  will,  that  is  what 
I  want  to  do.  I  want  to  please  Him 
and  you  and  Daddy  all  the  time." 

Abraham  Lincoln  dearly  loved  his 
mother,  and  in  later  years  he  told  the 
simple  story  of  her  death.  She  called 
him  to  her  bedside  one  day  and  said 
to  him,  "I'm  going  away  from  here, 
Abe,  and  shall  not  return.  I  know 
you  will  be  a  good  boy  and  that  you'll 
be  kind  to  Sarah  and  your  father.  I 
want  you  to  live  as  I  have  taught 
you  and  to  love  your  heavenly  Father." 

With  these  words  on  her  lips,  little 
Abe's  mother  passed  away.  His  fa- 
ther made  a  casket  and  laid  her  body 
away  in  the  low  prairie  hills,  without 
even  a  parson's  prayer,  for  there  was 
no  preacher  from  miles  around.  This 
so  grieved  Abraham  that  he  wrote  a 
letter  to  a  preacher,  asking  him  to 
come.  Several  months  later  this 
preacher  made  a  journey  of  over  a 
hundred  miles  on  horseback  to  please 
little  Abraham  by  saying  a  prayer 
over  his  mother's  grave. 

An  ocean  steamer  was  on  fire,  and 
in  the  midst  of  great  confusion  the 
lifeboats  were  hastily  filled.  All  the 
boats  had  left  but  one,  when  a  woman 
and  ten-year-old  boy  came  on  deck. 

"Too  late — we  cannot  take  you!  Our 
boat  is  already  dangerously  filled," 
they  shouted  back  to  her. 

But  as  they  looked  at  the  lad  and 
his  mother  standing  there,  the  passen- 
gers offered  to  run  the  risk  of  taking 
one  of  them — for  space  could  not  pos- 
sibly be  found  for  both.  The  mother 
kissed  her  boy  and  said,  "Good-by,  my 
child.  May  the  Lord  keep  you  till  we 
meet  in  heaven.  Tell  your  father  that 
I  stayed  behind  to  save  you."  Then  she 
lowered  him  into  the  boat.  She  per- 
ished. The  boy  is  now  a  man,  but  he 
has  never  forgotten  that  his  mother 
gave  her  life  for  him — just  as  your 
Saviour,  children,  has  given  His  for 
you. — Paths  of  Uprightness. 


May,  1949 


Page  17 


,  ,  ,  Ace  @aUeye  £cAoe&  ,  ,  , 


SENIOR  PLAY 

I  think  all  of  us  who  are  connected 
with  Lee  College,  from  the  President 
to  the  caretaker,  were  really  proud  of 
our  Seniors  on  Saturday  night,  March 
12.  There  wasn't  a  speck  of  false  pride 
about  it,  either;  'twas  the  real  thing! 

Of  course,  you  know  our  School — 
and  yours — has  three  divisions:  the 
high  school  department;  the  junior 
college;  and  the  religious  education 
section. 

The  Seniors  from  these  three  divi- 
sions joined  hearts  and  hands  to  pre- 
sent the  best  play  in  the  history  of 
the  School,  or  at  least  that's  the  way 
we  feel  about  it.  There  are  others  who 
feel  that  way,  too. 

Mrs.  Leon  Green,  Principal  of  the 
Academy,  certainly  distinguished  her- 
self as  director.  The  settings  and  cos- 
tuming were  what  we'd  call  authentic 
and  effective.  The  antique  furnishings, 
pottery,  and  porcelainware  in  appro- 
priate designs  lent  an  air  of  realism 
to  the  setting,  which  has  been  sur- 
passed by  few  interior  scenes.  In  fact, 
everything  attested  unity,  skill,  and 
plenty  of  hard  work  on  the  part  of  the 
entire  production  staff. 

The  story  of  the  three-act  play,  en- 
titled Glorious  Morning,  could  well 
be  in  the  making  in  many  Euro- 
pean countries  of  today,  countries 
which  have  passed  from  the  joy  of  a 
simple  and  free  life  to  the  nightmare 
of  totalitarian  oppression,  whose  tragic 
histories  behind  the  iron  curtain  can 
only  be  glimpsed  at  rare  intervals  by 
those  outside. 

The  narrative  is  set  in  the  fictitious 
province  of  Burglitzia,  nestled  remote- 
ly in  a  one-time  republican  state  of 
Europe  called  Zagnira.  Seven  years  be- 
fore the  opening  scene,  on  the  heels 
of  a  bloody  revolution,  a  communal 
dictatorship  had  been  set  up.  Citizens 
became  unquestioning  servants  of  the 
state,  which  denied — and  attempted  to 
stamp  out  the  memory  of — a  living 
God.  Bibles  were  confiscated,  while 
prayer  and  public  worship  were  for- 
bidden. 

In  such  a  setting,  Leda  Veerkind, 
while  studying  for  a  doctor's  degree  in 
Litzia  University,  suddenly  receives  a 
vision  of  God  and  heaven.  The  course 
of  her  life  plans  is  altered.  She  re- 
turns to  the  portion  of  the  ancestral 
estate  now  allotted  to  her  family,  tells 
the  story  of  her  vision  and  the  con- 
viction that  she  must  share  it  with 
others,  and  is  given  the  enthusiastic 
support  of  her  aged  but  influential 
grandfather,  Anton  Veerkind.  Togeth- 
er the  two  organize  and  conduct  se- 
cret prayer  meetings  in  the  homes  of 
the  simple  peasants.  A  religious  revival 
results,  but  state  officials  discover  the 
work  of  the  two  and — but  we  don't 
want  to  spoil  the  play  for  you  when 
you  see  it  in  May.  The  play  was  so 
well  received  that  by  popular  request 


it  will  be  repeated  as  the  commence- 
ment play. 

The  entire  cast,  and  the  character 
each  person  portrays,  is  given  in  the 
list  below.  Perhaps  each  reader  will 
know  at  least  some  of  the  young  peo- 
ple who  contributed  to  the  success  of 
the  play,  and  held  the  enthusiastic 
attention  of  more  than  seven  hundred 
spectators  for  two  and  one-half  hours. 

CAST 

Anton  Veerkind  Charles  Rosson 

Anna  (his  daughter- 
in-law)  Dorcas  Sharp 
Woden  (his  grandson)      Paul  Milligan 
Leda  (his  grand- 
daughter)             Rosemary  Boatman 

Katrina  Hoefler  Charlotte  Hewitt 

Hans  Skaedia  (of  Litzia 

University)        .  Delbert  Mitchell 

Gurgani  (of  the  Supreme 
Council)  ..  Thomas  McKelvey 

Of  the  Burglitz  Council 
Rutzstein  William  Talley 

Buloff  Clarence  Cazee 

Duren      Jack   Pope 

Nekell  Buddy  Tapley 

Lemon  Kenneth  Dupree 

Peasants  of  Burglitz 
Jacob  Kellner  ..  Jack  Thomas 

Ruth  Kellner Katherine  Sellers 

First  Soldier  James  Faircloth 

Second  Soldier  ._  ..Robert  Holmes 

An  Officer  ..  _._W.  T.  Rogers 

MISSION  WEEK  AT  LEE  COLLEGE 

A  glorious  week  of  renewed  conse- 
cration and  broadened  vision  has  just 
passed  with  the  close  of  Mission  Week 
at  Lee  College. 

The  chapel  service  on  March  14 
marked  the  beginning  of  another  of 
the  Missionary  Society's  outstanding 
Mission  Weeks,  planned  and  observed 
for  the  promotion  of  the  greatest  en- 
terprise on  earth,  the  spreading  of  the 
Gospel  of  Christ  to  all  the  world. 

During  this  opening  service,  a  heart- 
touching  mission  picture,  "The  Man 
Who  Forgot  God,"  was  shown.  This 
very  vividly  portrayed  the  price  one 
young  man  paid  for  disobedience  to 
the  call  of  God. 

All  chapel  services  during  the  week, 
in  addition  to  special  week-end  serv- 
ices, were  dedicated  to  missions.  Rev- 
erend H.  L.  Chesser  and  Reverend  A. 
M.  Phillips  were  chapel  speakers,  and 
on  one  morning  the  mission  students 
presented  a  program  similar  to  those 
given  at  local  churches  on  special  mis- 
sion trips.  There  are  students  in  school 
who  represent  Guatemala,  Germany, 
Cuba,  Puerto  Rico,  Hawaii,  and  Alaska. 
Songs  and  testimonies  in  their  native 
tongues  always  prove  a  blessing. 

Alice  Pullin,  daughter  of  our  mis- 
sionary to  Guatemala,  spoke  on  Fri- 
day morning.  Alice  is  attending  Van- 
derbilt  University  at  present.  Her 
sister.  Martha,  is  in  school  here. 


A  special  consecration  candlelighi 
service  was  conducted  for  prospective 
missionaries  on  Saturday  night.  Vir-| 
ginia   (Green)   Beaty  was  the  speaker; 

Reverend  Brinsfield  spoke  at  the 
memorial  service  on  Sunday  morning; 
Special  homage  was  paid  to  C.  T.  Fur- 
man,  Paul  C.  Pitt  and  Edmund  Starke' 
our  missionaries  who  gave  their  live.' 
on  foreign  soil  for  the  cause  of  Christ 

The  week  came  to  a  close  with  the: 
Sunday  night  service,  in  which  James! 
Beaty,  former  missionary  to  Haiti 
brought  a  soul-stirring  mission  mes-i 
sage.  He  presented  "The  Mission  Mes- 
sage— Jesus,  and  the  Mission  Motive- 
Love." 

Students  responded  to  Mission  Week 
each  in  his  own  way,  some  with  fi-j 
nance,  some  with  prayers,  and  some! 
with  the  dedication  of  their  lives.  Such 
testimonies  as  these  were  given: 

"This  week  has  given  me  a  greater 
vision.  I  want  to  give  my  life  to  be: 
spent  on  foreign  soil." 

"I  do  not  feel  that  I  have  been 
called  as  a  missionary,  but  I  have  been 
made  to  see  that  I  should  support  the 
mission  cause." 

"I  have  dedicated  my  life  to  mis- 
sions but  until  the  time  comes  for  mej 
to  go,  I  want  to  do  all  I  can  here  fori 
missions." 

It  is  true  that  the  week  has  come! 
to  a  close,  but  eternity  alone  will  re- 
veal the  results  of  Mission  Week  at 
Lee  College. — Odine  Morse. 

ATTENTION,  ALUMNI 

The  Alumni  Association  of  Lee  Col-> 
lege  is  making  an  effort  to  contact  alii 
Alumni  of  the  school.  Will  you  pleasej 
let  us  know  your  address  and  any 
interesting  bit  of  information  about 
what  you  are  doing,  etc.?  Address  all 
mail  to: 

Lee  College  Alumni  Association 

Cleveland, 

Tennessee 


STORE   UP   COMFORT 

(Continued  from  page  11) 

dost  suffer  some  special  form  of  sor- 
row? Wait  till  ten  years  are  passed. 
I  warrant  thee  that  in  that  time  thou 
wilt  find  some,  perhaps  ten,  afflicted 
as  thou  art.  When  thou  tellest  them 
how  thou  hast  suffered,  and  how  thou 
hast  been     comforted;     whilst     thou! 
unf oldest    thy    tale,    and    seekest    to  i 
repeat   on    them     the     magic     spells ! 
that  have  charmed  away  thy  griefs; 
in    their    glistening    eyes    and    com- 
forted looks  thou  wilt  learn  why  thou 
hast    been    afflicted,    and    thou    wilt j 
bless    God    that    thou    wert    able    to 
comfort     others     with     the     comfort 
wherewith   thou    thyself     hast     been 
comforted  of  God.  Once  more,   then, 
remember    to    store    up    an    accurate 
remembrance    of    the    way    in    which 
God  comforts  thee. 
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The  Lighted  Pathway 


MY  MOTHER 

By  Walter  Grant 

Who  loves  and  cares  and  prays  for  me} 

Who  longs   for  my   return? 
Who  gave  me  birth  and  cherished   me? 

Helped  me  the  "good"  to   learn? 
My  Mother. 

Who  was  it  said,  rrMy  son,  be  good"? 

Who  loved  me  first  of  all? 
Who  prays  for  me  each  passing  day 

That  I  may  never  fall? 
My  Mother. 

Who  ivas  it,  when  my  heart  was  broke, 
Gave  comfort  siveet  and  hind? 

Who  was  it  that  I  went  before 
For  courage  and  help  to  find? 
My  Mother. 

And  now  since  I'm  away  from  home, 

With  not  a  friend  in  sight, 
Whose  prayers  and  letters  come  to  me 

To  help  me  see  the  light? 
My   Mother's. 

And  so  I  guess  it's  plain  to  see 

No  one  was  a  better  friend  to  me. 

And  may  my   wife  forever  be 

Just  as  true  and  pure  and  motherly  as 
My  Mother. 


MOTHER 

(Dedicated  to  my  mother,  Mrs.  A.  R.  Heaston) 

All  other  things  on  earth  may  change, 
And  many   fade  away; 

But  the  love  that  glows  in  mother's  heart 
Will  never  pass  away. 

She's  sweeter  than  the  flowers  in  spring, 
More  precious  than  jewels  so  rare; 
Never  too  tired  or  busy  is  she 
To  help  someone  else  in  despair. 

Queen  of  the  home,  faithful  and  true, 
Her  eyes  shine  like  stars  up  above; 
Her  love  is  a  noble  and  tender  flame 
Enkindled  from  heaven  above. 

God  gave  to  all  a  mother,  dear, 

And   tried   to  allot   them   fair; 

But  the  wonderful  one  God  gave  to  me 

Is  really  much  more  than  my  share. 

— Gertrude  M.  Glow. 

—  o  — 
MY   DAD 

(Dedicated  to  my  father,  Rev.  A.  R.  Heaston) 

Often  in  thinking  of  mother  and  home, 
We  fail  to  remember  Dad; 
His  strong  hands  work  and  toil  each  day 
To  help  make  our  home  glad. 

To  work  he  goes  from  day  to  day, 
From   beginning   to  the  end; 
He  is   the   closest,   kindest   friend 
To  all  his  felloivmen. 

Not  only  labor  does  he  know, 

But  joys  and  laughter  too; 

He  helps  make  home  a  heav'n  on  earth 

For  those  who  love  him  true. 

Perhaps  there's  nothing  Dad  can  do 
When  troubles  come  my  xvay; 
But  just  to  know  he's  standing  by 
Gives  faith  to  me  each  day. 

— Gertrude  M.  Glow. 

—  o  — 
MOTHERS 

I   think  God   took   the  fragrance   of   a   flower, 
A  pure  white  flower,  which  blooms  not  for  world 

praise, 
But  which  makes  sweet  and  beautiful  some  bower; 
The  compassion  of  the  dew,  which  gently  lays 
Reviving  freshness  on  the  fainting  earth, 
And  gives  to  all  the  tired  things  new  birth; 
The  steadfastness   and   radiance  of  stars, 
Which  lift  the  soul  above  confining  bars; 
The  gladness  of  fair  dawns;  the  sunset's  peace; 
Contentment  which  from  trivial  rounds  asks  no 

release; 
The  life  which  finds  its  greatest  joy  in  deeds  of 

love  for  others — 
I  think  God  took  these  precious  things,  and  made 

of  them — 

our  Mothers. 

— Author  Unknown. 
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ANOTHER  WAY 

(Continued  from  page  5) 

my  own  problem  seemed  to  shrink  in- 
to nothing. 

"  'Nell  used  to  be  a  lot  of  fun.  She 
was  always  singing  and  making  up 
jokes  about  everything.  Then  the  ex- 
plosion came.  It  wasn't  anybody's 
fault.  Maybe  you  could  blame  it  on 
the  housing  situation  that  forced  us 
into  a  trailer.  Maybe  it  was  the  fault 
of  the  job  I  didn't  get  when  I  came 
back  from  overseas.  Maybe  it  was  our 
fault  for  wanting  a  child  of  our  own 
before  we  had  a  house  and  yard.  I 
don't  know.  But  it  wasn't  Nell's  fault. 
I  keep  telling  her.  But  she  doesn't  be- 
lieve me — not  even  when  she  says  she 
does.  What  can  I  do?' 

"I  sat  down  on  a  smooth  rock  and 
wrote  the  best  answer  I  could  think 
of:  'Just  keep  on  loving  her  a  lot,  and 
pray.  There  will  be  a  way.' 

"Bob's  eyes  showed  his  embarrass- 
ment. 'I'm  not  a  praying  man,  Mr. 
Douglass,'  he  said.  T  don't  know  how 
you  feel  about  it,  but,  honestly,  isn't 
that  sort  of  thing  just  a  lot  of  talk0' 
"Now  I  was  seeing  the  doctrines  of 
the  Church  from  the  outside,  as  a  lay- 
man. The  experience  was  exhilarat- 
ing. But  it  placed  a  double  burden  up- 
on me.  I  must  say  the  right  words. 

"  'Every  man  is  a  praying  man,'  I 
wrote  carefully,  'for  every  man  wants 
something  and  dreams  and  plans  and 
works  toward  it.  You  want  Nell  to  be 
happy.  You  want  it  so  much  that  your 
need  fills  your  every  waking  thought. 
That's  the  first  step  in  prayer.' 

"  'But  that  isn't — ' 

"'Not  formal  prayer?  Some  of  our 
best  prayers  have  not  been  formal 
prayers.  But  they  did  contain  a  price- 
less ingredient — faith.' 

"  'Maybe — if  you  would  pray  for  her,' 
Bob  said.  'You  seem  to  have  hold  of 
something  I  don't  have.  Maybe  it's 
that  faith  you  spoke  of.' 

"  'You  could  have  that  too.' 

"  'Anyway,  would  you?' 

"  'You  can  count  on  me.'  " 

Frieda's  momentary  dread  of  read- 
ing the  closely  typed  pages  began  to 
dissolve  as  she  read  on  and  on.  And 
at  length  she  came  to  the  evening 
when  Bob  Garson  asked  Jim  the  big 
question  in  his  heart. 

"  'If  everything  fails  .  .  .  then  what 
use  was  the  praying?  .  .  .  You  ask  me 
to  have  faith.  What  if  it  lets  me 
down?' 

"It  was  the  cry  of  all  men  down 
through  the  ages — the  human  spirit 
rebelling  against  the  cruel  tragedy  of 
man-made  misery.  'God  has  forgotten 
me!'  Job  cried.  Yet  God's  love  is  reach- 
ing out  to  man  on  every  hand.  In  the 
simplest  flower  we  see  Him.  And  in 
the  eyes  of  every  man  who  loves  his 
neighbor  better  than  himself.  God  is 
waiting  to  pour  out  his  strength  and 
wisdom  for  us  when  we  are  ready  to 
accept  his  way. 

"  'Faith  never  lets  you  down,  Bob,'  I 
wrote  for  him.  'Sometimes  it  leads 
us  through  a  strange  path — and  brings 
us  out  another  way.' 

"  'But  what  if  there  is  no  other 
way?'  Bob  persisted,  still  puzzled  and 
confused. 


"  'There  is  always  another  way.'  " 

"Frieda!"  Grandmother  Erickson 
was  calling  to  her.  "Jim  is  hunting 
everywhere  for  Sylvia.  She  has  slipped 
away  from  the  bedroom." 

Frieda  hurried  upstairs.  Sylvia's 
storybook  lay  on  the  floor  where  she 
had  dropped  it.  Her  shoes  were  be- 
side the  book.  She  can't  have  gone 
far  without  shoes,  Frieda  thought. 
She  went  out  into  the  hall  and  looked 
anxiously  up  and  down.  "Have  you 
tried  all  the  closets  and  cupboards?" 

"Jim  has  looked  in  every  one." 

"But  the  other  rooms —  Frieda 
asked  desperately. 

"They  lock  their  doors  when  they 
leave  for  work." 

Jim  was  suddenly  listening  with  his 
head  on  one  side,  his  eyebrows  raised. 
"A  frog  went  walking  on  a  summer's 
day  .  .  ."  He  moved  swiftly  down  the 
hall  toward  the  sound  of  low  singing. 

"The  Garsons'  room!"  Grandmoth- 
er Erickson  said,  hurrying  after  him. 
"But  they  both  work  all  day." 

A  brisk  knock  brought  an  end  to 
the  singing. 

"Mrs.  Garson!"  Frieda  cried,  when 
the  door  opened. 

The  young  woman  on  the  floor 
looked  up.  surprised,  from  the  colored 
squares  of  cardboard  she  and  Sylvia 
had  been  arranging  in  designs. 

"We're  having  fun."  Sylvia  told 
Frieda.  "You  want  to  make  pictures?" 

"Not  just  now."  Frieda  said,  relief 
making  her  voice  unsteady. 

"Do  you  mind  if  I  play  with  her?" 
There  was  a  pleading  note  in  Nell's 
voice.  "She  comes  a  little  while  every 
day,  and — "  the  voice  dropped  lower, 
"I  don't  know  what  I'd  do  without 
her." 

"I  think  it's  wonderful  for  Sylvia  to 
have  such  a  good  friend,"  Frieda  said, 
recovering  her  poise.  "We  were  just 
worried,  wondering  where  Sylvia  went 
every  day." 

"You're  a  big  girl,  Sylvia,"  Grand- 
mother Erickson  said.  "You  must  re- 
member to  tell  your  mother  where  you 
are  going." 

"Where  I  am  going,"  Sylvia  repeated 
dutifully.  How  was  she  to  know  where 
she  was  going  until  she  got  there? 
That  was  a  joke  on  grandmother.  She 
laughed  softly  to  herself. 

"I — lost  my  job  at  the  factory  last 
week,"  Nell  Garson  confessed.  "I  didn't 
want  to  tell  Bob.  So  I  just  pretended 
to  get  ready  each  morning — " 

"And  you've  been  going  without 
lunch  up  here  in  your  room!"  Frieda 
said  compassionately.  "You  must  come 
right  along  down  and  have  a  nice  big 
bowl  of  vegetable  soup  with  Sylvia. 
And  there's  berry  cobbler." 

"Please,"  Sylvia  said,  taking  Nell's 
empty  hand  in  her  small  one. 

Nell  Garson  was  not  paying  any  at- 
tention to  the  grown  folks.  She  was 
looking  down  at  Sylvia  and  smiling. 
As  Frieda's  eyes  caught  Jim's  she 
knew  he  was  thinking  of  another 
Child,  whose  gracious  presence  had 
brought  new  hope  to  broken  hearts. 


BEHIND  THE  TAMBOURINE 

(Continued  from  page  7) 

in  Abney  Park  Cemetery.  Thougl 
bowed  with  sorrow  William  could  no 
let  pass  this  opportunity  to  exhon, 
sinners  to  seek  the  throne  of  grace. 
He  spoke  in  the  name  of  Catherine 
"She  was  good,  a  thorough  hater  ol 
sham,  hypocrisies  and  make-believersi 
She  was  love,  her  whole  soul  full  olj 
tender,  deep  compassion.  She  was  a 
warrior.  She  said  not  to  others,  'Go, 
but,  'Here,  let  me  go.'  " 

After  Catherine's  death,  William  be- 
came a  wanderer,  visiting  the  ever- 
expanding  chain  of  Army  outposts  in 
the  far  quarters  of  the  earth.  Hisj 
children  and  grandchildren  were  in; 
the  ranks  and  in  high  stations  of 
command.  The  General  had  many  of) 
the  qualities  of  a  despot,  and  these 
irked  particularly  the  second  son,  Bal- 
lington,  who  eventually  seceded  from 
the  Army  and  started  the  rival  Volun- 
teers of  America  in  the  United  States.; 
Promptly  the  General-in-Chief  di- 
rected that  he  be  carried  as  a  "de-j 
serter"  on  the  Army  rosters. 

Upon  the  founder's  death,  in  1912, 
Bramwell  Booth  succeeded  his  father.; 
Several  years  ago  another  schism  in; 
the  family  came  to  light  in  a  contest 
which  resulted  in  the  deposition  of 
the  aged  and  infirm  Bramwell  from 
command.  Evangeline,  the  youngest; 
child  but  one,  had  built  in  America  an; 
Army  organization  that  overshadowed 
in  prestige  and  power  the  London; 
headquarters.  Her  name  was  offered! 
for  the  succession  and  only  after  a 
spirited  contest,  sharply  dividing  thei 
Booth  family,  did  her  supporters  ad- 
mit defeat.  But  last  autumn  when' 
Eva,  as  she  is  called  in  the  home 
circle,  was  finally  elevated  to  the 
supreme  command,  there  was  a  public! 
reconciliation  with  Bramwell's  widow! 
and  daughter.  It  was  genuine,  for  the! 
Booths  do  not  do  such  things  for 
show. 

William  Booth  himself  lived  to  see' 
the  institution  that  he  had  brought1 
into  being  by  flourishing  an  umbrella 
and  dodging  garbage  on  Mile  End' 
Waste  become  one  without  a  peer  inj 
the  world.  He  saw  it  acquire  banks,' 
insurance  companies,  publishing 
houses,  factories,  farms  and  hospi- 
tals. He  saw  the  recruits  he  took  from 
public  houses  and  brothels  replaced, 
by  graduates  of  Army  cadet  schools.; 
The  old  man  who  limped  home  cut! 
and  bleeding  from  the  manhandling! 
of  mobs  while  the  police  looked  idly 
on  lived  to  exchange  quips  with  jovial 
King  Edward,  to  dine  in  the  White 
House  and  be  called  into  consultation 
by  the  heads  of  governments  through- 
out  Europe.  In  his  last  public  appear- 
ance, on  May  12,  1912,  the  patriarch! 
told  an  audience  filling  vast  Albert; 
Hall  that  200,000  homeless  men  slept 
that  night  under  roofs  of  the  Sal- 
vation Army.  And  only  Queen  Vic- 
toria's  funeral  drew  a  throng  larger 
than  that  which  saw  this  Christian 
soldier  borne  to  rest  beside  his  Cath- 
erine. 
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BOOK    REVIEWS 

Books  reviewed  on  this  page  can  be  purchased 
from  the  Church  of  God  Publishing  House, 
2502  Montgomery  Avenue,  Cleveland,  Tenn. 

JUNIOR  NATURE  SERMONS,  by  Jacob  J.  Sess- 
ler,  Ph.D.,  LL.D.,  124  pages,  hard  cover, 
Revell $1-50 

Any  normally  inquisitive  boy  or  girl  finds 
great  fascination  in  the  world  of  liature,  and 
is  sensitive  and  impressionable  to  the  design  of 
a  leaf,  the  formation  of  a  cloud,  the  industry 
of  the  ant,  the  beauty  of  a  butterfly,  the  maj- 
esty of  the  mountain,  and  the  many  other  in- 
triguing natural  wonders  he  witnesses  about 
him  each  day.  Dr.  Sessler,  in  this  charming 
book,  has  used  the  child's  inquisitiveness  and 
observation  for  his  permanent  good  by  show- 
ing God's  grace  and  power  and  love  as  it  is 
revealed  in  these  things  and  is  paralleled  by 
them. 

Dr.  Sessler  is  noted  for  his  sermons  for 
young  people  and  children,  and  in  this  book 
he  is  at  his  very  best.  Your  child  will  find 
here  his  everyday  companions — the  grasshop- 
per, pigeons,  birds,  spiders,  trees,  caterpillars, 
earthworms,  and  the  wind  and  rain.  By  their 
characteristics  and  natures  he  will  learn  both 
of  them  and  of  the  precious  truths  of  God. 
It  is  a  splendid  book.— C.  W.  C. 

THE  TRAVELS  AND  ADVENTURES  OF  ST. 
PAUL,  by  Howard  Palmer  Young,  illustrated, 
246  pages,  cloth   bound,    W.   A.   Wilde,    $2.50 

To  most  young  minds,  the  Apostle  Paul  is 
the  most  fascinating  character  in  the  New 
Testament,  for  his  life  was  one  of  perilous 
adventure  and  breath-taking  excitement;  a 
life  of  shipwreck,  and  stonings,  and  escape, 
and  other  violent  experiences.  The  more  ma- 
ture mind  loves  Paul  as  a  devout  man  of  God, 
instructor  of  the  Church,  and  zealous  evan- 
gelist. This  book  by  Howard  Palmer  Young  is 
notable  for  Its  faithful  re-creation  of  Paul's  life, 
written  as  a  narrative  so  that  the  reader  lives 
and  travels  with  the  apostle.  It  is  pleasant  in 
readability  and  attractive  in  physical  appear- 
ance and  should  do  much  to  give  its  readers 
a  sense  of  comradeship  with  Paul  as  co-follow- 
ers of  the  Lord  Jesus  Christ. — C.  W.  C. 


HIDDEN  HIGHWAY,  by  Flora  M.  Davidson,  il- 
lustrated, 191  pages,  cloth  bound,  Revell,  $2.00 
Never  before  have  I  read  such  a  stirring  book 
of  missionary  endeavor.  Here  is  revealed  the 
pitiable  condition  of  a  people  who  are  bound 
by  the  hopelessness  of  Islam.  "The  Moslem's 
devotion  to  their  religion  is  greater  than  love 
of  family,  demands  of  loyalty,  or  claims  of 
conscience." 

In  the  Northwest  Frontier  between  India  and 
Afghanistan,  the  writer  has  labored  with 
abounding  love  and  constant  faith.  These 
strange  people  are  bound  by  lust,  cruelty, 
greed,  fear  and  hate;  yet,  Mohammedanism 
has  such  complete  control  of  them  that  It  is 
very  difficult  to  reach  them  with  the  gospel 
of  Clirist.  If  one  of  them  accepts  Christ,  he 
Is  so  ill-used  that  life  for  him  becomes  al- 
most  unbearable. 

For  twenty-five  years.  Flora  M.  Davidson  has 
sacrificed  all  to  work  in  this  place  of  spiritual 


wickedness  and  darkness,  with  the  hope  of 
winning  a  few  precious  souls  to  Christianity. 
Her  self-denying  faith  and  valorous  efforts  are 
a  challenge  to  all  of  us  who  would  have  a 
part  in  the  building  of  God's  kingdom.  As  she 
reveals  in  this  book,  this  territory  is  a  "hidden 
highway"  in  truth — but  one  from  which  many 
will  come  forth  for  eternity  with  a  Christ 
whom   they   have   known   and   loved. — E.   L.   C. 

— o — 
75    SERMON    OUTLINES,    comoiled    by    W.    H. 
Compton,    106    pages,    paper    bound,    Church 

of  God $1.00 

These  seventy-five  sermon  outlines  give  a 
cross  section  of  sermon  preparation  by  various 
ministers.  The  outlines  are  brought  together 
without  any  pretension  of  form  or  order,  but 
should  be  of  help  to  those  who  study  honii- 
letics  by  observing  how  various  ministers  ap- 
proach their  subjects.  The  booklet  should  be 
used  for  homiletic  study,  however,  and  never 
by  those  who  would  be  tempted  to  stunt  their 
own  individuality  by  preaching  another  man's 
sermons. — C.  W.  C. 

o 
TRIUMPHANT  PERSONALITY,  by  Robert  Clyde 
Yarbrough,    Ph.D.,    104    pages,    cloth    bound, 

Macmillan $2.00 

Seldom  does  a  book  appear  which  can  receive 
the  unstinted  praise  and  recommendation  that 
is  due  this  volume  of  "suggested  paths  to  great 
and  noble  living."  There  is  enough  treasure  in 
these  thirteen  chapters  to  thrill  the  mind 
anew  through  several  readings,  and  enough 
grit  to  strengthen  the  heart  forever. 

Feel  the  challenge  of  such  chapters  as  "Mak- 
ing the  Most  of  What  You  Have,"  "Learning 
to  Handle  Trouble,"  "Becoming  the  Master  of 
Fear,"  "Overcoming  Despair,"  "Refusing  to 
Give  Up,"  and  "Attaining  Self-Mastery."  The 
author  handles  his  subject  well,  and  has  a 
lucid  style  of  prose  that  builds  the  soul  up  and 
up  and  UP.  He  urges  the  faith-founded  and 
Christ-centered  personality,  a  personality  that 
can  weather  defeat  to  live  triumphantly,  a 
personality  that  rises  above  hangdog  despair  to 
abide  in  positive  and  dynamic  significance.  By 
heeding  his  message,  the  reader  cannot  but 
achieve  that  triumphant  personality  of  which 
he  writes. 

My  pleasure  in  reviewing  the  book  can  be 
equalled  only  by  the  knowledge  that  it  has 
found  its  way  into  the  hands  and  lives  of  a 
large  number  of  our  readers. — C.   W.   C. 

THE  BISHOP'S  DAUGHTER,  by  Ernest  F.  Mac- 
Donald,    132    pages,    hard    covers,    Eerdmans 

$1.50 

When  failing  health  caused  Bishop  Wallace 
Hughson  to  vacation  at  The  Felton  House  in 
the  Blue  Ridge  Mountains  of  Virginia,  he,  his 
wife  Cynthia,  and  daughter  Christine  came  in- 
to contact  with  the  fearless  yotmg  preacher, 
Rodney  Thayer.  This  selfless  servant  of  God, 
who  was  fighting  the  animosities  and  prej- 
udices of  the  near-by  mountainfolk  to  bring 
Christianity  to  them,  captured  the  hearts  of 
the  Hughson  family  from  his  very  first  ser- 
mon In  their  hearing.  The  bishop  saw  in  his 
dauntless  zeal  for  God  the  answer  to  his  long 
search  for  just  such  a  minister  to  carry  the 
gospel  into  a  godless,  churchless  community 
of  the  West;  Christine  saw  in  him  ideal  timber 
for  a  husband. 

After  several  unlikely  incidents  in  which 
Christine's  painting  played  a  large  part,  the 
mountainfolk  accepted  the  young  preacher  and 
were  converted.  As  Chrisitan  fiction  goes,  this 
is  a  readable,  always  entertaining,  and  at  times 
exciting  story,  suited  for  younger,  uncritical 
minds — but  it  struggles  for  reality  in  many 
places.— C.   W.   C. 


PSYCHOLOGY    FOR    CHRISTIAN    TEACHERS., 

by  Alfred  L.  Murray,  245  pages,  cloth  bound, 
Zondervan $2.50 

This  book  has  been  written  for  general  con- 
sumption by  average  Christian  Sunday  School 
teachers,  personal  workers,  and  pastors.  It  is 
simply  written  and  nontechnical  in  composi- 
tion. Any  person  with  a  basic  reading  ability 
should  be  able  to  profit  by  this  very  simpli- 
fied presentation  of  psychology  applied  to  per- 
sonal relations. 

Specific  examples  are  given  to  demonstrate 
the  author's  main  points.  If  you  wish  to  im- 
prove your  ability  to  deal  with  people  from 
kindergarten  through  adulthood  and  do  not 
have  a  basic  knowledge  of  the  psychology  of 
personal  relations,  this  book  offers  a  starting 
point  for  understanding  the  great  field  of  hu- 
man  relations. — L.   D.   P. 


A    CHILD'S    GARDEN    OF    PRAYER,     by    H.    W. 

Gockel  and  E.  J.  Saleska,  illustrated  by  Otto 
Keisker,  hard  covers,   Concordia  .     .     .     $2.00 

This  is  a  volume  of  exquisite  beauty — beau- 
tiful spirit,  beautiful  verse,  and  beautiful  art. 
More  than  a  score  of  tender  prayers  in  rhyme 
are  presented  to  the  child,  to  be  his  guide  and 
companion  at  play,  at  school,  in  church,  at 
mealtime,  at  bedtime,  upon  awaking,  and 
throughout  each  busy  day.  Each  of  these 
prayer  rhymes  is  short  and  easily  committed 
to  memory,  and  will  enrich  any  child's  re- 
membrance of  nice  things. 

I  cannot  describe  the  lovely  decorations  and 
illustrations  which  appear  on  each  page;  they 
are  a  symphony  of  color  which  will  by  their 
quaintness  and  cheeriness  captivate  the  heart 
of  any  child — as  well  as  his  parents. — C.  W.  C. 


OUR  INHERITANCE  OF  SALVATION,  by  C. 
Gordon  Brownville,  D.D.,  159  pages,  cloth 
bound,    Revell $1.75 

In  this  volume  the  author,  who  was  a  lawyer 
before  he  entered  the  active  ministry,  draws 
parallels  between  civil  and  divine  law  to  prove 
that  God  has  observed  order  in  His  plan  of 
salvation.  While  Dr.  Brownville  has  really  only 
brought  us  a  volume  of  the  fundamental 
truths  of  salvation  from  a  new  approach, 
it  is  a  pleasing  analogy  which  should  do  much 
to    strengthen    the    believer's    faith    and    hope. 

One  of  the  most  striking  features  to  me  is 
that  the  book  makes  modernism's  objections 
to  the  doctrines  of  salvation  ridiculous  by 
showing  that  they  themselves  accept  the  same 
laws  in  civil  law  without  question.  It  is  not, 
however,   a   book  of  apologetics. 

Dr.  Brownville  uses  Paul's  epistle  to  the  Ga- 
latians  as  the  chief  source  for  his  analogy,  and 
has  treated  his  discussions  in  a  manner  that 
is  both  pleasing  and  convincing.  He  says,  "The 
following  interpretations  will  be  taken  from 
the  doctrinal  writings  of  Paul  who  came  to 
the  Gospel  of  grace  through  the  law.  Leaving 
Tarsus  as  a  young  man,  he  went  to  Jerusalem 
to  study  in  the  rabbinical  school  of  Gamaliel. 
He  was  required  to  study  not  only  the  cere- 
monial or  sacerdotal  law,  but  also  the  civil 
and  criminal  law.  These  were  contained  in  the 
Mosaic  law.  Thus  when  Paul  employed  cer- 
tain legal  terms  to  indoctrinate  the  Chris- 
tians to  whom  he  wrote,  it  was  because  the 
Holy  Spirit  would  reveal  the  great  spiritual 
truths  through  the  law  that  was  in  usage 
and  would  be  known." 

The  effort  of  the  book  is  admirable  and  is 
very  enlightening  on  many  points  for  those 
who  have  never  made  a  study  of  God's  plan 
of  redemption,  and  It  is  helpful  for  the  the- 
ological scholar.  We  appreciate  such  sound, 
fundamental  books  as  this  one,  always. — C.W.C. 
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*  By   AVIS    SWIGER,    Teacher,    Lee   College 


Let  us,  this  month,  memorize  short 
passages  of  scripture  in  our  devotional 
hour.  Let  each  member  have  a  Bible 
and  read  the  passage  together,  say 
four  to  six  times;  then  say  it  with- 
out the  use  of  the  Bible  several  times. 
After  prayer  and  singing,  quote  your 
scripture  again.  Each  day  review  the 
passage  you  learned  the  day  before. 
Find  a  way  to  use  the  scripture  during 
the  day  so  it  will  become  a  part 
of  you. 

All  songs  are  found  in  "Songs  of 
Prayer  and  Praise  No.  1"  and  "Chris- 
tian Joy." 

May    1,   Sunday 

Scripture,  Prov.   11:30b. 

Song:    "Fishers   of    Men"    (chorus*. 

Pray:  For  patience,  determination, 
and  ability  to  hide  away  in  our  hearts 
some  of  God's  Word. 

May    2,    Monday 

Scripture,  Phil.  4:15. 
Song:  "My  Faith  Looks  Up." 
Prayer:  Ask  for  renewed  zeal  to  at- 
tempt great  things  for  God. 

May  3,  Tuesday 

Scripture,  Luke  21:19. 
Song:    "I  Am  Thine,  O  Lord." 
Prayer:  Lord,  we  know  Thy  grace  is 
sufficient;    therefore,    we    shall    wait 
patiently  for  Thy  good  pleasure. 

May  4,  Wednesday 

Scripture,  1  Thess.  5:17. 
Song:  "I  Would  Not  Be  Denied." 
Prayer:   Lord,  the  sincere  desire  of 

our  hearts  is  for  a  life  hid  with  Christ 

in  God. 

May    5,    Thursday 

Scripture,   Isa.  57:21. 

Song:  "Peace,  Peace,  Wonderful 
Peace." 

Prayer:  Thank  God  for  the  peace 
that  passes  all  understanding,  and 
pray  for  greater  zeal  in  giving  this 
peace   to   others. 

May  6,  Friday 

Scripture',    Matt.   6:33. 
Song:  "Let  My  Life  Be  a  Light." 
Prayer:    May  all  of   our  seeking  be 
after  godly  things. 

May    7,    Saturday 

Scripture,   Luke    19:10. 

Song:  "Jesus  Saves." 

Prayer:  Lord,  give  us  a  fuller  under- 
standing of  the  fate  of  the  "lost" 
that  we  may  be  more  in  earnest  in 
seeking  to  win  them. 

May   8,  Sunday 

Scripture,  Review  all  the  memory 

work  of  the  past  week. 
Song:  "Near  the  Cross." 
Prayer:   Give  thanks  for  the  meas- 
ure  of  ability   given   us   to  learn  the 
Word. 


May  9,  Monday 

Scripture,    Psa.    23:1. 
Song:  "Where  He  Leads  Me." 
Prayer:  May  we  be  good  followers  of 
the    Good    Shepherd,    never    turning 
aside    to    other    paths,    but    following 
where  He  leads. 

May   1  0,  Tuesday 

Scripture,   Eccl.    9:10a. 
Song:   "I  Want  to  Be  a  Worker." 
Prayer:    Help   us    to   find    our    task 
and  then   to  work — never  shirk. 

May   11,  Wednesday 

Scripture,    Mark    8:36. 
Song:  "Jesus,  Saviour,  Pilot  Me." 
Prayer:    Lord,    give    us   a    lesson   in 
profit  and  loss,  and  help  us  to  under- 
stand the   worth  of   one   soul. 

May    12,    Thursday 

Scripture,    Prov.   22:1. 
Song:  "Waiting  on  the  Lord." 
Pray:     For     courage    to    stand    for 

truth,  and  leave  the  results  in  God's 

hands. 

May   1  3,   Friday 

Scripture,   John    1:29b. 

Song:   "Victory  in  Jesus." 

Prayer:  May  we  always  be  able  to 
point  others  to  the  Lamb  of  God  that 
taketh  away  the  sin  of  the  world. 

May   14,  Saturday 

Scripture,  Psa.  119:105. 
Song:  "Send  the  Light." 
Pray:   For  more  ability  and  zeal  in 
the  study  of  the  Word. 

May  1  5,  Sunday 

Scripture,  Review  last  iveek's. 
Song:    "On  the  Battlefield." 
Pray:  That  God  will  help  us  to  re- 
member and  use  these  scriptures. 

May   16,   Monday 

Scripture,  Luke   13:3b. 
Song:    "Rescue   the    Perishing." 
Prayer:  Give  us  more  power  in  tell- 
ing the  sweet  story  of  old. 

May    17,   Tuesday 

Scripture,    Acts    13:52. 

Song:  (chorus)  "I  Have  the  Joy, 
Joy,  Joy." 

Pray:  For  ability  to  live  a  happy, 
joyful    life    as    a    Christian. 

May   18,  Wednesday 

Scripture,   Ezek.   3:17a. 
Song:    "Trust  and  Obey." 
Pray:  For  courage  to  be  good  watch- 
men. 

May   19,  Thursday 

Scripture,  Gen.  4:9. 

Song:  "You  Never  Mentioned  Him 
to   Me." 

Prayer:  May  we  be,  in  reality,  our 
brother's  keeper  because  we  feel  a 
burden  for   lost  souls. 


May  20,   Friday 

Scripture,    Psa.    133:1. 

Song:  "Love  Lifted  Me." 

Prayer:  Unity  brings  power  in  serv- 
ice— so  give  us  more  unity  and  love 
that  the  power  of  God  may  be  greater. 

May  21,  Saturday 

Scripture,    Eccl.    12:13. 

Song:  "Work  for  the  Night  Is 
Coming." 

Prayer:  We  do  want  to  know  Your 
will  for  our  lives  and  then  be  able  to 
do  our  duty. 

May    22,    Sunday 

Scripture.  Review  last  iveek's. 
Song:    "Praise  Him,  Praise  Him." 
Prayer:    Thanksgiving    to    God    for 
His  goodness,  grace,  love,  and  mercy. 

May  23,   Monday 

Scripture,  Phil.  4:4. 
Song:  "I  Am  Happy  in  Jesus." 
Prayer:  Help  us  that  we  may  praise 
Thee  by  our  lives  as  well  as  our  lips. 

May  24,   Tuesday 

Scripture,  Jer.  32:27. 
Song:   "Victory  Today  Is  Mine." 
Prayer:  Give  us  a  new  vision  of  Thy 

power  and   glory  that   we  may   trust 

Thee  more. 

May  25,  Wednesday 

Scripture,  Matt.  5:6. 
Song:   "There  Is  a  Fountain." 
Prayer:   Make   us  hungry;    then   fill 
us,  we  pray. 

May  26,  Thursday 

Scripture,   Psa.    150:6. 
Song:   "He  Keeps  Me  Singing." 
Prayer:  We  do  praise  you,  Jesus,  for 
everything. 

May  27,  Friday 

Scripture,   Job  6:24a. 

Song:  "When  the  Roll  Is  Called  up 
Yonder." 

Prayer:  May  we  be  good  students  of 
our  teacher,  the  Holy  Ghost,  and  learn 
the  lesson  well. 

May  28,  Saturday 

Scripture,  Deut.  6:5. 
Song:   "I  Love  Him." 
Prayer:  Fill  us  with  love,  kindness, 
brotherhood,  and  understanding. 

May  29,  Sunday 

Scripture,  Review  last  week's. 

Song:    "I   Surrender  All." 

Prayer:  Lord,  I  have  been  hiding 
Thy  Word  in  my  heart,  now  bring  it 
to  my  remembrance  to  be  used  in  Thy 
cause. 

May   30,    Monday 

Scripture,  Gen.  1: 1. 
Song:  "I  Am  Thine,  O  Lord." 
Prayer:   In  the  beginning  of  every- 
thing  we    want  God,    in   the   end  we 
want  You,  too. 

May   31,   Tuesday 

Scripture,    Rev.    22:21. 
Song:    "Is  Your  All  on   the  Altar?" 
Prayer:    Yes,  Lord,  may  Thy  grace 
abide  in  our  hearts  to  make  us  serv- 
ants well  pleasing  in  Thy  sight. 
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The  Lighted  Pathway 


The  Rock  That  Is  Higher  Than 


Text:  Psa.  61:2,  "From  the  end  of 
the  earth  will  I  cry  unto  thee,  when 
my  heart  is  overwhelmed:  lead  me 
to  that  rock  that  is  higher  than  I." 

The  rock  of  Gibraltar,  situated  at 
the  Atlantic  entrance  to  the  Mediter- 
ranean Sea,  and  owned  by  Great 
Britain,  is  an  impregnable  fortress. 
With  portholes  at  intervals  of  twelve 
yards,  and  mounted  with  more  than 
1,000  of  the  largest  and  finest  guns, 
it  stands  as  a  silent  threat  to  the 
hopes  of  any  invader  of  the  home  of 
the  Englishman. 

In  the  mountains  of  North  Carolina, 
lifting  itself  towards  the  heavens,  is  a 
great  rock  formation  called  Chimney 
Rock.  It  is  a  reminder  that  in  the 
dateless  past,  God  shook  the  rocks 
and  mountains  and  formed  them  by 
His  mighty  power. 

However,  the  rocks  which  I  have 
mentioned  to  you  are  not  the  kind 
of  rock  David  is  speaking  of  when 
he  says:  "When  my  heart  is  over- 
whelmed: lead  me  to  the  rock  that 
is  higher  than  I."  He  is  searching  for 
a  refuge;  for  spiritual  comfort  and 
consolation. 

Man  has  been  able  to  surmount  the 
heights  of  education;  probe  the 
depths  of  the  sea;  spread  his  wings 
and  fly  faster  than  sound;  wrest 
from  the  bosom  of  Mother  Nature 
some  of  her  greatest  secrets;  yet  in 
all  of  this,  man  has  found  no  hiding 
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place  for  his  soul.  Today,  he  is  sick 
in  body,  troubled  in  mind,  and  con- 
demned to  die. 

"Behold,  a  king  shall  reign  in  right- 
eousness, and  princes  shall  rule  in 
judgment.  And  a  man  shall  be  as  a 
hiding  place  from  the  wind,  and  a 
covert  from  the  tempest;  as  rivers  of 
water  in  a  dry  place,  as  the  shadow 
of  a  great  rock  in  a  weary  land."  The 
prophet  says  that  a  "man"  shall  be 
a  hiding  place  ...  a  great  rock  in  a 
weary  land.  Paul,  in  his  letter  to  the 
church  at  Corinth,  says  that  Christ  is 
that  spiritual  Rock.  Thank  God  for 
the  refuge  we  have  in  the  Rock. 

At  the  end  of  a  very  busy  day,  the 
Master  sent  the  multitude  away  and 
boarded  a  ship  for  the  country  of  the 
Gadarenes.  Being  tired  and  weary 
from  His  ministering  to  the  needs  of 
the  people,  He  retired  to  the  hold  of 
the  ship  and  was  soon  fast  asleep. 
After  they  had  sailed  for  some  time, 
the  elements  began  to  change.  The 
sky  began  to  darken,  the  thunder 
began  to  roll  and  roar,  jagged  streaks 
of  lightning  chased  each  other  across 
the  sky,  the  wind  began  to  rise,  and 
the  storm  was  on.  Mother  Nature 
seemed  to  turn  loose  all  her  force  and 
power  against  the  little  ship  and  its 
cargo.  At  times  it  seemed  as  though 
the  waves  would  carry  it  up  into  the 
very  heavens;  again  as  though  it 
would  dash   it   to   pieces  against  the 


bottom  of  the  sea. 

One  of  the  disciples  hastened  to 
the  hold  of  the  ship  and  shook  the 
shoulder  of  the  sleeping  Saviour. 
"Master,  carest  thou  not  that  we  per- 
ish?" he  cried.  Wiping  the  sleep  from 
His  eyes,  Jesus  arose  and  made  His 
way  to  the  upper  deck,  and  walked 
out  into  the  midst  of  the  wrath  of  the 
elements.  Lifting  His  hands  toward 
the  heaven,  these  words  fell  from  His 
lips,  "Peace,  be  still."  They  are  picked 
up  by  the  wind,  carried  higher  than 
the  waves,  beyond  the  home  of  the 
lightning  and  the  sound  of  thunder, 
into  the  presence  of  God.  The  sea 
folded  her  dripping  arms  and  fell 
humbly  at  His  feet;  the  wind  returned 
to  his  place;  the  voice  of  the  thunder 
was  silent,  and  all  was  at  peace.  The 
Master  of  men,  the  Ruler  of  the  for- 
ces of  nature,  the  Rock  that  is  higher 
than    I    had   spoken! 

Listen,  friends,  it  matters  not  how 
high  the  devil  stirs  the  waves,  how 
loudly  the  thunder  sounds.  If  you 
have  the  "Rock  that  is  higher  than  I" 
in  your  heart,  just  steady  your  feet 
on  the  Word,  keep  your  eyes  on  heav- 
en and  ride  the  storm  out,  then  you 
shall  enter  the  calm  of  the  City  of 
God  and  say  with  the  poet,  "Ten 
million  years,  ten  million  more  .  .  . 
and  then  ten  million  o'er  and  o'er. 
Thank  God,  I  plan  to  live  in  them  .  .  . 
with  the  Rock  that  is  higher  than  I." 
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Did  you  know  that  The  LIGHTED  PATHWAY  is  the  leading  young  people's  magazine 
in  America?  Did  you  know  that  each  month  our  supply  is  exhausted,  usually  leaving  un- 
filled many  orders  which  come  in  late? 

The  LIGHTED  PATHWAY  is  read  around  the  globe,  having  in  its  constituency  North, 
Central,  and  South  Americans,    Indians,  Australians,  Africans,   Germans,   Japanese,   etc. 

This  is  proof  to  us  that  people  are  still  hungry  for  the  fundamental  principles  of  the 
Christian  faith  which  this  magazine  consistently  upholds.  Make  sure  that  you  do  not 
miss  any  of  the  important  issues  that  are  coming  in  the  following  months.  Mail  in  your 
subscription    today. 

I    THE   LIGHTED   PATHWAY 

k     Church  of  God  Publishing   House, 
J     Cleveland,  Tennessee 

Yes!   I  want  The  LIGHTED  PATHWAY  to  come  to  my  home  every  month.     Please 
start   my   subscription   with    the   next    issue. 


NAME 


ADDRESS 


CITY  . STATE 


As  a  gift  from   me,   please   send   The   LIGHTED   PATHWAY   to   the   person   whose 
name  is  listed  below. 

NAME 


ADDRESS 
CITY  


STATE  

CHECK   THE   PROPER   SQUARE   OR   SQUARES 

I    enclose    $1  .25    for    my    own    twelve    months'    subscription  [~ J 

I     enclose    $1.25     for    my    twelve    months'    gift    subscription  □ 


Please   bill    me   the   first  of   the   month,   and    I    will   send   payment   [_ 
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Broken  Sundays  make  "blue  Mon- 
days." While  the  Christian  to-day  is 
not  bound  by  Old  Testament  Sabbath 
laws,  yet  he  has  the  privilege  and  the 
duty  of  finding  physical  and  spiritual 
refreshment  on  the  first  day  of  the 
week.  It  is  one  of  God's  primal  laws 
that  man  should  rest  and  worship 
one  day  a  week,  and  the  Christian 
Church  since  Apostolic  times  has  ob- 
served the  first  day.  The  Lord  Jesus 
Himself  said,  "The  Sabbath  was  made 
for  man,"  and  surely  that  means  for 
his  good. 

A  Sunday  spent  in  reading  news- 
papers and  secular  magazines,  or  in 
long  and  exhausting  pleasure  trips, 
or  in  hours  of  idle  and  miscellaneous 
conversation  is  not  good  preparation 
for  a  happy,  busy  week  of  work.  Per- 
haps such  Sundays  account  for  that 
"let-down"  feeling  on  Monday  morn- 
ing, when  the  work  looks  like  a  moun- 
tain and  one's  strength  seems  un- 
equal to  it.  Fatigue  that  comes  from 
Christian  service  on  Sunday  is  an- 
other matter,  and  God  will  restore 
mmd  and  body  when  the  worker  is 
in  His  will. 

Sunday  is  a  blessed  opportunity  to 
assemble  with  other  Christians  in 
worship  and  praise,  to  find  treasure 
in  the  rich  fields  of  Christian  litera- 
ture, and  to  study  the  Bible  and  pray, 
with  the  work  of  the  week  shut  out 
by  God's  merciful  provision.  Let  us 
use  this  priceless  gift  in  a  way  that  is 
pleasing  to  God,  and  we  shall  enter 
the  new  week  with  the  renewed 
strength  that  is  freely  offered  to 
them  "that  wait  upon  the  Lord." — 
The  Sunday  School  Times. 


In  the  foreground  a  young  lady  is  ab- 
sorbed in  her  reading.  Across  the  spacious 
lawn  rises  the  classical  beauty  of  Ameri- 
ca's replica  of  Greece's  famous  Parthenon, 
located  in  Nashville,  Tennessee.  The  ori- 
ginal   Parthenon  was   in  Athens,   Greece. 
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■>       OUR  RETURNING  STUDENTS 

JOON  LEE  COLLEGE  will  end  another  term  and  its 
udents  will  be  returning  home.  Of  course,  there  will  be 
any  others  returning  from  various  colleges  and  univer- 
ses from  all  over  the  country.  How  shall  the  home 
lurches  receive  these  returning  students?  What  shall 
iey  expect  of  them?  What  should  be  their  attitude  to- 
ard  them? 

Most  returning  students  are  received  at  their  home 
lurch  by  a  few  people  of  extreme  attitudes.  For  example, 
ere  are  some  who  expect  the  returning  student  to  be 
uighty,  or  impregnated  by  an  air  of  "know  it  all."  Ex- 
iting the  student  to  make  a  display  of  his  college-gained 
lowledge,  they  become  somewhat  contemptuous  of  any 

his  or  her  views — unless  they  coincide  exactly  with 
ieir  own.  Any  opinion  of  the  student  which  does  not  fol- 
w  the  generally  accepted  course  of  thought  is  disdained, 
id  the  school,  then,  is  accused,  at  the  greatest,  of  cor- 
ipting  young  people's  minds,  or,  at  least,  of  emphasizing 
inorities  and  hypotheses.  These  are  they  who  greet  the 
turning  student  with  suspicion  and  cynicism. 
Then  there  are  those  who  hold  another  extreme  view 

the  returning  student,  by  expecting  him  or  her  to  have 
:come  an  authority  on  any  Bible  question.  They  think 
iat  the  returning  student  should  be  able  to  answer  any 
lestion,  and  will  often  interrogate  him  for  no  good 
ason  at  all.  Not  only  do  they  expect  the  student  to  have 
icome  a  Bible  authority,  but  also  to  have  learned  all  there 
to  know  about  other  fields  of  knowledge. 
It  is  needless  to  say  that  any  person  who  views  the  re- 
rning  student  with  either  of  these  extreme  attitudes  is 
;ing  very  unfair  to  the  young  person  and  is  the  cause  of 
ldue  embarrassment.  Usually  those  who  receive  the  re- 
irning  students  with  a  measure  of  scorn  are  those  who 
e  at  least  subconsciously  jealous,  or  afraid  that  some- 
le  will  eventually  supplant  them  in  the  church.  Those 
tio  expect  too  much  out  of  the  student  are  usually  those 
tio  have  been  denied  an  advanced  education  themselves 
id  have  an  exaggerated  idea  of  what  a  person  can  ab- 
>rb  from  a  college  curriculum. 

Don't  needlessly  embarrass  our  returning  students,  but 
ceive  them  naturally,  for  they  are  neither  pedants,  nor 
:eptics,  nor  even  yet  scholars,  but  are  normal  young 
;ople  who  have  learned  to  inquire  and  to  accept  nothing 
st  because  it  is  traditional  and  popular.  Their  inquisi- 
ve  minds  are  but  a  sign  of  mental  health,  and  is  in  no- 
ise skepticism  or  perplexity.  They  do  not  think  they  are 
nished  scholars,  and  no  more  expect  you  to  accept  their 
unions  just  because  they  say  so  than  you  should  expect 
iem  to  accept  yours. 
When  you  expect  them  to  know  more  than  they  do,  it 

extremely  discomfiting  to  them,  for  actually  they  have 


learned  little  more  than  that  there  is  much  more  to  learn 
than  they  will  ever  be  able  to  master.  They  are  aware  of 
the  truth  that  "a  college  education  never  hurt  anyone 
who  was  willing  to  learn  something  afterwards."  The  de- 
sire of  most  of  the  young  men  and  women  is  that  they 
can  slip  unobtrusively  back  into  their  accustomed  place 
in  the  local  worship.  They  will  not  want  to  be  examined, 
but  only  to  use  what  little  knowledge  they  have  gained 
in  a  natural,  inconspicuous  manner.  Be  considerate  of 
them  and  allow  them  to  do  so. 

It  must  be  admitted,  however,  that  some  students  do 
become  egotistical,  but  they  are  very  few  in  comparison  to 
those  who  remain  natural.  Those  who  do  allow  themselves 
to  become  tinged  by  a  "know  it  all"  air  will  learn  in 
due  time  the  truth  about  education — and  the  sooner  the 
better.  The  intelligent  student  does  not  permit  his  learn- 
ing to  sap  his  spirituality  or  to  blight  his  personality. 
O 

TWHAT  NORTH  CAROLINA  DID 
HE  STATE  OF  NORTH  CAROLINA  broke  two  LIGHT- 
ED PATHWAY  records  in  the  month  of  May,  which  means 
that  twice  this  year  new  all-time  records  have  been  estab- 
lished. In  the  month  of  January,  the  State  of  Alabama  set 
a  new  record  for  LIGHTED  PATHWAY  distribution  by  sell- 
ing more  than  18,000 — which  was  more  than  any  other 
state  had  ever  sold  for  any  previous  month.  That  same 
month  the  church  in  Alabama  City  set  a  new  record  for 
local  church  distribution  by  selling  3,150. 

But  now  North  Carolina  has  broken  both  these  records! 
Under  the  leadership  of  State  Youth  Director  E.  C.  Thom- 
as, the  pastors  and  youth  directors  of  North  Carolina  sold 
22,000  LIGHTED  PATHWAYS  in  May.  The  local  church  at 
Albemarle,  through  the  efforts  of  Pastor  B.  F.  Darnell,  sold 
3,500 — even  though  the  membership  of  the  church  is  com- 
paratively small.  The  splendid  work  of  the  people  of  this 
state  receives  our  highest  commendation,  especially  Broth- 
ers Thomas  and  Darnell. 

These  tremendous  circulation  increases  are  outstanding, 
but  they  are  also  representative,  for  the  cry  for  more 
LIGHTED  PATHWAYS  is  coming  from  around  the  world. 
Practically  every  state  is  showing  a  remarkable  increase  in 
this  field  this  year.  It  is  no  wonder  that  our  magazine  al- 
ready has  the  largest  circulation,  and  is  still  the  fastest 
growing,  Christian  youth  publication  in  America. 
O 

O  SUNDAY  SCHOOL  CONTEST 
N  EASTER  SUNDAY  the  National  Sunday  School 
Contest  came  to  a  close.  The  National  Youth  Council 
worked  hard  in  planning  and  promoting  this  contest,  and 
were  rewarded  by  an  enthusiastic  response  all  over  the 
country.  While  the  winners  of  the  contest  are  not  yet 
known,  enough  reports  have  come  in  to  make  it  certain 
that  there  has  been  an  appreciable  increase  in  Sunday 
School  attendance  during  the  spring  of  1949. 

Many  churches  doubled  their  attendance  during  this 
national  drive,  and  are  hoping  that  they  will  be  able  to 
hold  their  new  members  won  during  the  contest.  At  least 
three  local  churches  have  already  reported  an  attendance 
on  Easter  Sunday  of  more  than  1,000;  these  are  Kannap- 
olis,  North  Carolina,  who  had  almost  2,000;  North  Cleve- 
land, Tennessee;  and  Alabama  City,  Alabama.  The  Youth 
Council  is  eager  to  know  just  how  many  Sunday  Schools 
went  over  the  1,000  mark. 

The  sponsors  of  the  contest  are  to  be  congratulated  for 
creating  so  much  renewed  interest  in  Sunday  School  work. 
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Nan  Lowman  sat  on  the  platform 
at  the  Faith  Mission,  her  heart  ach- 
ing for  joy  and  peace.  Her  friends 
were  loudly  singing  praises  to  the 
Lord,  but  the  hymn  was  only  words 
to  Nan.  Lou  had  told  her  that  if  she 
accepted  Jesus  as  Saviour,  she  would 
have  peace.  Over  a  week  ago  she  had 
gone  forward  at  a  service  and  for  a 
few  moments  had  felt  free,  but  as 
soon  as  she  had  been  alone,  black 
brooding  thoughts  had  crowded  in 
upon  her. 

Lou  had  anxiously  suggested  that 
perhaps  she  should  publicly  confess 
Christ,  so  Nan  had  come  to  the  mis- 
sion to  give  a  testimony.  She  felt  she 
would  do  anything,  anything,  to  still 
the  throbbing  of  her  heart. 

Nan  knew  that  as  she  sat  there  in 
her  lime  linen  dress,  with  every 
strand  of  her  platinum-colored,  page- 
boy bob  in  place,  she  looked  like  a 
well-cared-for  doctor's  daughter  who 
had  everything  to  make  her  happy, 
but  her  trim  appearance  was  a  mask 
she  had  worn  since  her  heart  had 
been  broken. 

They  sang  another  hymn.  Nan 
glanced  at  the  congregation.  She  was 
in  a  woman's  small  mission  in  a  large 
Midwestern  city.  Women  of  all  ages 
drifted  in.  There  were  some  women 
derelicts  with  white  hair,  a  few  young 
girls,  two  colored  girls,  and — Nan 
stared — that  girl  with  the  tousled 
brown  hair,  circles  under  her  eyes, 
and  wearing  a  red  blouse.  She  looked 
familiar.  Who  was  she? 

Lou  jumped  up  and  began  to  testi- 
fy. Nan  moved  to  the  edge  of  her  seat, 
trying  to  think  what  to  say  and  won- 
dering who  the  girl  was.  Nan's  body 
stiffened!  The  girl  was  Kitty.  She  had 
seen  her  only  once,  but  she  had 
ruined  her  life.  Nan  slumped  back  in 
her  seat,  her  body  limp.  She  couldn't 
testify  in  front  of  that  girl  because 
now  she  knew  why  she  had  no  joy  and 
peace  in  Jesus.  He  said  forgive  and 
she  hadn't  forgiven  Kitty. 

The  other  girls  testified  and  Mrs. 
Talmage  began  her  message,  but 
Nan  didn't  listen.  Memories  flooded 
her  mind.  She  remembered  when  she 
was  a  chubby  girl  with  pigtails,  and 
Stuart  had  been  a  lanky  boy  trying 
to  put  on  weight  for  football.  She  had 
thought  he  was  "tops."  And  when 
Stuart  went  to  college,  leaving  her  in 
high  school,  she  could  always  weedle 
a  new  dress  from  her  dad  if  she  need- 
ed it  for  a  "date"  with  Stuart,  and  he 
could  always  get  an  advance  allow- 
ance to  go  out  with  her. 
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"I   wish  he  were  dead,"  her  father  said   in  a   harsh   and   bitter  tone. 


When  she  graduated  from  high 
school,  she  remarked,  "I  wonder 
what  I  should  do  next." 

"Marry  me,"  he  had  grinned. 

They  had  become  engaged.  With  an 
aching  heart,  Nan  wondered  where 
things  had  gone  wrong.  Had  it  been 
that  the  engagement  had  been  too 
long?  Stu  had  been  studying  to  be  a 
dentist,  and  she  drifted  along  taking 
a  course  in  home  economics.  Or  had 
she  taken  him  too  much  for  granted? 
She  had  spent  more  time  making 
things  for  their  home  than  she  had 
with  him.  Anyway,  she  had  been  sur- 
prised when  he  demanded,  "Let's  not 
wait.  Marry  me  now." 

"But  we've  no  place  to  live." 

"I  don't  want  to  wait  any  longer," 
he  had  insisted  crossly. 

So  she  had  set  the  wedding  for  New 
Year's  Day.  She  spent  most  of  her 
time  trying  to  find  a  place  for  them 
to  live,  and  when  she  succeeded,  she 
arranged  for  Stu  to  look  at  it.  She 
was  to  pick  him  up  at  the  University 
after  classes. 

She  drove  to  the  entrance.  Stu  was 
waiting,  talking  to  a  girl.  Nan  waved 
at  Stu.  He  and  the  girl  walked  over 
to  the  car,  and  Nan  turned  cold.  The 
girl  walked  too  close  to  him,  and 
there  was  a  suggestion  of  intimacy  in 
the  way  her  hand  lingered  on  his 
arm.  Stu  introduced,  "Nan,  this  is 
Kitty  Thomas." 


It  Was  Kitty 


lly  Dorothy  II  llaskin 


Through    heartbreak    Nan    Lowman   learned  the   bittersweet   lesson    of  for- 
giveness even  when   she  thought  forgiveness  impossible. 


Nan  knew  the  girl  was  cute.  Tl 
wind  had  mussed  her  brown  curls  ar 
she  came  only  to  Stu's  shoulder,  bi 
she  had  no  right  to  look  at  him  wi 
love  in  her  dark  blue  eyes.  N£ 
dangled  her  left  hand  so  that  her  rir 
flashed  in  the  sunlight  and  urge 
"Hurry  up,  Stu." 

Nan  completely  forgot  Kitty.  S 
liked  the  apartment  and  she  becan 
absorbed  in  furnishing  it;  she  eve 
decorated  it  in  her  sleep.  That  ye: 
Christmas  was  a  blur — nothing  ma 
tered  but  the  wedding.  At  the  ri 
hearsal  Stu  was  cross  and  irritabl 
but  Nan  thought  that  was  because  1 
was  excited. 

The  wedding  was  to  be  at  the  fo 
mal  church  which  she  and  Stu  attenc 
ed.  Nan  dressed  at  home,  drove  to  tl 
church  and  went  into  the  small  wai 
ing  room.  Lou,  in  blue,  held  her  boi 
quet  of  roses  and  sweet  peas.  Na 
listened  to  the  organ  and  war 
thrills  swept  through  her. 

She  glanced  at  her  watch.  It  w; 
after  three.  "Why  doesn't  she  pl£ 
the  march?" 

"I'll  find  out."  Lou  gave  Nan  tl 
bouquet  and  hurried  into  the  ha 
When  she  came  back,  her  round  fa( 
was  white.  She  whispered,  "Stu 
late." 

"I  hope  nothing  happened  to  him 
Nan  leaned  against  the  wall,  sick  i 
the  thought.  She  pulled  a  sweet  pe 
from  her  bouquet  and  crushed  it  be 
tween  her  fingers. 

Each  moment  seemed  an  hour.  Na 
pulled  the  sweet  peas,  one  by  on 
from  the  bouquet  and  dropped  thei 
onto  the  floor.  The  girls  laughe 
nervously  and  tried  to  make  excuse 
for  Stu's  being  late.  Nan  knew  th£ 
he  was  some  place  hurt  and  needin 
her. 

Her  father,  his  cheeks  sunken  an 
his  eyes  aching,  came  in.  He  sai< 
"Girls,  I  want  to  talk  to  Nan  alon< 
Lou,  you  may  stay." 

The  girls  scurried  out.  Lou  put  he 
arm  around  Nan's  waist  and  held  he 
close,  crushing  her  veil. 
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The  Lighted  Pathwa 


Rev.  Conroy  has  told  the  guests 
that  the  wedding  is  postponed.  A  tel- 
egram came  for  you,  but  your  mother 
and  I  thought  we'd  better  open   it." 

"Is  Stu  hurt?" 

"I  wish  he  were  dead,"  her  father 
said  in  a  harsh  and  bitter  tone. 

"What  do  you  mean?" 

He  passed  her  the  crumpled  tele- 
gram. She  straightened  it  out  and 
read,  "Forgive  me,  but  Kitty  and  I 
were  married  this  morning.  It  is  best 
this  way.  I  would  only  have  made  you 
unhappy.  Now  you  can  forget  me. 
Stu." 

Nan  fell  to  the  floor  in  a  faint. 

When  she  came  to,  she  was  home. 
Her  mother  had  hidden  her  wedding 
dress  and  all  signs  of  the  wedding, 
but  her  heart  cried  over  and  over 
again,  "Stu — Stu — " 

Lou  came  over,  cried  with  her,  and 
pleaded,  "You  need  Jesus.  He'll  com- 
fort you." 

Nan  crouched  in  the  corner  of  the 
divan,  a  dejected  heap.  "But  I  go  to 
church." 

"Nan,  your  church  is  rather  social, 
but  our  church  preaches  the  straight 
gospel,   that   God  loves   you,    and — " 

"I  don't  know  if  there's  a  God  or 
not.  At  least,  not  a  God  who  cares." 
Her  misery  questioned,  "Why  did  He 
let  this  happen  to  me?  I  live  right." 

There's  more  to  it  than  living 
right."  Lou  sat  beside  her  and  with  a 
serious  expression  on  her  face,  fum- 
bled for  the  right  words.  "No  one  can 
really  live  right  in  his  own  strength. 
That  was  what  happened  to  Stu.  He 
meant  to  do  right.  That  was  why  he 
hurried  the  wedding,  but — " 

"It  was  that  Kitty."  Nan  defended 
the  man  she  loved.  "She  knew  he  was 
engaged  to  me.  I  shall  never  forgive 
her." 

"Perhaps  she  didn't  know  he  was 
engaged  until  after  she  loved  him, 
and  then  the  temptation  was  too 
great.  You  see,  she  didn't  have  Jesus 
either." 

Nan  didn't  answer.  She  only  knew 
that  Stu  had  been  hers  and  another 
girl  had  taken  him  away  and  left  her 
heart  an  empty  barren  place. 

The  winter  passed  and  Nan's  heart 
wept  with  the  rain.  Her  parents  and 
friends  avoided  mentioning  Stu,  so 
she  begged  Lou  for  news.  Lou  told  her 
that  he  had  not  returned  to  the  Uni- 
versity, but  had  taken  a  job  to  sup- 
port his  wife.  His  family  had  forgiven 
him,  but  they  had  not  accepted  Kitty. 

One  morning,  in  spring,  the  head- 
lines blared,  "Scion  of  prominent 
family  killed  in  auto  accident;  leaves 
bride."  It  was  Stu!  There  had  been  a 
head-on  collision,  Stu  had  been  killed, 
and  Kitty  taken  to  the  hospital. 

When  Lou  came  over,  Nan's  eyes 
were  swollen  from  weeping. 

Lou  put  her  arm  on  Nan's  shoulder 
and  said  tenderly,  "Nan,  can't  you  see 
you  need  Jesus?" 

"I  can't  go  on  like  this,"  Nan 
choked.  She  crumpled  her  handker- 
chief in  her  hands,  and  they  were  so 
thin  that  her  knuckles  showed 
through  thin  transparent  skin. 

Nan  went  to  church  with  Lou  and 
listened.  The  message  was  different, 
but  her  heart  told  her  it  was  true. 


Nan   broke   into  a   run.    Drops  of  rain  fell   on    her  face,   on    her   hair. 


She  had  gone  forward,  but  when  she 
hadn't  found  peace,  she  had  come  to 
Faith  Mission  only  to  see  Kitty  and 
realize  that  her  lack  of  forgiveness 
stood  between  her  and  Jesus. 

Mrs.  Talmage  gave  the  altar  call. 
Two  women  came  forward  and  work- 
ers knelt  with  them.  The  girl  at  the 
piano  played  "Just  as  I  Am."  Lou 
edged  close  to  Nan  and  whispered, 
"Why  didn't  you  testify?" 

"I — "  Nan  saw  Kitty  come  toward 
her.  Her  red  blouse  and  checked  skirt 
hung  loosely  on  her  and  her  eyes  were 
sunken  as  if  she  had  not  slept  for 
months.  She  said,  "If  what  the  speak- 
er says  is  true,  I'd  like  to  be  a  Chris- 
tian. I  need  something.  Are  you  a 
Christian?" 

"Yes,"  Nan  faltered,  confused. 

"Did  you  forgive  me  for  marrying 
Stu?" 

"No,"  Nan  breathed,  her  shattered 
hopes  twisted  her  heart. 

"Then  being  a  Christian  doesn't 
work.  There's  nothing  to  life,"  Kitty 
choked,  and  hurried  down  the  aisle. 

"See  what  you've  done,"  Lou  re- 
proached. "You've  driven  her  away 
from  Jesus.  If  she  goes  to  hell,  you'll 
be  to  blame.  Can't  you  see  that  her 
soul  is  more  important  than  your  love 
for  Stu?" 

The  words  beat  against  Nan  like 
the  blows  of  a  whip,  and  out  of  her 
misery  and  heartache,  one  thing 
loomed,  she  needed  Jesus,  and  to  be 
right  with  Him  she  had  to  forgive 
Kitty.  She  pushed  Lou  aside  and  hur- 
ried toward  the  door. 

On  the  street  her  eyes  darted  from 
left  to  right,  searching  among  the 
crowd.  Was  that  Kitty's  red  blouse  at 
the  corner?  Nan  broke  into  a  run. 
Drops  of  rain  fell  on  her  face,  on  her 
hair.   The  signal  changed   and  Kitty 


went  forward.  When  Nan  reached  the 
corner,  the  signal  turned  red.  Nan 
waited,  staring  at  the  red  blouse.  On 
the  yellow  light  she  stepped  off  the 
curb. 

Kitty's  red  blouse  turned  the  cor- 
ner. Nan  clutched  her  throat  as  she 
realized  that  Kitty  was  going  toward 
the  bridge  over  the  river,  where  so 
many  had  dropped  into  the  swirling 
waters.  "Dear  God,  help  me  reach 
her." 

The  rain  fell  faster  and  faster, 
driving  people  off  the  street.  Nan's 
linen  dress  clung  to  her,  and 
her  straight  blonde  hair  lay  in 
wet  streaks  against  her  face.  She 
turned  the  corner — the  red  blouse 
had  reached  the  bridge. 

Lightning  flashed.  "Kitty,"  Nan 
screamed,  but  the  roar  of  the  thunder 
drowned  out  her  cry.  Kitty  climbed 
onto  the  rail  and  stared  down  at  the 
tumbling  waters.  Nan  spurted  for- 
ward and  threw  her  arms  about 
Kitty's  waist. 

"Let  me  go,"  Kitty  cried,  strug- 
gling  to   loose   herself. 

"I  won't." 

Kitty  looked  around,  recognized 
Nan  and  sobbed,  "What  have  I  to  live 
for  with  Stu  gone?" 

"I've  suffered  as  much  as  you,  but 
the  important  thing  is  not  who  mar- 
ried Stu  here,  but  who'll  be  with 
Jesus  forever  and  ever." 

"Do  you  forgive  me?" 

Nan  swallowed  and  murmured,  "I 
forgive  you."  Something  within  her 
heart  melted  and  a  warmth  surged 
through  her. 

"Then  I'll  believe."  Kitty  slipped 
off  the  railing,  onto  the  bridge. 

"We'll  find  Jesus  together."  Nan  put 
her  arm  around  Kitty's  shoulder,  and 
(Continued  on  page  22) 
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EXCE 


1  Timothy  4:12,  "Let  no  man  despise 
thy  youth;  but  be  thou  an  example  of 
believers  .  .  ." 


iC 
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Paul  knew  men.  He  understood  their 
whims  and  their  prejudices — he  knew 
the  reasoning  of  the  human  mind.  He 
knew  that  young  men  are  disdained 
and  held  in  contempt  by  their  elders 
—until  they  have  proved  their  mettle. 
He  knew  that  Timothy  could  not  be  a 
leader  of  men  by  being  merely  an- 
other of  the  believers,  but  that  he,  be- 
ing a  young  man,  must  be  an  exam- 
ple of  the  believers.  Paul  knew  that 
older  minds  would  revolt  against  a 
young  leader  until  he  emerged,  by 
trial  and  deed,  a  paragon  of  the  be- 
lievers. He  knew  that  a  young  man 
cannot  be  mediocre — he  must  be  eith- 
er exemplary  or  obscure. 

From  the  time  Paul  wrote  these 
words  to  this  time  of  their  repetition, 
the  circumstances  have  not  changed. 
Older  men  are  still  prone  to  shrug 
from  their  minds  the  suggestions  of 
young  men;  still  apt  to  laugh  at  their 
grandiose  dreams;  still  inclined  to  re- 
gard young  men  with  an  air  of  mixed 
tolerance  and  pity.  Paul  exhorted  Tim- 
othy to  conduct  himself  in  such  an 
honorable  manner  that  "no  man  de- 
spise thy  youth."  How  wonderfully 
understanding  of  Paul.  He  did  not  use 
those  insulting  words,  "Oh,  you'll  grow 
up  some  day."  Nor  did  he  say,  "We  do 
not  expect  as  much  from  you  as  we  do 
older  men — we  realize  you  are  young!" 
No,  Paul  was  too  noble  to  say  things 
like  that.  He  spoke  the  very  words 
that  a  mettlesome  youth  wants  to 
hear:  ".  .  .  be  thou  an  EXAMPLE  .  .  ." 
He  wanted  Timothy  to  realize  that  he 
would  not  be  readily  accepted  unless 
he  displayed  a  commanding  grace, 
and  a  convincing  ability.  Yet  Paul 
stressed  the  fact  that  a  young  person 
can  be  as  spiritual  as  a  more  mature 
person.  How  wonderfully  inspiring 
were  his  words.  Young  people  do  not 
want  pity,  they  want  confidence;  they 
do  not  want  you  to  make  excuses  for 
them,  they  want  you  to  expect  some- 
thing from  them;  they  want  no  favors, 
but  they  do  want  recognition;  they 
want  to  prove  that  they  can  be  ex- 
emplars of  excellence. 

ZEAL  TO  EXCEL 
The  ambition  to  excel  is  not  a  sin — 
it  is  a  virtue.  Verily,  it  is  a  dishonor  to 
be  mediocre  when  it  is  possible  to  be 
magnanimous.  Did  not  Paul  himself 
direct  the  Corinthians  to  "seek  that  ye 
may  excel  to  the  edifying  of  the 
church,"  1  Cor.  14:12?    Again,  did  he 


not  praise  the  lofty  desire  of  a  man 
who  aspires  to  be  a  bishop — and  he 
immediately  set  forth  the  exact  de- 
mands of  such  an  honorable  position 
(1  Tim.  3:1).  Dare  to  excel,  for,  by 
your  excelling,  others  are  blessed  also. 
The  cost  of  excelling  is  great.  No 
one  can  wile  away  his  time,  or  be 
slothful  in  business,  or  evade  responsi- 
bilities, or  blench  from  suffering,  or 
refuse  to  sacrifice,  if  he  would  attain 
the  stature  of  excellence.  Paul  became 
an  example  of  ministers  because  of  his 
courage  in  facing  danger  and  his  in- 
tegrity in  all  circumstances.  Read  2 
Cor.  11:22-28  and  you  will  discover  the 
price  Paul  paid  for  his  niche  in  the 
annals  of  Christendom,  and  his  undy- 
ing remembrance  in  the  hearts  of 
good  men.  Excelling  is  not  in  wistful 
dreaming;  it  is  in  creative  doing! 

HUMBLENESS 

"Let  no  man  despise  thy  youth!" 
There  must  be  a  cause  when  older 
men  despise  their  juniors.  Is  it  be- 
cause some  young  men  do  not  have  the 
equilibrium  to  meet  success  with  a 
sane  and  thankful  heart?  Is  it  be- 
cause some  cannot  succeed  in  the 
slightest  measure  without  becoming 
haughty  and  intolerable?  Paul  warned 
that  a  novice  should  not  become  a 
bishop,  "lest  being  lifted  up  with  pride 
he  fall  into  the  condemnation  of  the 
devil."  It  must  be  admitted  that  noth- 
ing is  more  revolting  than  to  see  a 
person  who  is  not  intelligent  enough 
to  know  that  all  his  success  comes 
from  God.  Nothing  so  nauseates  as 
the  young  man  who  considers  himself 
the  blessing  of  God  to  the  Church — 
or,  frankly,  "the  biggest  pebble  on  the 
beach." 

When  David  had  killed  Goliath,  and 
the  women  of  Israel  sang  their  eulo- 
gies of  his  might,  he  did  not  become 
vainglorious,  and  swagger  about  the 
town  in  self-acknowledged  impor- 
tance. He  did  not  boast  because  he 
had  done  something  that  the  old  ex- 
perienced soldiers  (even  the  great 
king!)  were  afraid  to  do.  He  knew 
who  it  was  that  really  killed  the  giant: 
GOD.  How  did  success  affect  David? 
1  Sam.  18:14,  "And  David  behaved 
himself  very  wisely  in  all  his  ways; 
and  the  Lord  was  with  him."  What 
was  the  effect  of  David's  humility? 
"Saul  .  .  .  was  afraid  of  him."  He  knew 
that  a  humble  man  of  God  is  uncon- 
querable. "But  all  Israel   and    Judah 


loved  David  .  .  ."  He  was  the  kind  of 
example  they  wanted  to  follow:  able 
and  confident,  but  humble  and  re- 1 
spectful.  He  was  an  exemplar  of  ex- 
cellence. 

EXAMPLES 

You  may  dwell  in  the  valleys  of 
commonplaceness  if  you  desire,  but 
it  is  not  because  you  must.  There  is  a 
place  for  you  (if  you  will  claim  it) 
high  in  the  peaks  of  excellence.  If 
you  do  not  succeed,  don't  say  it  is  be- 
cause you  are  young.  Young  people 
are  those  whom  Paul  encouraged  to 
become  the  examples.  If  you  are  not 
a  spiritual,  consecrated  Christian,  do 
not  say  it  is  because  you  are  young,  but 
that  it  is  because  you  are  not  deter- 
mined. You  can  be  an  example  in 
word,  in  conversation,  in  charity,  in 
spirit,  in  faith,  in  purity.  One  of 
the  blackest  lies  that  the  devil  has 
ever  pushed  over  on  the  human  is 
that  young  people  cannot  be  devoted 
Christians — that  it  is  harder  for  them 
to  be  spiritual-minded  than  it  is  for 
older  people.  This  choice  bit  of  satanic 
deception  is  repudiated  by  every  scrip- 
ture which  deals  with  young  people, 
and  is  proved  false  every  day  by  the 
devoted  lives  of  young  Christians. 
Don't  try  to  excuse  your  lukewarm  ex- 
perience with  this  cowardly  alibi;  ad- 
mit that  you  are  not  really  trying. 
The  lives  of  others  laugh  at  you. 

When  George  Whitefield  was  only 
twenty-three,  he  left  England,  his 
friends,  and  relatives  to  become 
a  missionary  to  the  settlers  and  In- 
dians in  Georgia.  At  this  young  age, 
he  was  considered  the  GREATEST 
PREACHER  ALIVE!  When  he  returned 
to  England,  no  building  could  com- 
fortably hold  the  vast  crowds  which 
came  to  hear  him  preach.  Was  he  de- 
spised because  of  his  age?  Certainly 
not!  They  only  marvelled  at  his  awe- 
some power  with  God. 

Charles  Spurgeon  was  pastoring 
his  second  church  when  he  was 
only  nineteen.  So  great  were  the 
throngs  that  came  to  hear  him  preach, 
Exeter  Hall  had  to  be  used  until  a 
new  church  could  be  built.  That  could 
not  contain  them,  and  a  tabernacle 
was  erected.  This  man's  age  was  never 
considered,  nor  was  his  consecration 
to  God  ever  doubted.  He  was  an  ex- 
ample. 
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Jonathan  Edwards  was  a  very  pre- 
cocious youth.  When  he  was  only 
ten  years  old,  he  wrote  a  tract  on  "The 
Nature  of  the  Soul."  At  thirteen  he 
entered  Yale  University,  and  graduat- 
ed, as  valedictorian,  when  he  was  sev- 
enteen. He  studied  theology  for  two 
more  years,  then  became  a  tutor  in 
Yale  at  nineteen.  When  his  grand- 
father died,  Jonathan  was  twenty-six. 
He  then  stepped  from  assistant-pastor 
(of  his  grandfather's  church)  to  pas- 
tor. It  was  one  of  the  largest,  wealth- 
iest, most  fashionable  churches  in 
early  America.  He  became  one  of  the 
most  venerable  preachers  to  ever 
grace  the  American  pulpit. 

Emperor  Constantine  was  only 
twenty-four  when  he  saw  the  vision  of 
the  Flaming  Cross,  "Hoc  Signe  Vince," 
and  became  the  champion  of  the 
Christian  cause  in  the  Roman  Empire. 
One  year  later,  at  twenty-five,  he  is- 
sued the  Edict  of  Milan,  which  assured 
the  Christians  of  tolerance  in  the 
Empire,  if  not,  indeed,  official  sanc- 
tion. Christianity  then  began  in  ear- 
nest its  conquest  of  Europe. 

Thomas  Young  was  acquainted 
with  Hebrew,  Greek,  Latin,  Arabic, 
Persion,  French,  and  Italian  at  the 
early  age  of  fourteen. 

Booker  T.  Washington,  the  eman- 
cipator of  the  Negro  mind,  was  ap- 
pointed organizer  and  principal  of 
Tuskegee  Normal  and  Industrial  In- 
stitute when  he  was  twenty-one.  Re- 
member that  this  great  Negro  exam- 
ple was  born  in  slavery,  and  that  his 
own  intrepidity  was  his  greatest  en- 
couragement. At  thirteen  he  had 
walked,  catching  an  occasional  ride 
on  a  cart  or  wagon,  five  hundred  miles 
to  Hampton,  Va.,  so  he  could  attend 
school.  He  paid  for  his  board  by  being 
janitor.  Although  he  was  always 
hampered  by  bonds  of  racial  preju- 
dice, he  pitted  himself  against  every 
obstacle  and  attained  this  appoint- 
ment while  a  very  young  man. 

Dwight  L.  Moody  was  three  years 
old  when  his  father  died.  He  was  a 
very  mischievous  lad  until  he  was 
converted  at  eighteen.  When  he  was 
twenty-one,  he  organized  a  Sunday 
School,  which  grew  into  a  church  be- 
cause of  Moody's  personal  energy  and 
endeavor.  At  twenty-three  he  stepped 
out  of  business  to  devote  himself  to 
the  ministry.  At  twenty-eight  he  be- 
came president  of  the  Y.M.C.A.  From 
this  he  went  on  to  become  an  evan- 
gelist who  has  never  since  been 
equalled — from  a  mischievous,  dirty 
orphan  to  the  world's  greatest  soul- 
winner. 

David  Livingstone  was  another  poor 
youth,  and  had  to  work  in  a  cot- 
ton mill  at  the  age  of  ten.  He  was 
very  ambitious,  however,  and  at  the 
age  of  twenty-three  he  had  qualified 
himself  to  undertake  a  college  curric- 
ulum. When  he  was  twenty-five,  the 
London  Missionary  Society  accepted 
him  as  a  candidate.  At  twenty-seven 
he  received  his  medical  degree,  and 
sailed  for  South  Africa. 

William  Booth,  founder  of  the 
Salvation  Army,  was  converted  at  the 
age  of  fifteen.    He  conducted  a  few 


revivals  the  same  year.  Although  he 
had  to  work  to  help  support  his  fa- 
ther's family,  he  became  a  regular 
minister  in  the  Methodist  New  Con- 
nection when  he  was  twenty-three. 
His  life  of  sacrifice  and  holy  energy 
is  one  of  the  most  inspiring  examples 
ever  lived.  (Beside  him,  too,  stands 
Catherine  his  wife.  May  her  unrelent- 
ing firmness,  her  snowwhite  holiness, 
her  sweet,  unexpected  sacrifices  never 
be  forgotten.) 

When  Joan  of  Arc  was  thirteen 
she  began  consecrating  her  life  to 
God.  While  her  playmates  thought  of 
the  boys  (?),  Joan  was  spending 
nights  in  solitude  and  prayer.  She  was 
leading  the  French  forces  in  victory 
after  victory  when  she  was  sixteen 
and  seventeen.  Her  short,  glorious  life 
ended  when  she  was  nineteen,  the  age 
when  many  girls'  think  it  is  impossible 
to  be  consecrated  to  God! 

OTHERS 

On  and  on  we  would  cite  the  lives 
and  achievements  of  glorious  young 
people — examples  who  lived  and 
breathed,  thrust  aside  every  hin- 
drance, and  survived  every  tempta- 
tion, to  excel  to  the  glory  of  God  and 
the  salvation  of  souls.  Not  only  in  the 
work  of  the  kingdom  have  young 
people  served  as  examples,  but  in  ev- 
ery walk  of  human  life! 

William  Pitt,  the  younger,  was 
Prime  Minister  of  Great  Britain  when 
he  was  only  twenty-four. 

Poet  John  Keats  had  become  world 
renowned  before  he  died  at  the  age 
of  twenty-six. 

Robert  M.  Hutchins  became  presi- 
dent of  the  University  of  Chicago  at 
the  age  of  thirty. 

Raphael,  one  of  the  four  greatest 
(if  not  THE  greatest)  artists  who  ever 
lived,  was  left  an  orphan  at  eleven, 
began  painting  independently  at  sev- 
enteen, painted  most  of  his  greatest 
works  before  he  was  twenty-five,  died 
at  thirty-seven  because  of  overwork. 

Franz  Schubert  wrote  his  first  opera 
when  he  was  seventeen.  (There  are 
numerous  musical  prodigies.) 

The  Greek  astronomer  Hipparchus 
was  only  thirty  when  he  discovered 
the  precession  of  the  equinoxes;  be- 
fore he  died  (at  thirty-five)  he  cat- 
alogued over  one  thousand  stars,  and 
founded  trigonometry. 

TIMOTHY 

When  Paul  was  writing  to  the  Phil- 
ippians  concerning  Timothy,  he  said: 
"For  I  have  no  one  like-minded,  who 
will  naturally  care  for  your  state." 
What?  Remember  that  this  was  a 
young  man.  "But  ye  know  the  proof 
of  him  (He  stood  the  test! — Moffatt)." 
What  a  glorious  recommendation  to 
give  to  any  person. 

How  thrilling  it  would  have  been  to 
know  Timothy.  How  inspiring  his  life 
still  is!  Is  it  impossible  to  have  other 
young  men  like  him?  No!  There  are 
men  like  him  living  today,  every  day: 
examples  of  the  believers;  old  men's 
minds  in  young  men's  bodies;  Chris- 
tian devotion  that  comes  with  age — 
united  with  the  fervent  zeal  that 
comes  with  youth. 


Aide  B.  Harrison 
Honored 


On  Monday  morning,  May  2, 
Mrs.  Alda  B.  Harrison  was  fea- 
tured on  the  Mutual  Broadcasting 
System's  program  entitled  "Tell 
Your  Neighbor,"  She  had  been 
nominated  for  this  honor  by  Mrs. 
Nora  Chambers. 

In  homes  all  over  America,  the 
story  of  the  founding  of  The 
LIGHTED  PATHWAY  was  heard. 
Narrator  Walter  Mason  told  of 
Sister  Harrison's  early  struggles 
to  bring  The  LIGHTED  PATH- 
WAY into  healthy  being.  He  told 
of  her  sacrifices  and  discourage- 
ments, and  of  her  dauntless  cour- 
age which  eventually  carried  The 
LIGHTED  PATHWAY  to  a  place 
of  prominence  among  Christian 
periodicals. 

This  nation-wide  recognition  of 
the  youth  paper  and  its  founder 
is  one  which  we  have  recognized 
for  many  years.  Our  former  editor 
is  esteemed  highly  by  our  young 
people  and  our  older  people  wher- 
ever her  name  has  been  heard. 

The  story  of  Sister  Harrison's 
life  doesn't  end  with  her  retire- 
ment from  the  editorship  of  The 
LIGHTED  PATHWAY,  but  she 
continues  to  lead  an  active  but 
less  strenuous  life.  Narrator  Wal- 
ter Mason  told  the  nation  about 
her  present  activities  among  the 
young  married  couples  of  Lee  Col- 
lege. Not  only  is  she  active  in 
these  homemakers'  affairs  and 
problems,  but  she  is  also  the 
spirit  and  influence  behind 
a  current  playground  and  nur- 
sery project  here  at  Lee  College. 

This  broadcast  was  a  fit  salute 
to  one  who  has  done  much  for 
the  homes  and  the  young  people 
of  our  church  and  land.  Sister 
Harrison  is  in  ill  health  and  is 
not  capable  of  the  arduous  tasks 
of  her  former  years,  but  still  she 
lives  and  her  life  is  an  influence 
and  force  for  good. 

I  am  sure  she  will  be  happy  to 
receive  your  letters  and  cards  of 
congratulation. — Editor. 


June,  1949 
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"Mark,  I  am  so  glad  you  chose  to 
visit  me  this  summer.  I  have  been 
waiting  until  you  came  to  discuss  an 
important  matter.  You  have  been  my 
favorite  nephew,  Son." 

These  were  the  words  of  Uncle 
Harvey  Wimberly  to  his  nephew, 
Mark  Anderson,  a  few  days  after  his 
arrival.  Uncle  Harvey  and  Aunt  Ella 
lived  in  a  beautiful,  luxuriously  fur- 
nished home,  located  in  a  small  village 
not  far  from  a  Midwestern  city. 
Uncle  Harvey  had  been  a  successful 
businessman  and  his  heart  was  set 
on  accumulating  wealth  for  the  fu- 
ture. 

Mark  had  just  finished  his  high 
school  work,  having  graduated,  in  the 
spring,  from  Lamesa  High,  and  he 
was  planning  to  attend  a  Christian 
college  in  the  fall,  where  he  could  pre- 
pare for  the  ministry. 

"You  may  not  know,  Mark,"  con- 
tinued his  uncle,  "that  your  Aunt 
Ella  and  I  really  wanted  to  adopt  you 
when  your  mother  died,  but  your  fa- 
ther would  not  consent  to  giving  a 
one  of  you  up.  Of  course,  he  did  both 
a  father's  and  mother's  part  by  you 
children,  but  had  he  permitted  some 
of  you  to  be  adopted,  it  would  have 
been  easier  for  him." 

"Yes,  Father  deserves  all  our  praise 
for  the  way  he  took  care  of  us.  I 
hear  so  many  boys  praising  their 
mothers,  but  they  say  very  little  about 
their  fathers.  Since  Mother  had  to 
leave  us  when  we  were  small,  I  don't 
remember  her  so  well,  but  I  shall 
never  forget  the  kind  deeds  Father 
has  done.  To  me  Father's  Day  is  more 
important  than  Mother's  Day.  No  son 
or  daughter  of  my  father's  will  ever 
forget  him. 

"I  can  never  forget  that  sad  day 
when  after  the  funeral  all  the  rel- 
atives had  gone  to  their  homes,  and 
Father  came  in  the  house  and  found 
us  gathered  in  the  back  bedroom. 
It  seems  I  can  see  him  standing  in 
the  doorway  now.  He  started  to  say 
something,  but  could  not  because  of 
the  lump  which  came  up  in  his  throat. 
Samuel  told  me  that  later.  Little 
Judy  ran  to  him  and,  clinging  to  his 
hand,  asked,  'Father,  can't  we  stay 
with  you?  I  don't  want  to  go  live  with 
Aunt  Jo.'  Puzzled,  Father  began  ques- 
tioning us  as  to  what  she  meant. 
Samuel  explained  about  taking  us 
to  the  back  room  and  telling  us  to 
keep  quiet,  and  how  our  relatives, 
not  realizing  we  could  hear  them, 
had  talked,  some  of  them  seeming  to 
think  Father  would  have  to  give  some 
of  us  away.  Of  course,  you  and  Auntie 
were  overseas  at  that  time  and  knew 
nothing  of  the  plans  of  the  others. 
When  Samuel  got  through,  Father 
said,  'All  of  you  are  staying  with  me,' 
and  how  glad  we  were  made.  Judy 
and  Grace  were  small,  so  the  boys 
who  were  older  had  to  take  over  the 
housework  and  cooking.  Mother  had 
taught  Samuel  and  Glenn  how  to  do 
everything  about  the  house;  there- 
fore they  gladly  took  that  responsi- 
bility in  order  to  keep  us  all  together. 
Father  assigned  some  tasks  for  each 
one  of  us  to  perform  and  helped  us  to 
become    adjusted    to    our    work    and 


keep  things  in  order.  How  could  any 
of  us  do  less  than  our  best  for  a 
kind  father  who  so  unselfishly  sac- 
rificed for  the  comfort  of  his  family?" 

"Yes,  Son,"  assented  Uncle  Harvey, 
"your  father  should  be  honored  by 
you  children.  Now  let  us  talk  about 
yourself.  As  I  have  said,  you  are  my 
favorite,  and,  although  I  failed  to 
get  you  for  my  own  son,  I  want  to 
give  you  the  education  that  I  had  the 
privilege  of  obtaining.  Aunt  Ella  and 
I  have  planned  to  send  you  to  the 
best  university  in  the  state  and  pre- 
pare you  for  the  business  world." 

"But,  Uncle  Harvey,"  Mark  hesi- 
tatingly said,  "I  want  to  attend  a 
Christian  college.  You  see,  I  want  to 
be  a  minister." 

"A  minister!"  he  exclaimed,  sitting 
upright  in  his  chair.  "Now,  Son,  you 
can't  refuse  to  go  to  the  college  of 
my  choice.  Get  your  business  training 
and  prepare  for  work  which  will  pay 
big  dividends.  Do  the  sensible  thing. 
Who  ever  saw  a  parsonage  furnished 
like  our  home  is  furnished?" 

"Perhaps  no  one,  Uncle  Harvey, 
but  I  don't  want  a  mansion  here  on 
earth.  The  Bible  tells  us  to  'lay  up 
treasures  in  heaven,  where  neither 
moth  nor  rust  doth  corrupt,  and 
where  thieves  do  not  break  through 
nor  steal.'  Since  our  revival  this 
spring,  I  have  had  a  burning  desire 
to  spend  my  life  in  the  service  of  God. 
Earthly  possessions  will  do  us  no  good 
after  this  life.  Souls  are  dying  every 
day  without  hope  of  eternal  life. 
I  prefer  to  work  for  God  down  here 
and  wait  until  I  reach  heaven  to  live 
in  one  of  those  beautiful  mansions 
the  Lord  is  preparing  for  the  faithful." 

"And  so  you  will  wait  until  the 
hereafter,  will  you?"  grinned  Uncle 
Harvey,  sarcastically.  "That's  just  a 
hope,  Son.  You  had  better  grasp  the 
good  things  of  this  life  while  you 
have  the  opportunity." 

"That  is  why  I  want  to  go  to  a 
Christian  college,"  replied  Mark, 
smiling.  "If  you  were  a  Christian, 
Uncle  Harvey,  you  would  understand. 
I  appreciate  your  desire  to  give  me 
the  college  education  you  have  sug- 
gested, but  God  will  abundantly  re- 
ward you,  if  you  will  permit  my  going 
to  the  college  of  my  choice.  I  feel  def- 
initely led  to  go  to  this  particular 
school." 

"I  can't  see  myself  financing  you 
there  for  four  years.  You  had  better 
think  this  over  some  more,"  declared 
Uncle  Harvey.  "I  have  had  my  heart 
set  on  seeing  you  graduate  from  my 
old  alma  mater.  We  shall  talk  more 
about  this  later." 

As  soon  as  his  uncle  left,  Mark 
went  to  his  room.  Kneeling  by  a 
chair,  he  poured  out  his  heart  to  God. 
Many  times  in  the  last  few  months 
the  Lord  had  relieved  his  burdened 
heart.  His  mind  was  definitely  made 
up  and  if  Uncle  Harvey  would  not 
finance  his  training  in  a  Christian 
school,  another  way  would  be  pro- 
vided. For  some  time  he  had  known 
Uncle  Harvey  planned  to  send  him  to 
college;  therefore  he  had  hoped  and 
prayed  that  he  could  convince  him 
that  his  choice  would  be  the  best  for 
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him.  Of  course,  he  could  work  his  way 
through  school  and  his  dear  old  dad 
would  do  all  he  could  to  help  him,  but 
with  two  sisters  and  a  brother  yet  in 
high  school,  he  had  hoped  he  would 
not  have  to  depend  on  him  for  further 
help  in  his  training. 

One  scripture  seemed  to  stand  out 
in  his  mind;  all  that  day  he  thought 
on  the  meaning  of  the  verse,  "Delight 
thyself  also  in  the  Lord;  and  he  shall 
give  thee  the  desires  of  thine  heart," 
and  just  why  this  special  scripture 
should  come   to  him. 

Late  that  night,  Mark  was  awakened 
suddenly  from  his  sleep.  As  he  lay 
there  thinking  of  the  conversation 
which  he  had  with  his  uncle,  the 
enemy  tempted  him  to  accept  the  of- 
fer which  had  been  made.  "What  dif- 
ference does  it  make  which  school 
you  attend,  just  so  you  get  the  train- 
ing?" the  tempter  said.  "You  are 
foolish  to  reject  this  offer.  God  won't 
miss  one  man.  Think  how  good  your 
uncle  has  been  to  you,  and  how  he  has 
looked  forward  to  seeing  you  through 
the  university.  Your  father  has 
worked  hard  to  give  all  his  boys  and 
girls  a  good  education.  Now  you 
should  prepare  to  help  him,  and  with 
a  good  business  education  you  could 
help  him.  If  you  become  a  minister, 
you  will  do  well  to  support  yourself." 
All  these  thoughts  passed  through 
Mark's  mind,  and  he  had  almost  be- 
come willing  to  accept  Uncle  Harvey's 
offer  when  he  fell  asleep. 

Again  Mark  awakened,  and  to  his 
mind  came  thoughts  of  the  revival 
of  the  past  spring.  He  recalled  how 
he  had  dedicated  his  life  to  the  serv- 
ice of  God.  Once  more  he  could  vision 
many  lost  souls  dying  without  God 
and  hope.  It  seemed  that  God  came 
down  and  talked  with  him,  pointing 
out  that  he  should  prepare  for  His 
work,  that  if  he  should  consider  tak- 
ing training  for  the  business  world 
first,  he  might  lose  the  vision  of  lost 
souls.  Great  joy  came  to  his  heart 
when  he  renewed  his  promise  to  the 
Lord  that  he  would  follow  the  lead- 
ings of  the  Spirit  of  God  regardless 
Df  the  cost. 

Early  the  next  morning  Mark  arose 
before  the  other  members  of  the 
family.  Taking  his  Bible,  he  read 
many  scriptures  which  encouraged 
lis  heart,  then  turned  to  the  Book 
3f  Psalms  and  read  the  verse  which 
tiad  come  to  his  mind  the  day  before, 
'Delight  thyself  in  the  Lord  . . ."  Evi- 
dently this  meant  to  praise  God  for 
flis  goodness. 

That  afternoon  while  he  was  in  the 
ibrary  busily  engaged  in  reading  the 
Bible,  Mr.  Wimberly  came  in  for  a 
mat.  After  discussing  other  matters 
with  his  nephew,  he  asked,  "Have  you 
;hought  more  about  our  conversation 
)f  last  evening?" 

"Yes,  I  have,"  responded  Mark,  "and 
[  have  been  tempted  to  accept  your 
)ffer — " 

"Now  you  are  talking  with  sense," 
rejoined  his  uncle,  with  a  happy  smile; 
'I  thought  you  would  change  your 
riind." 

"But  wait,  Uncle  Harvey.  I  said  I 
was   tempted  to    accept    your  offer," 


corrected  Mark,  "but  God  gave  me 
strength,  through  His  Word,  to  over- 
come that  temptation,  and  I  am  still 
determined  to  go  to  a  Christian  col- 
lege." 

"You  puzzle  me,  Mark.  Most  young 
men  would  jump  at  the  opportunity 
which  I  am  offering  you.  Your  reason- 
ing isn't  logical  according  to  business 
ethics." 

"But  it  is  logical  according  to  the 
Bible,"  smiled  Mark,  "and  that  is  the 
Book  I  live  by." 

"I  see  you  are  resolved  to  have  your 
own  way.  Well,  so  am  I.  If  you  refuse 
to  attend  the  university  of  my  choice, 
I  don't  promise  to  help  you  financial- 
ly," retorted  Uncle  Harvey  spiritedly. 

"Uncle  Harvey,  I  am  more  con- 
cerned about  the  welfare  of  your  soul 
than  I  am  about  your  money.  I  am 
willing  to  work  my  way  through  col- 
lege. You  see,  Uncle,  I  can  get  along 
without  your  money  somehow,  but 
you  can't  get  along  very  well  without 
my  Saviour.  Won't  you  consider  the 
most  important  thing  in  life?" 

To  this  he  replied,  "I  am  very  well 
satisfied  with  my  bank  account,  and 
you  had  better  consider  your  finan- 
cial welfare,  too,  young  man." 

No  more  was  said  about  Mark's 
future  for  several  days.  The  week  be- 
fore he  was  to  return  to  his  father's 
farm,  Mark  met  his  uncle  on  the 
courthouse  square,  according  to  agree- 
ment, and  the  two  men  went  to  the 
largest  dry  goods  store  the  town  af- 
forded. As  they  walked  up  the  street 
together,  his  uncle  said,  "Well,  you 
will  be  leaving  us  in  a  few  days, 
Mark.  I  hope  you  have  enjoyed  your 
visit  and  will  be  coming  back  soon. 
Although  you  and  I  fail  to  agree  as 
to  how  you  should  prepare  for  your 
future,  I  have  enjoyed  having  you 
in  my  home.  Before  you  leave,  I  want 
to  buy  you  a  nice  suit.  That  is  my 
reason  for  asking  you  to  come  to 
town  this  afternoon." 

Mr.  Wimberly  was  very  generous 
and  not  only  bought  him  a  new  suit, 
but  also  hat,  shoes,  shirts,  and  many 
other  things  which  he  knew  Mark 
would  be  needing  in  college.  "This," 
he  thought  to  himself,  "is  about  the 
extent  of  my  financial  help." 

The  two  men  had  made  their  pur- 
chases and  were  on  their  way  back  to 
their  parked  car  in  the  square,  when 
Mark  cried,  "Look  out,  Uncle  Harvey." 

A  large  car  came  backing  out  the 
alley  across  the  sidewalk,  without 
sounding  its  horn,  and  Mr.  Wimberly 
who  was  a  few  steps  ahead,  failed  to 
notice  it.  Seeing  his  uncle's  plight, 
Mark  sprang  forward  and  pulled  him 
to  safety,  but  in  his  efforts,  he  got  in 
the  path  of  the  oncoming  car  him- 
self. He  was  knocked  down  and  the 
wheels  ran  over  his  right  leg.  Rushed 
to  the  only  hospital  in  town,  it  was 
learned  that  his  leg  was  broken  in 
two  places,  and  numerous  bruises  in- 
flicted. 

"Do  all  in  your  power  to  help  those 
broken  bones  heal  as  soon  as  possible," 
Mr.  Wimberly  told  his  doctor,  after  he 
was  shown  the  X-rays  of  the  injury 
sustained  by  his  nephew.  "He  plans  to 
go  away   to  college  this   fall   to  pre- 


pare for  ministerial  work,  and  I  hope 
he  will  not  be  delayed." 

The  next  day  when  Uncle  Harvey 
stopped  at  the  hospital  to  visit  Mark, 
he  found  him  in  a  very  cheerful  mood. 
"How  are  you  feeling,  Son?"  asked 
his  uncle. 

"Not  too  well,"  answered  Mark,  "but 
I  have  been  thanking  the  Lord  that 
no  more  bones  were  broken.  For  that 
reason  I  can  rejoice  and  be  happy." 

"Yes,  you  did  have  a  very  nar- 
row escape  yesterday,"  replied  Uncle 
Harvey,  "and  I  can  never  repay  you 
for  saving  my  life.  If  you  had  not 
called  to  me  when  you  did,  surely  that 
car  would  have  hit  me  squarely,  but 
then  you  took  the  injury  in  my  place. 
I  am  really  grateful  to  you  for  your 
quick  action." 

"I  did  just  what  I  should  have  done," 
replied  Mark,  "but  Jesus  did  much 
more  for  you.  The  Lord  gave  His  life 
for  your  salvation.  I  stepped  in  yester- 
day and  saved  your  life,  but  God's 
Son  suffered  and  died  of  a  broken 
heart  to  save  you  eternally,  which  is 
far  greater  than  life  here  on  earth." 

For  some  time  the  businessman  was 
silent,  then  he  said,  "I  have  been 
wondering  where  I  should  be  today,  if 
I  had  failed  to  receive  your  warning 
and  help.  After  all,  money  is  a  good 
thing  to  have  in  this  life,  but  it  is 
useless  after  death.  You  have  really 
lived  your  Christian  life  since  you 
have  been  with  us,  Mark.  Your  Aunt 
Ella  and  I  have  been  greatly  influ- 
enced by  your  daily  living,  and  we 
should  appreciate  your  prayers.  Take 
care  of  yourself,  Son,  and  when  you 
are  well  again,  attend  the  school  of 
your  choice.  I  shall  be  glad  to  pay  all 
your  expenses.  Above  all,  remain  true 
to  God  and  help  others  to  see  the 
need  of  a  personal  experience  with 
God,   and — pray  for   me,  too,  Son." 

As  his  uncle  left  the  hospital  room, 
Mark  remembered  the  verse  of  scrip- 
ture again,  "Delight  thyself  also  in  the 
Lord;  and  he  shall  give  thee  the 
desires  of  thine  heart."  This  was  one 
verse  Mark  would  always  remember, 
for  he  had  experienced  its  true  mean- 
ing. 


A    MAN 
H.  O.  Spelman 


It  isn't  years  that  make  a  man, 
But    what   you've    thought    and 
done; 
Hoiv  much  you've  dared,  the  bless- 
ings shared, 
The  many  things   begun. 
Have  you  the  power  to  choose  one 
goal, 
And  let  all  others  go? 

To  plan  and  wait,  to  concentrate, 
To  use  all  that  you  know? 

Can  you  reverse  yourself,  give  up 
Your  dearest  hope  and  plan, 

And    give   yotir   soul    to    a    higher 
goal} 
Then  count  yourself  a  man. 
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Conducted    by    Alda    B.   Harriso?i 

A    PRETTY    GIRL 

Why,  yes,  her  face  is  freckled, 

And  maybe,  too,  her  nose 
Is  sort  of  round  and  puggy, 

Her  mouth  too  big — but  Rose 
Is  just  the  name  that  fits  her, 

"Like  paper  on  the  loall!" 
She's  ahoays  sweet  and  smiling 

She  never  thinks  at  all 
About  herself,  her  wishes! 

It's  ahoays  other  folks 
She's   trying   to  make   happy. 

She  k7ioios  just  hoiv  to  coax 
The  smile  to  troubled  faces. 

She's  darling,  so  you  can  see 
The  reason  xohy  we  girls  think  Rose 

Is  pretty  as  ca?i  be! 

— Girls  Weekly. 


We  are  combining  our  thoughts  of 
Mother's  and  Father's  Day  in  one 
message  this  month  and  are  making 
it  a  home  message,  which  takes  in 
the  whole  family.  I  think  there  is  no 
more  beautiful  thought  to  us  than  a 
united  happy  family,  where  all  work 
together  to  make  life  easy  and  joy- 
ful for  each  other.  Few  children  to- 
day are  thinking  of  home,  for  their 
interests  are  on  the  outside  and  home 
is  secondary,  just  a  place  to  sleep  and 
eat.  Is  it  the  child's  fault,  or  the  par- 
ents'?   Ask    yourself   that    question. 

A  little  girl  climbed  up  into  her 
mother's  lap  and  putting  her  arms 
around  her  neck  said,  "I  love  you, 
Mother."  "I'm  so  glad,"  said  the 
mother  as  she  hugged  her  close.  "I 
love  you  lots,"  continued  the  child. 
And  the  mother  hugged  her  closer, 
but  the  loving  heart  was  not  satisfied. 
Finally  she  said  very  earnestly, 
"Mother,  I  love  you  so  much  that  I 
want  to  do  something  about  it."  Let 
us  consider  how  we  can  do  something 
about  this  thing  we  call  love  for  our 
folks  at  home. 

First,  I  want  to  share  with  you  a 
fine  letter  I  had  last  week.  It  was 
from  a  father,  and  he  was  writing 
about  his  lovely  daughter,  Mary 
White.  The  father  is  the  Hon.  William 
Allen  White,  of  Emporia,  Kans.,  well- 
known  editor  of  the  Emporia  Gazette. 
He  sent  a  clipping  which  told  of 
Mary's  life  and  death  several  years 
ago.  She  was  riding  on  her  beloved 
horse  one  day,  waving  her  hat  to  all 
passers-by,  for  everybody  knew  Mary 
White,  when  she  ran  under  a  low- 
hanging  limb  which  struck  hrr  head 
and  rendered  her  unconscious.  When 
she  died,  a  few  days  later,  the  whole 
city  wept.  Boys  and  girls  from  his;h 
school,  her  teachers,  her  doctors,  the 


HHPPy  HOmE  CIRCLE 

policemen  and  the  traffic  cops  who 
had  come  to  love  the  little  khaki-clad 
figure  as  she  rode  past  them  every 
day — the  old  and  the  young,  the  white 
and  the  black — had  lost  a  loyal  radi- 
ant friend  when   Mary  White   died. 

Her  gifted  father  wrote  an  editorial 
for  his  paper  telling  of  her  life,  that 
has  been  copied  all  over  the  country, 
and  printed  in  many  high  school  and 
college  textbooks.  It  was  not  because 
she  was  talented,  rich  or  beautiful — 
but  because  she  was  easy  to  play 
with  on  the  playground,  easy  to  work 
with  at  school,  and  easy  to  live  with 
at  home.  Her  popularity  was  remark- 
able, both  boys  and  girls  loved  her,  but 
she  was  more  popular  at  home  than 
anywhere  else.  Her  father  adored  her, 
because  she  was  a  real  chum  with 
him;  her  brother  loved  and  admired 
her,  because  she  was  a  good  pal — jolly 
and  understanding;  her  mother  de- 
pended upon  her,  because  Mary  loved 
everything  connected  with  the  home: 
her  parents,  her  brother,  her  house- 
hold duties,  her  horse,  the  flowers, 
the  servants.  She  was  interested  in 
her  father's  newspaper  work,  and  in 
her  brother's  friends.  She  knew  the 
poor,  the  distressed  of  the  town,  and 
it  was  her  greatest  joy  to  arrange 
surprises  for  the  Old  Folks'  Home. 
Though  she  had  many  faults,  she  was 
always  smiling  and  ready  for  a  joke. 
Her  father  said  she  was  no  angel 
or  saint,  but  a  "jolly,  dear  person  whom 
one  was  always  glad  to  have  around." 

She  became  interested  in  the  school 
for  Negro  girls,  because  there  was  no 
rest  room  for  them.  Through  her  ef- 
forts, one  was  provided  and  she  be- 
came a  strong  champion  of  the  un- 
derprivileged, the  forgotten  and  the 
lonely.  And  Mary  was  just  a  modern 
high  school  girl,  barely  seventeen.  I 
wonder  how  many  of  our  fathers 
could  say  we  are  easy  and  pleasant 
to  live  with?  Are  you  a  helpful  mem- 
ber of  your  family,  or  a  source  of 
anxiety?  Does  your  little  sister  or 
brother  rejoice  when  you  come  in 
from  school?  Does  your  mother  feel 
relieved  when  you  come  in,  knowing 
you  will  lift  some  of  the  burdens 
from  her  tired  shoulders,  or  does  she 
wonder  what  you  will  want  next,  and 
where  you  will  want  to  go?  Does  your 
Dad  call  you  his  fine  understanding 
chum,  or  are  you  asking  him  con- 
stantly for  things  he  cannot  afford  to 
buy?  After  all,  home  is  a  little  de- 
mocracy, and  its  success  and  happi- 
ness depend  upon  each  member  of  it. 
Think  of  your  town  or  city  just  as  an 
aggregation  of  homes. 


Have  you  read  "Larry"?  You  should 
know  this  fine  boy  who  loved  his 
home  better  than  his  fraternity,  and 
his  parents  better  than  anyone  else 
in  the  world.  He  was  tremendously 
popular  too,  in  high  school,  college, 
and  in  his  community.  He  was  an 
athlete,  a  debater,  a  musician,  and  a 
jolly  member  of  all  the  campus  organ- 


izations, yet  he  found  time  to  teac 
a  Sunday  School  class,  to  write  h: 
parents  loving  and  interesting  letter, 
and  to  plan  surprises  for  them.  Th: 
is  a  tribute  to  his  mother,  written  fc 
Mother's  Day: 

Dearest  Mother:  Somehow  whe 
we  poor  little  fellows  are  home  and  se 
our  mothers  every  day  of  the  year,  w 
almost  get  to  take  them  for  grantee 
But  when  a  good  many  miles  com 
between  us,  we  begin  to  appreciat 
how  nice  it  is  to  have  a  mother,  a  saf 
place  to  go  to  when  we  need  help. 

"So,  Mother,  while  this  Sunday  is 
special  day  on  the  calendar;  while 
don't  write  to  you  as  much  as  I  might 
and  while  I  don't  wear  a  carnatio: 
every  day,  I  think  you  know  Iw 
much  I  love  you  all  the  time  and  ever 
minute,  and  this  Sunday  is  no  mor 
special  than  any  other  in  this  respeel 
'Every  day  is  Mother's  Day  to  me.' 

"Goodbye,  folks,  and  'special! 
mother  this  time.  Remember,  with  a] 
my  faults,  I  love  you  still,  and  hop 
you  have  a  lovely  Mother's  Day." 

This  is  a  birthday  greeting  he  sen 
his  dad: 

"Loads  of  happiness  and  success  ti 
the  very  finest  dad  that  a  fellow  coul< 
have.  My  most  used  criterion  for  self 
criticism  is,  'Would  that  make  me  jus 
a  bit  more  worthy  of  my  dad?'  Yoi 
see  how  you  have  permanently  ruinei 
me!  But  no  matter  how  many  thing, 
people  say  of  me,  good  or  bad,  th 
thing  that  makes  me  swell  with  pridJ 
is  to  be  called,  'Tom  Foster's  Son.'  " 

Praised  and  honored  everywhere 
he  was  honored  most  at  home  when 
he  was  at  his  best,  kind,  tender  anc 
helpful.  Remember,  Larry  did  not  liv< 
in  the  long-ago  but  was  a  moderr 
youth  of  the  highest  type. 

Larry  Foster  and  Mary  White,  witl 
all  their  faults,  found  family  friend- 
ships the  sweetest  and  best.  What  doe 
family    friendship   mean   to   us? 
— Selected. 

TO  MY  FRIENDS 
Here  is  a  letter  from  one  of  my 
friends  on  the  field.  It  was  a  great 
surprise,  as  I  had  not  had  one  like 
this  for  a  long  time.  I  have  just  $175 
on  the  $1000  I  must  have  before  I 
can  publish  the  book  of  messages.  I 
have  something  in  mind  to  do  if 
I  find  I  cannot  publish  them,  but  I 
shall  wait  to  tell  you  and  give  you 
another  chance  to  contribute  to  this 
fund.  I  am  leaving  this  in  God's  hands 
and  want  above  everything  else  His 
will  in  the  matter. 
Dear  Sister   Harrison: 

I  have  been  reading  The  LIGHTED 
PATHWAY  for  many  years  and  it 
has  been  a  great  blessing  to  me.  I  feel 
that  your  lifework  has  been  a  great 
blessing  to  our  young  boys  and  girls, 
and  I  am  sending  you  a  money  order 
to  help  publish  your  "Book  of  Edi- 
tor's Messages."  I  am  sending  you  j 
$10  and  hope  it  will  help  you  in  a 
small  way.  I  wish  I  could  send  more 
for  this  worthy  cause.  I  pray  that  the 
Lord  will  bless  you  and  spare  you  to 
work  for  Him  many  more  years.  Your 
Sister  in  Christ,  Mrs.  Georgia  Benton, 
Route   3,   La  Grange,    North   Carolina. 
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*****************************************************************  *********************** 

I    HELPS    FOR    TEMPTED  AND  TRIED    I 

4*444444  * *********************  Conducted  by  ALDA  B.  HARRISON  ****************************** 


PRAYER 

"Our  Father  which  art  in  heaven.  Hallowed  be  thy 
name."  We  thank  Thee  for  that  name,  ivhich  is  above  every 
name.  We  thank  Thee  for  Thy  love  and  mercy  that  has 
followed  us  thus  far.  We  thank  Thee  for  the  promise  that 
Thou  ivilt  come  again  to  receive  those  ivho  are  faithful 
unto  Thyself  to  enjoy  that  reunion  in  the  skies.  Help  us 
to  keep  our  lamps  trimmed  and  burning  for  that  great 
occasion.  Lord,  keep  us  humble,  for  we  believe  that 
humility  will  be  one  of  the  essentials  for  our  entering  in 
on  that  great  day  of  Thy  appearing.  Amen. 
Dear  Tempted  and  Tried  Ones: 

In  the  fourth  chapter  of  1  Thessalonians,  we  find  these 
words,  "Wherefore  comfort  one  another  with  these  words." 
What  words  does  Paul  mean? 
He  is  telling  them  about  the 
coming  of  the  Lord  for  His 
saints.  That  is  to  be  our  mes- 
sage of  comfort  to  you  this 
month. 

Few  people  exist  who  have 
not  gone  to  the  grave  some- 
time and  laid  away  the  dear- 
est friend  on  earth.  Yes,  we 
are  all  thinking  of  that  time 
when  the  grave  will  open  and 
let  the  loved  one  through. 

I  think  it  would  be  won- 
derful to  be  out  in  Oklahoma 
and  standing  by  dear  old 
Father's  and  Mother's  grave 
and  see  the  ground  open  up 
and  greet  the  dear  ones  there, 
and  then  I  should  like  to  go 
up  to  my  dear  sister's  grave 
and  see  her  come  out  of  that 
grave  with  a  well  body.  I 
imagine  I  can  see  her  shout 
as  she  finds  there  is  no  more 
arthritis  to  hold  her  down. 
Then  I  should  like  to  fly  back 
to  Greeneville,  Tennessee,  and 
out  into  the  country  grave- 
yard where  my  darling  baby 
lies,  and  clasp  him  to  my 
breast.  He  is  the  one  who  gave 
his  life  that  I  might  be  led  in- 
to a  closer  walk  with  God. 
I  should  like  to  tell  him  what 
he's  meant  to  me  down 
through  the  years. 

Recently  I  visited  beautiful 
Resthaven  Cemetery  in  Knox- 
yille,  Tennessee,  and  carried 
a  beautiful  pot  of  flowers  to 
put  on  the  grave  of  the  last 
loved  one  who  went  away, 
just  one  year  ago  March  4.  I 
should  like  to  be  there  to  see 
the  bursting  of  the  clods  and 
see  him  come  forth.  Will  this 
not  be  a  wonderful  time 
when  all  our  loved  ones  live 
again! 

I  could  go  on  and  on,  fly- 
ing to  graves  of  those  I  love, 
but  we  shall  not  need  to  do 
that,  for  we'll  need  just  to 
wait  and  be  ready  for  that 
great  reception  which  will  be 
held  in  the  skies  a  few  mo- 
ments after  the  graves  are 
open.  1  Thess.  4:16,  17,  "For 
the  Lord  himself  shall  de- 
scend from  heaven  with  a 
shout,    with    a    voice    of    the 
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"MY    PRESENCE" 

By   Alice   F.    Dunlap 

They  tell  me  thot  "His  coming"  is  very  near  ot  hand, 
When  the  glory  of   His   presence  shall   fill  this  shadowed   land 
Made  dark  by  many  a  shadow,  many  a  cry  of  human  woe. 
Where  the  good   seem   overburdened   and   oppressed   by   carnal 

foe. 
They   tell    me  that   His   kingdom   shall    be   set   upon  the   earth; 
That  peace  shall  reign  from  the  hour  of  its  birth; 
That  the   good  shall   be   released   from   every  sorrow,   care   and 

pain. 
And    like   their  glorious   Master,   they    with    Him    sholl    rule   and 

reign. 
But  I  see  in  those  around  me  bearing  sorrow  day  by  day. 
Such  a  peace  and  such  a  glory,  such  a  victory  'long  the  way, 
Such  a  triumph  o'er  oppression,  and  submission  under  pain. 
That   I    know   the    Lord   of  glory   has   already   come   to   reign 
In    the    hearts    of    many    lonely — many    longing,    waiting    ones; 
He's  already  set  His  kingdom,  and   His  reign  has  there  begun. 
And  His  will  to  them  is  holy,  and  sweet,  and  full  of  joy, 
While  their  lives  are  crowned   with  sunshine  in   their  Master's 

rich  employ. 
They  have  caught  the  blessed  vision  through  the  eye  of  simple 

faith. 
And  they  hold  with  Him  communion  as  with  Him  face  to  face, 
And  earth's  sorrows  seem  to  vanish,  and  earth's  burdens  lighter 

grow. 
For  the  Master  walketh  with  them,  and  His  presence  now  they 

know. 


archangel,  and  with  the  trump  of  God:  and  the  dead  in 
Christ  shall  rise  first:  Then  we  which  are  alive  and  re- 
main shall  be  caught  up  together  with  them  in  the  clouds, 
to  meet  the  Lord  in  the  air:  and  so  shall  we  ever  be  with 
the  Lord." 

My!  what  a  beautiful  array  of  white  garments.  I  have 
always  liked  to  wear  white  and  that  is  just  what  I'll  get 
to  wear  on  this  occasion.  There  will  be  no  danger  of  get- 
ting spots  on  it,  for  everything  will  be  clean  up  there.  How 
about  it,  wouldn't  you  like  to  be  there?  You  may  if  you 
will. 

Dear  ones,  these  are  dark  days,  perhaps  the  darkest 
some  of  us  have  ever  known.  Some  of  your  loved  ones  have 
gone  away.  Don't  despair,  but  look  up;  the  time  is  coming 

when  you  will  meet  them  at 
this  great  reception. 

Recently  a  letter  came  to 
me  from  someone  who  was 
swamped  with  sorrow.  This 
person  said,  "If  I  could  call 
back  my  dear  old  mother  and 
father  and  my  beloved  wife 
and  ask  them  what  to  do." 
We  often  long  for  human  help 
and  sympathy.  No,  you  cannot 
do  that,  now,  beloved,  but 
perhaps  this  very  experience 
will  be  the  means  of  getting 
you  ready  to  be  at  this  great 
event. 

A  young  man  was  trying  to 
establish  himself  as  a  peach 
grower.  He  had  worked  for 
years  and  invested  his  all  in 
a  peach  orchard,  which  at 
last  bloomed  bounteously — 
and  then  there  came  a  frost. 
He  didn't  go  to  church  the 
next  Sunday,  nor  the  next, 
nor  the  next.  His  minister 
went  to  hunt  him  up,  and  in- 
quired the  reason.  The  dis- 
couraged young  fellow  ex- 
claimed, "No,  and  what  is 
more,  I'm  not  coming  any 
more.  Do  you  think  I  can 
worship  a  God  who  loves  me 
so  little  that  He  will  let  a 
frost  kill  all  my  peaches?" 
The  old  minister  looked  at 
him  a  moment  in  silence,  and 
then  replied  kindly,  "Young 
man,  God  loves  you  better 
than  He  does  your  peaches. 
He  knows  that  while  peaches 
do  better  without  frost,  it  is 
impossible  to  grow  the  best 
men  without  frosts.  His  object 
is  to  grow  men,  not  peaches." 
Many  of  the  darkest  days 
in  history  have  borne  the 
choicest  fruit  to  the  glory  of 
God  and  the  good  of  man. 
It  wa:  a  dark  day  when  Israel 
groaned  in  the  bitterness  of 
Egyptian  bondage,  but  if  the 
bondage  had  been  less  bitter, 
Israel  would  have  rested  con- 
tent in  Egypt.  Out  of  the 
bondage  came  the  exodus,  and 
out  of  the  exodus,  the  Mes- 
siah. It  was  a  dark  day  when 
the  ardent,  brave,  eloquent 
Stephen,  hope  of  the  early 
Church,  was  stoned;  but  out 
(Continued  on  page  22) 
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Decisions  reached  after  careful  consideration  are  the  factors 
in  triumphant  living. 


These  are  the  words  spoken  by 
Marcellus  to  his  friend  Kaeso.  He  un- 
derstood why  his  friend,  the  daughter 
of  a  Roman  senator,  might  weaken 
under  the  persecution  and  pressure 
of  the  moment.  His  own  heart's  re- 
solve spoke  the  words  which  should 
come  from  every  Christian,  a  posi- 
tion conclusion  that  should  be  the 
controlling  factor  in  many  of  life's 
perplexing  situations. 

My  purpose  in  writing  to  youth: 
that  you  may  glimpse  the  whole  pat- 
tern of  life,  then  weigh  carefully 
some  matters.  If  I  can  assist  in  giving 
you  a  view  of  realism,  I'm  confident 
of  your  ability  to  decide.  The  results 
of  your  decision  will  have  an  enduring 
quality. 

Theologically,  I  have  always  be- 
lieved that  we  could  choose  freely  the 
path  we  travel.  Always  there  seems 
to  be  two  or  more  alternatives.  I'm 
not  attempting  to  set  aside  this  type 
of  thinking,  but,  in  view  of  some  com- 
pelling truths,  it  would  be  well  to 
consider  most  heartedly  that  there  is 
only  one  right  decision,  one  way  of 
life,  one  choice  to  make  in  every 
life  situation.  The  ways  of  escape  will 
be  there,  but  the  way  which  adds  to 
human  respect  and  will  please  the 
Lord  will  stand  out  in  bold  letters. 
There  is  a  place  in  God  where  the  af- 
fections and  ambitions  of  men  reach 
out  for  the  transcending  important 
decision.  All  common  pressures  and 
alternate  choices  lose  their  force  and 
fade    as    unworthy    of   consideration. 

Happy  will  be  the  man  whose  per- 
ception and  vision  rises  above  the 
push  of  the  common  crowd — a  man  in 
his  own  right,  possessing  personal  con- 
victions which  do  not  fluctuate  with 
the  winds  that  blow.  You  need  not 
stand  on  the  street  corners  of  doubt 
pleading  for  direction  when  the  way 
is    plainly   marked. 

CONSIDER  SIN 

Sin  has  too  many  sympathizers  to- 
day.  Christians   often  have    found   it 
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difficult  to  completely  break  with  sin. 
Perhaps  the  reason  some  have  not 
forsaken  all  to  follow  Jesus  is  that 
they  have  a  lingering  suspicion  that 
they  might  miss  something;  life  to 
them  might  miss  a  thrill.  Even  though 
sin  is  associated  with  death,  damna- 
tion, wreckage,  heartbreak,  and  ruin, 
it  still  has  a  way  of  presentation  that 
individuals  who  lack  profound  con- 
victions see  only  the  glitter  and 
seeming  glamour.  The  deception  of  sin 
is  amazing.  Christians  are  affected  by 
it.  Becoming  lukewarm,  their  reach 
upward  is  shortened.  The  abundance 
of  anything  makes  it  common,  taken 
for  granted,  and  accepted.  The  cur- 
rent attitude  and  feeling  about  wrong- 
doing is  contagious.  You  may  be  pro- 
nounced a  mental  and  physical 
cripple  if  your  conduct  does  not  cor- 
respond to  the  spirit  of  this  age.  Here 
is  a  place  for  a  major  assertion  of  the 
will.  You  will  overcome  or  be  over- 
come. 

You  cannot  afford  to  discount  the 
power  and  presence  of  sin.  Men  in 
all  ages  have  unblushingly  bowed  at 
its  shrines.  Young  people,  decide  on 
this  one  thing:  if  sin  is  the  best  policy, 
let's  get  going;  if  it  is  what  the  Bible 
has  declared,  we  ought  to  be  alarmed. 
Forsake  sin  and  cancel  the  judgment 
of  death. 

I  want  to  criticize  sin;  I  wish  to 
put  it  on  the  defensive.  On  its  own 
lack  of  merit  it  staggers,  it  collapses 
as  unworthy  of  any  allegiance  from 
anyone.  Sin  subtracts  from  happi- 
ness in  this  life.  Sin  fails  to  add  any- 
thing worth  while  to  your  life.  It  is 
even  admitted  by  its  best  customers 
to  have  failed  to  prepare  them  for 
a  future  life.  I  have  never  met  the 
man  who  proposes  sin  as  a  needful 
preparation  for  death  or  the  world  of 
endless  day.  Unless  it  can  be  seen  that 
sin  blinds,  wrecks,  blights  and  ruins 
its  devoted  friends,  no  one  will  be 
capable  of  seeing  or  accepting  Christ 
as  a  wonderful  Saviour.  He  is  Saviour 


and  Sacrifice  for  sin.  It  would  be  im- 
possible to  attempt  to  accept  Him  for 
less.  Herein  lies  the  explanation  of  the 
sad  fact  that  many  are  neglecting  to 
come  to  Christ:  they  fail  to  reckon 
with  sin  and  the  certainty  of  its 
consequences.  Therefore,  they  fail  to 
appreciate  and  appropriate  Christ. 

Knowing  Christ  personally  and  ex- 
perimentally, we  have  been  made  free. 
No  longer  are  we  at  the  intersection 
of  confused  living.  Our  mind,  the  af- 
fections of  our  heart,  and  our  love  for 
the  Master  cause  us  to  arise  and  cry 
out,  "WE  HAVE  NO  OTHER  CHOICE." 
Youth  is  against  it,  for  it  is  the  only 
way  to  be  for  Christ,  human  decency, 
and  our  own  self-respect. 

CONSIDER   REDEMPTION 

Redemption  is  the  theme  of  the 
Bible.  No  greater  message  will  ever 
come  to  man.  Religion  is  cast  aside 
as  something  old  or  transient  in 
character.  Yet,  the  revelation  of  God 
brings  us  face  to  face  witn  the  eternal 
plan.  The  greatest  love  story  is  told 
plainly  and  expressively  in  the  Book 
of  books.  The  Holy  Spirit  obligates 
Himself  to  bring  every  inhabitant  of 
this  world  within  the  shadow  of  the 
cross.  There  enveloped  amidst  the 
sacredness  of  an  awful  moment,  men 
see  themselves  with  hearts  that  are 
desperately  wicked.  The  same  instance 
the  vision  is  twofold.  The  righteous- 
ness and'  holiness  of  God  descend 
from  heaven  as  a  wreath  of  hope,  for 
the  basis  of  man's  hope  is  established. 
Every  pulsation  of  hope  that  invigor- 
ates the  spirit  is  caused  by  the  man 
that  hung  between  two  thieves.  The 
story,  "Saved  by  Grace,"  has  been  the 
melody  of  the  soul  of  man  ever  since 
the  expiring  cry  of  victory  lifted  the 
gloom  that  enshrouded  Calvary. 

If  you  can  define  and  understand 
the  meaning  of  life  from  death,  if  you 
could  comprehend  eternity,  if  you  can 
visualize  and  share  the  scene  de- 
picted in  the  Revelation  of  all  re- 
deemed saints,  you  still  would  think 
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of  redemption  in  terms  of  "so  great  a 
salvation." 

It's  redemption  or  rejection.  You 
may  have  heard  that  it  is  a  sacrifice 
to  be  a  Christian.  It  certainly  is  a 
tremendous  sacrifice  to  forfeit  all  that 
a  Christian  life  affords.  Some  have 
hesitated  in  making  the  step  that 
brings  them  to  God.  Thinking  they 
would  lose  or  be  compelled  to  give 
up  something  precious,  a  failure  is 
made.  Forsake  that  thought;  the  Lord 
gives  us  more  than  we  possibly  could 
give  and  at  the  end  of  this  pilgrimage, 
eternal  life. 

Look  in  the  direction  of  Calvary; 
glance  at  all  that  could  be  your  allot- 
ment, in  this  world;  analyze  your  own 
heart's  need.  You  have  but  one  de- 
cision to  make:  It  must  be  Christ  now 
and  evermore. 

CONSIDER  CONSECRATION 
Consecration  is  a  term  we  may  have 
heard  about  often.  Am  I  right  to  sup- 
pose that  many  are  afraid  of  the 
thought?  Are  there  misunderstand- 
ings? Perhaps  so,  for  many  think  in 
terms  of  negations.  If  we  can  under- 
stand this  mark  of  distinction  in 
Christian  expression,  we  shall  boost 
our  estimate  and  desire  to  forsake  all 
to  follow  Jesus.  Actually,  some  have 
feared  to  pray  to  the  Lord  and  make 
a  full  surrender,  lest  something  awful 
befall  them.  Really,  our  Lord  is  not 
handing  out  gifts  or  disappointments 
to  such  fearful  people.  You  can  pray 
without  such  caution.  The  Lord's  way 
will  always  be  the  best  way  for  you. 
Consecration  implies  seeking,  finding, 
and  doing  the  will  of  God.  Put  this 
down,  as  it  will  stand  the  test.  When 
you  are  walking  with  Him,  He  will 
lead  beside  still  waters.  Pleasures  of 
this  world  are  eclipsed  by  the  joy 
of  the  Lord.  Never  in  this  life  will 
you  feel  better  toward  yourself  than 
when  you  have  divine  assurance  in 
your  soul  because  you  have  striven 
to  please  the  Lord.  Some  inner  dis- 
turbances are  not  caused  by  being  a 
Christian,  but  rather  failing  to  be 
Christian  in  our  motives  and  affec- 
jtions.  Look  about  you  and  find  some 
I  groaning,    complaining    and    restless 


Christian.    Convince    yourself    it   was 
not  caused  by  consecration. 

We  accept  the  general  idea  that  we 
want  a  consecrated  minister  to  be  our 
pastor.  It  is  nice  for  a  few  in  the 
church  to  carry  the  lead  we  would 
suppose  dedicated  souls  should  carry. 
We  have  said  amen  to  the  suggestion 
that  everybody  should  draw  nigh  to 
God.  The  world  with  its  astounding 
problems  and  equivalent  opportunities 
beckons  us.  The  church  seeks  desper- 
ately to  enlist  volunteers  to  finish  the 
greatest  task  ever  given  to  men.  We 
will  make  a  decision  in  the  face  of 
this  challenge.  What  others  decide 
cannot  determine  our  course.  Yes,  to- 
day, you  can  add  one  more  to  the 
growing  number  that  has  decided  to 
go  all  the  way.  Anything  less  than 
that  will  rebuke  us,  for  it  puts  the 
Lord  on  the  side  lines  and  we  will 
wear  the  look  of  a  moral  coward. 

THE  MINISTRY 

Nothing  could  be  more  wasteful 
than  to  spend  a  lifetime  feeling  that 
the  days  are  in  vain.  If  we  possessed 
any  extra  sympathy,  it  should  be 
given  to  the  person  who  is  in  doubt 
as  to  what  vocation  he  should  choose. 
There  is  an  inexpressible  happiness 
when  you  feel  that  your  services  are 
appreciated  and  are  worth  while. 

Two  wrong  and  extreme  views 
hinder  a  clear  perception.  First,  it's  an 
escape  from  work.  Ask  the  pastor  who 
is  exerting  all  his  energy  to  promote 
the  work  of  the  Lord.  He  will  confess 
that  with  all  of  his  abilities  expended, 
he  is  only  a  few  steps  ahead  of  defeat. 
He  will  help  lift  you  to  a  higher  level 
of  thinking. 

Second,  it's  beyond  man's  ability 
and  presents  nigh  impossible  require- 
ments. This  is  off  the  beam.  Instead 
of  boresome  and  futile  efforts  which 
fail  to  be  productive,  it  can  be  an  ad- 
venture, interesting  and  begetting  to 
experiences  which  will  not  erase  from 
memory's  reminiscence.  The  tasks, 
burdens  and  involvements  become  the 
cause  for  contentment  and  satisfac- 
tion. 

It  is  not  a  question,  Shall  I  enter 
the    ministry?    The    will   of   God,  the 
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world's  lament,  and  our  own  inner 
conviction  have  placed  us  in  a  vantage 
point.  We  clearly  see  and  feel,  "I 
HAVE  NO  OTHER  CHOICE." 

LOVE    AND    MARRIAGE 

A  person  must  be  presumptuous  to 
think  he  could  formulate  advice  that 
will  be  acceptable.  The  element  of 
risk  seems  to  be  in  everything  and  it 
does  not  exclude   romance. 

You  can  guarantee  heartbreak  or 
you  can  make  possible  happiness  in 
the  much-traveled  path  of  matri- 
mony. Individuals  fabricate  conditions 
which  will  prevent  even  the  possibil- 
ity of  happiness.  Light  and  darkness 
are  opposites.  You  may  expect  the  sun 
to  shine  at  midnight  before  unholy 
alliances  will  be  approved  by  God. 

If  marriage  or  divorce  is  coming  up 
on  your  program,  consult  the  Scrip- 
ture. Permit  it  to  be  the  last  word  on 
the  subject.  Those  who  would  dare  to 
substitute  any  other  advice  from 
anyone  which  collides  with  divine 
truth  will  walk  out  from  under  the 
canopy  of  hope.  Others  may  dare  to 
violate  and  contradict  the  simple 
truth  with  a  show  of  happiness.  Even 
if  society  adjusts  itself  to  accept  a 
low  standard  of  morals,  the  guilt  or 
penalty  will  not  be  mitigated.  You 
have  no  other  choice  if  you  expect  to 
do  the  right  thing.  God's  way  is  right. 

I  trust  I  have  presented  a  slant  on 
living  which  will  assist  you  as  youth 
confronts  old  problems  in  modern 
dress.  I'm  an  optimist  and  firmly  be- 
lieve that  Christian  youth,  possessing 
convictions,  will  rise  to  new  heights. 
I've  stressed  the  one  way,  thinking  the 
days  will  increasingly  leave  behind 
you  the  ugly  and  beggarly  paths. 
With  a  breath  of  sincerity,  I  wish  you 
the  best. 


•June,  1949 
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The  Pathway  Spotlight  has  never  before  had  the  opportunity  of 
featuring  a  young  man  who  has  proved  himself  outstanding  in  a  more 
unusual  field  than  that  of  Lacy   A.   Harless. 

In  the  spring  of  1946,  he  was  embarrassed  when  on  a  bus  in  Akron, 
Ohio,  a  deaf-mute  mistook  him  for  a  friend  and  tried  to  begin  a  con- 
versation in  the  deaf-mute  language.  This  must  have  beeen  providen- 
tially ordered,  however,  for  a  burning  urge  to  do  something  to  help 
deaf-mutes  to  the  Lord  seized  his  heart. 

Brother  Harless  and  his  wife  studied  the  deaf-mute  language  until 
they  became  proficient  in  it,  then  they  began  to  minister  to  the  deaf 
in  that  city. 

Through  the  efforts  of  this  courageous  young  man  ana  his  wife,  a 
Church  of  God  for  the  deaf  is  now  established  ani  thriving  in  the 
City  of  Akron.  When  you  realize  that  there  are  approximately  two 
million  deaf  people  in  the  United  States,  and  that  very  little  is  being 
done  to  carry  the  gospel  to  them,  you  can  understand  why  this  is 
such  an  outstanding  work.  Lacy  and  Pauline  Harless  will  rejoice  in 
heaven  when  they  realize  that  these  unhearing  ears  and  muted 
voices  have  broken  loose  to  sing  the  praises  of  the  eternal  God. 


Featured  in  the  Spotlight  this  month  is  Miss  Idelle  Conn,  of  Atlanta, 
Georgia.  This  young  lady  has  been  a  Christian  for  fifteen  years,  during 
which  time  she  has  been  an  outstanding  Christian  worker  in  the 
Riverside  Church  of  God,  Atlanta,  Ga.  In  the  past,  she  has  been  a 
Sunday  School  teacher,  but  at  present  she  is  secretary-treasurer  of  the 
Sunday  School.  She  is  also  a  worker  in  the  Y.P.E.,  church  librarian, 
and  captain  of  the  Literature  Group.  This  group  does  a  great 
practical  work  in  keeping  Christian  literature  in  the  hands  of  under- 
privileged and  handicapped  people,  as  well  as  public  institutions  where 
Christian  literature  is  always  useful.  Would  it  not  be  a  blessing  if  all 
churches  could  have  such  a  group  as  this? 

Miss  Conn  is  a  graduate  of  the  public  schools  of  Fulton  County, 
Georgia,  and  also  a  graduate  of  Southern  Business  University.  At 
present,   she   works   in   the   office   of   Atlanta    Motive   Trades    Institute. 

We  expect  this  winsome  young  lady  to  remain  in  the  limelight,  and 
I  am  sure  her  reward  will  be  great  because  of  the  wonderful  service 
she  renders  her  church  and  community. 


Youth 

Interviews 

Experience 


Mrs.  Nora  Chambers,  first  Bible  Training 
School  teacher  of  the  Church  of  God,  in- 
terviewed   by    Geneva    Carroll. 

Sister  Chambers,  ivhat  caused  you 
to  become  interested  in  the  Church 
of  God? 

After  R.  G.  Spurling,  Jr.,  son  of  the 
founder  of  the  Church  of  God,  con- 
vinced me  that-  the  Church  of  God  is 
the  true  Bible  Church,  I  was  more 
than  glad  to  become  a  member. 

For  how  many  years  have  you  been 
a  member  of  the  Church? 

I  have  been  a  member  for  thirty- 
nine  years. 

How  did  you  become  interested  in 
teaching  in  our  Bible  Training 
School? 

The  first  thought  which  crossed  my 
mind    about   teaching   in   our    School 
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was  the  morning  the  General  Over- 
seer said  to  me,  "Sister  Chambers, 
you  have  been  selected  to  teach  the 
Bible  Training  School,  and  we  want 
you  to  begin  January  1."  I  insisted 
that  a  man  should  be  chosen  for  that 
position,  but  finally  consented  when 
all  my  suggestions  met  opposition. 

Who  are  some  of  your  outstanding 
pupils? 

Some  of  my  most  outstanding  pu- 
pils are:  John  C.  Jernigan,  former 
General  Overseer  of  the  Churches 
of  God;  Hallie  Chesser,  present  Gen- 
eral Overseer;  Zeno  C.  Tharp,  Assist- 
ant General  Overseer;  also  Paul 
Walker,  C.  J.  Hindmon,  Grant 
Williams,  L.  C.  Chambers,  E.  M. 
Ellis,  Joe  Little,  Jessie  Danehower,  and 
many  other  outstanding  ministers  and 
Christian  workers. 

What  is  one  of  your  most  thrilling 
experiences? 

I  can  remember  the  time  God  pro- 
tected our  lives  the  night  a  mob  of 
seventy-five  masked  men  came  to  our 
log  cabin  to  kill  Brother  E.  J.  Boeh- 
mer.  Since  he  was  able  to  escape  the 
angry  mob,  they  seized  my  husband 
and  beat  him,  but  no  other  harm 
was  done  to  either  of  us. 

What  one  person  has  been  the 
greatest  help  to  you  in  the  Church? 

Brother  J.  B.  Ellis  has  been  a  great 
inspiration  to  me  in  the  Church  of 
God. 


What  do  you  consider  your  most 
useful  and  best  years? 

The  years  I  consider  as  most  useful 
in  Christian  work  are:  I  spent  six 
years  teaching  in  our  Bible  Training 
School  and  two  years  teaching  in 
N.  J.  Holmes  Bible  School,  Greenville, 
S.  C.  For  fourteen  years  my  husband 
and  I  were  on  the  battlefield  helping 
our  different  ministers  in  gospel  work, 
and  two  years  we  spent  in  mountain 
work.  I  was  matron  of  the  Orphanage 
for  about  four  years  and  spent  ten 
years  reading  proof  in  the  Publishing 
House,  during  which  time  I  was 
teacher  of  the  Bible  Correspondence 
Course  for  six  and  one-half  years, 
and  several  years  I  helped  mail  out 
The  LIGHTED  PATHWAY.  For  three 
years  I  conducted  the  Children's  Page 
in  The  LIGHTED  PATHWAY  and  for 
four  years  I  wrote  weekly  Bible  les- 
sons for  our  little  Sunday  School  pa- 
per, Junior  Jeioels. 

Did  you  ever  anticipate  the  Church 
of  God  loould  reach  its  present  size 
and  influence  during  your  lifetime? 

No,  neither  did  I  think  Lee  College 
would  become  the  great  institution  it 
is  today. 

What  do  you  think  of  the  future  of 
the  Church  of  God? 

I  believe  the  day  will  come  when 
the  house  of  the  Lord  will  be  estab- 
lished in  the  top  of  the  mountain  and 
people  and  nations  shall  flow  into  her. 

The  Lighted  Pathway 
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Marred  Vessel 

Evelyn  Blackstone 

In  Jeremiah's  day  the  machine  on 
which  pottery  was  made  consisted  of 
two  horizontal  wheels,  joined  by  an 
axle.  The  lower  wheel  was  moved  by 
the  foot  which  caused  the  upper  one 
to  rotate.  On  this  upper  wheel  the  pot- 
ter threw  his  lump  of  clay,  which 
had  been  previously  prepared  by  be- 
ing kneaded  into  the  right  consistency 
and  having  all  impurities,  such  as 
stones  and  bits  of  grit,  removed.  The 
potter  then  set  his  wheel  to  going, 
and  while  it  rotated  he  moulded  the 
clay  into  the  desired  shape. 

God  sent  Jeremiah  to  watch  a  pot- 
ter at  work,  for  He  wanted  to  give 
him  a  special  message.  While  the 
prophet  watched  this  particular  pot- 
ter, something  happened.  The  vessel 
was  almost  complete;  it  was  just  tak- 
ing on  a  very  beautiful  shape  when 
suddenly  the  wheel  stopped.  A  stone 
or  a  bit  of  grit  in  the  clay  had  spoiled 
the  shape  of  the  vase.  Jeremiah 
watched  to  see  what  the  workman 
would  do.  Would  he  throw  away  the 
vessel  and  begin  on  a  new  bit  of  clay? 
No,  he  took  the  spoiled  vase,  crushed  it 
down,  and  began  all  over.  When  the 
second  vase  was  completed,  it  was  not 
so  beautiful  as  the  first  might  have 
been,  but  still  it  was  good  and  useful 
and  pleased  the  potter. 

The  message  God  gave  Jeremiah 
was  that  as  the  potter  had  done  with 
the  clay,  so  He  could  do  with  the  peo- 
ple of  Israel.  He  had  planned  for  them 
to  be  a  great  nation,  but  by  their  wil- 
fulness and  wickedness  they  had 
spoiled  His  plan.  However,  if  they 
would  yet  give  themselves  into  His 
hands  to  mould  them  according  to  His 
will,  He  could  still  make  of  them 
something  noble  and  useful. 

Just  as  God  had  a  plan  for  Israel, 
so  He  has  a  plan  for  our  lives  as  well. 
If  we  will  yield  ourselves  into  His 
hands,  He  can  make  of  us  something 
very  good  and  noble.  Too  many  peo- 
ple fail  to  yield  their  lives  into  the 
hands  of  the  Master  Potter.  Because 
they  prefer  their  own  way,  the  grit  of 
self-will,  foolishness,  and  sin  gets  in 
and  spoils  the  noble  vessel.  In  order 
to  be  of  service  to  God,  the  vessel  will 
have  to  be  reshaped. 

Young  people,  you  have  the  choice 
of  the  unmarred  vessel,  the  chance  to 
become  something  very  beautiful  and 
splendid.  You  who  are  still  a  lump  of 
plastic  clay,  won't  you  give  yourselves 
wholly  into  the  hands  of  God  to  be 
moulded  and  perfected?  You  will  never 
regret  it,  and  your  life  will  be  more 
useful  in  the  service  of  God.  When  the 
books  are  opened  in  heaven,  and  the 
time  comes  to  give  out  the  rewards, 
then  you  will  be  glad  to  know  your 
vessel  wasn't  marred  in  the  hands  of 
the  Potter.  God  has  no  hands  but  our 
hands  to  do  His  work  today.  Be  a 
yielded  vessel  for  God's  service. 
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Charles  R.  Beach 


Here    Are    the    Clues 


Across 


1.  Pictured  Lee  College  President,  J.  Stewart 


9.  What  the  horse  saith  among  the  trumpets 
(Job   39:25). 

10.  Drunkards. 

11.  City  of  Moab  laid  waste  along  with  Kir 
(Isa.    15:1). 

13.  One  of  the  places  the  king  of  Assyria 
brought  men  from  to  Samaria  (2  Kings  17: 
24). 

15.  The  angel  of  the  Lord  told  Philip  to  go 
toward  the  south  unto  the  way  that  goeth 
down  from  Jerusalem  to  this  place  (Acts 
8:26). 

16.  "They  would  have  repented  long  in 

sackcloth  and  ashes"  (Matt.  11:21). 

17.  What  Naomi  wanted  to  be  called  (Ruth 
1:20). 

19.  " ,    Eloi,    lama    sabachthani?"     (Mark 

15:34). 

20.  Town    in    Judah    near    Eden    (Josh.    15:29). 


21.  It  was  said,  he  "shall  be  a  serpent  by  the 
way"    (Gen.   49:17). 

22.  Musical  tone  ti  was  formerly  called  what? 

23.  Printer's  measure. 

24.  "And    she    answered    and    said    unto    him, 
.  Lord"    (Mark  7:28). 

25.  "Will  a  man  God?"   (Mai.   3:8). 

27.  What  Huram  made   (2  Chron.  4:11). 

28.  Tub  stave. 

30.  Exclamation    of    interrogation. 

31.  Father  of  Jaazaniah   (Ezek.  11:1). 

34.  Hours  (Abbr.). 

35.  Abbreviation  for  Utah. 
37.  That  is   (Abbr.). 

39.  Exclamation      signifying      an      affirmative 
answer, huh!! 

40.  Where    Paul    preached    to    the    Jews    (Acts 
17:1,   2). 

45.  Southeast  Pennsylvania   (Abbr.). 

46.  "Our    eyelids out    with    waters" 

(Jer.  9:18). 


Down 


1.  Son  of  Henadad  (Neh.  3:18). 

2.  " is  finished"   (John  19:30). 

3.  Short  for  "Eggnog." 

4.  Mineral  spring. 

5.  National  headdress  of  the  Turks. 

6.  The   son    of    Ikkesh    the    Tekoite    (2    Sam. 
23:26). 

7.  The  unit  of  quantity  of  electricity. 

8.  Temple   of    whom    is    spoken    in    1    Chron. 
10:10—? 

9.  Second  son  of  Noah  (Gen.  6:10). 

12.  "And  Isaac  dwelt  by  the  well  Lahai-  " 

(Gen.    25:11). 
14.  "Search  and  look:  for  out  of  Galilee  

no  prophet"   (John  7:52). 
16.  Zechariah,  Aziel,  etc.,  were  with  psalteries 

on  what   (1  Chron.  15:20)? 
18.  Ye   ask,    and   receive    not,    because   ye   ask 


(James   4:3). 


19.  Mahli  and  Jeremoth  were  whose  broth- 
ers?   (Possessive,    1    Chron.   23:23). 

24.  Who  were  to  faint  and  be  weary  in  Isa 
40:30? 

26.  Son  of  Neriah   (Jer.  43:3). 

27.  Third  son  of  Ham   (Gen.   10:6). 
29.  Exclamation  of  contempt. 

32.  Head   of   a   Gadite   family    (1    Chron.   5:13). 

33.  Brother    of    Amram     (Ezra    10:34). 

36.  The  sucking   child  shall   play   on  the   hole 

of  the  what   (Isa.   11:8)? 
38.  African  antelope  with  oxlike  head. 

41.  Electrical  engineer   (Abbr.). 

42.  South   America    (Abbr.). 

43.  King  of  Bashan  (Psa.  136:20). 

44.  "But    this   that    which    was   spoken 

by    the    prophet    Joel"    (Acts    2:16). 


GEMS  FOR  THOUGHT 

The  Lord  put  everything  in  balance — man 
puts  it  out  of  balance. 


This  life  is  a  school,  and  we  get  our  de- 
gree with  good  deeds. 

Great  men  are  where  they  are  because  of 
what   they    are. 
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A  SUGGESTION  FOR  JUNIOR 
WILLING  WORKERS 


The  above  Junior  Endeavor  boys  are 
winners  in  an  eight-week  "Buffalo 
Nickel"  contest.  First  prize  winner, 
Danny  McCaslin,  left,  age  two  years, 
who  brought  in  $10.25  in  buffalo  nick- 
els; second  prize  winner,  Dale  Suggs, 
age  seven  years,  who  brought  in  $10.15 
in  buffalo  nickels.  Total  buffalo  nick- 
els brought  in  by  all  juniors  was  about 
$30.  The  money  was  used  to  purchase 
a  glider  and  two  lawn  chairs  for  the 
parsonage.  Our  juniors  are  workers  for 
Jesus  and  we  love  them.  Let's  keep 
them  busy! — Mrs.  George  M.  Bloom - 
ingdale,  leader,  1710  North  Church 
Avenue,  Tyler,  Texas. 


SUPPOSE 

Suppose  someone  were  to  offer  me 
$1000  for  every  soul  I  might  try  to 
win  for  Christ.  Would  I  endeavor  to 
lead  any  more  souls  to  Christ  than 
I  am  doing  now?  Is  it  possible  that  I 
would  attempt  to  do  for  money,  even 
at  the  risk  of  blunders  or  ridicule, 
what  I  hesitate  to  do,  or  shrink  from 
doing  now,  in  obedience  to  God's  com- 
mand. Is  my  love  of  money  stronger 
than  the  love  for  God  or  for  souls? 
How  feeble  then  my  love  to  God.  Per- 
haps this  explains  why  I  am  not  a  soul 
winner !  — Selected. 


FRIENDS 

friend  is  like  an   old 


grown 


A    friend   is   like  an   old    song 

sweeter  with  the  years, 
A  friend  is  one  ioho  shares  our  joys 

and  ivipes  aioay  our  tears; 
A    friend    will    look    for    goodness    in 

everything  we  do, 
A  friend  is  one  who  knoivs  our  faults, 

yet  finds  our  virtues  too; 
A  friend  will  share  a  crust  of  bread, 

or  help  to  lift  a  load — 
Happy  are  we  who  find  a  few  good 

friends  along  the  road. 


COALS  OF  FIRE 


The  Scriptures  have  much  to  say 
about  forgiving  our  enemies.  Paul  tells 
us  in  Romans  12:20,  "If  thine  enemy 
hunger,  feed  him;  if  he  thirst,  give 
him  drink;  for  in  so  doing  thou  shalt 
heap  coals  of  fire  on  his  head."  To 
us  this  doesn't  sound  like  forgiveness, 
but  like  taking  vengeance.  In  the 
Bible  lands  almost  everything  is  car- 
ried on  the  head — water  jars,  baskets 
of  fruit,  vegetables,  fish,  or  any  other 
article.  Those  carrying  the  burden 
rarely  touch  it  with  the  hands,  and 
they  walk  through  crowded  streets 
and  lanes  with  perfect  ease.  In  many 
homes  the  only  fire  they  have  is  kept 
in  a  brazier,  which  they  use  for  simple 
cooking  as  well  as  for  warmth,  and 
they  plan  to  keep  it  burning  always. 
If  it  should  go  out,  some  member  of 
the  family  will  take  the  brazier  to  a 
neighbor's  house  to  borrow  fire,  then 
she  will  lift  the  brazier  to  her  head 
and  start  for  home.  If  her  neighbor  is 
a  generous  woman,  she  will  heap  the 
brazier  full  of  coals.  To  feed  an  enemy 
and  give  him  drink  was  like  heaping 
the  empty  brazier  with  live  coals, 
which  meant  food,  warmth,  and  al- 
most life  itself  to  the  person  or  home 
needing  it  and  was  the  symbol  of 
finest  generosity. — Strange  Scriptures. 


POINTED   PARAGRAPHS 

By  Martin  Miller 
A  bouquet  to  all  fathers  who  are  trying 
to  rear  their  children  to  be  upright  citizens, 
and  a  special  bouquet  to  those  fathers  who 
are  teaching  them  by  precept  and  example 
the  ways  of  salvation. 

— P— 
Many  of  us  want  the  rest  of  us  to  treat  us 
as  if  we  are  lords  and   masters.   Suppose  we 
try     this:     "And     whosoever     will     be     chief 
among  you,  let  him  be  your  servant." 

— P— 
For    the    best    in    listening    pleasure    tune 
to  station  PRAY  on  your  bended  knees. 

— P— 
The  best  antidote  for  loneliness  is  prayer. 

— P— 
Doing  good   is  the  easiest  way  to  get  the 
most  out  of  life. 

— P— 
Humility  is  a  sure  sign  of  spiritual  great- 
ness. 


If  you  desire  knowledge,  you  must  toil 
for  it;  if  food,  you  must  work  for  it.  Labor 
is  the  law.  Pleasure  comas  through  toil,  and 
not  by  self-indulgence.  When  a  young  man 
comes  to  love  his  work,  his  life  is  happy  and 
contented. 


THE  WAY  YOU  WALK! 

By  Roy  J .  Wilkins 

Two  farmers  were  standing  on  a 
street  corner  of  a  small  town  where 
everyone  knew  everyone  else.  It  wasn't 
often  that  a  stranger  was  seen.  How- 
ever, while  they  were  discussing  events 
of  the  day,  a  stranger  did  come  up  the 
main  street  and  walk  into  the  post 
office. 

"That  man's  been  in  the  army," 
remarked  one  of  the  farmers. 

"How,,  do  you  know?"  asked  the 
other. 

"Why,  I  know  a  soldier  by  his  walk," 
was  the  farmer's  answer. 

Say,  can  your  friends  and  loved  ones 
tell  that  you  are  a  soldier  of  the  Lord 
Jesus  Christ  by  the  way  you  walk? 

"That  ye  might  walk  worthy  of  the 
Lord  unto  all  pleasing,  being  fruitful 
in  every  good  work,  and  increasing  in 
the  knowledge  of  God,"  Col.  1:10. 


Know  your  missionaries  Jfty  3terkrt  (Matter,  Sr. 


This  young  man  was  born  February 
16,  1922.  On  July  29,  1945,  he  was  set 
forth  for  evangelist's  license  in  the 
Church  of  God  at  Lee,  Fla.,  where  he 
was  a  member  of  the  Church.  He  is 
twenty-seven  years  old  and  has  had 
the  Holy  Ghost  and  been  a  member 
of  the  Church  for  about  fourteen 
years.  This  young  minister  was  very 
much  interested  in  foreign  missions 
and  spent  several  terms  in  our  Bible 
Training  School  to  prepare  himself 
as  a  minister  and  missionary  to  a 
foreign  field.  He  became  a  student  of 
the  Christian  Education  Department 
of  the  School  and  in  1944  became  a 
member  of  the  Missionary  Society  of 
the  School.  In  1946  he  graduated  and 
soon  afterwards  married  the  former 
Miss  Inez  Chambers.  They  are  now 
serving  as  our  missionaries  in  the 
Republic  of  Honduras.  He  is  principal 
of  the  Church  of  God  Elementary 
School  in  Utila,  Honduras,  and  his 
wife  is  teaching  there  also.  A  splendid 
work  is  being  done  in  this  territory 
under  the  guidance  of  this  young 
missionary.  Can  you  guess  his  name? 

The   missionaries    mentioned    in    last    month's 
and  Mrs.  D.  B.  Hatfield,  of  Cairo,  Egypt. 


'Know    Your   Missionaries"   were    Reverend 


Page  16 


The  Lighted  Pathway 


'Paye 

Conducted    by 
MRS.    CHARLES     W.    CONN 


The  Booh  That  Spoke  to  Baku 


STELLA  M.   RUDY 


"Does  it  say  that  He  loved  me,  too?" 
Baku's  eyes  were  wistful. 

"Yes,"  smiled  the  missionary,  "be- 
cause it  tells  us  that  God  sent  His 
Son  into  the  world  because  He  loves 
everyone.  He  loves  you,  Baku,  more 
than  I  can  ever  tell  you.  He  came  all 
the  way  from  heaven  to  tell  you  how 
much  He  loves  you." 

Mr.  Wilson,  a  missionary,  who  had 
come  to  a  strange  African  village,  be- 
gan to  unload  his  things.  Soon  he 
opened  a  big,  heavy  box.  Baku's  eyes 
grew  big  as  one  thing  after  another 
was  pulled  from  the  mysterious  box. 
There  was  a  strange  little  "fire  can," 
over  which  he  placed  a  kettle  of  water 
to  boil.  He  had  a  little  table,  a  chair, 
and  several  other  things.  They  were 
all  unpacked  and  laid  carefully  on  the 
floor  of  the  little  hut  where  he  would 
spend  the  next  few  days,  and  possibly 
weeks. 

Baku  wondered  whether  there 
might  be  evil  spirits  hiding  among 
these  strange  things.  Perhaps  they 
would  trouble  the  whole  village. 
Baku's  tribe  believed  in  evil  spirits. 
iWere  they  not  hiding  in  trees,  in  the 
air,  in  the  water,  everywhere?  When- 
jever  anyone  was  sick,  was  it  not  the 
jevil  spirit  troubling  his  body?  If  some- 
[one  fell  and  broke  his  arm  or  leg,  was 
jit  not  punishment  of  the  evil  spirit? 

"Maybe,"  Baku  shuddered,  "in  the 
(white  man's  black  bag  there  might  be 
some  bad  spirits  hiding." 

"What's  in  that  bag?"  he  ventured 
to  ask  after  a  while.  "In  this?"  asked 
Mr.  Wilson,  touching  another  mys- 
terious bag. 

"Yes,"  nodded  Baku,  backing  away. 

"Well,  now  let's  see,"  smiled  the 
white  man,  "suppose  we  open  it. 
Would  you  like  to  peep  inside?" 

Baku  was  not  sure  whether  it  would 
be  a  safe  thing  to  do  or  not.  He  stood 
at  a  safe  distance  while  Mr.  Wilson 
brought  out  a  bunch  of  keys  from  his 
pocket  and  began  to  unpack  another 
suitbag.  He  brought  out  books, 
clothes,  a  flashlight,  and  many  other 
interesting  things.  Baku  backed  away 
from  the  "fire  eye"  as  he  called  the 
flashlight.  "Is  there  a  fire  spirit  in- 
side?" he  asked. 

"That  shows  me  the  way  to  go  in 
the  dark,"  laughed  the  missionary. 
"When   I   press   it   here,   it  makes   a 
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light.  Here,  you  may  press  it,  too,  and 
it  will  light  for  you." 

Baku  was  afraid  at  first,  but  at  last 
he  put  his  finger  on  the  flashlight 
and  jumped  when  the  light  flashed. 
"Oh,"  he  cried. 

Then  after  a  while,  Baku  pointed  to 
another  box.  What's  in  that?" 


THE  LITTLE  BROWN  GIRL 

Awoy   on   the   other   side   of   the   world 

Lives  a   little  brown  girl  I  know; 
Awoy    off    there    in    a    distant   land 

Where    they    never    have    frost    nor    snow; 
I    have   a    home   that  is    bright  and   glad. 

She    wanders     where    shadows    lie, 
Yet    the    same    dear    Father    made    us    both. 

The    little    brown   girl    and    I. 

The  little  brown  girl   is  to  sorrow   born, 

An     orphan,     with     none     to     care; 
With  no  one  to  kiss  her  a  sweet  good-night, 

Or    smooth    out    her    tangled    hair; 
Perhaps    she    is    needing    my    love    today, 

To    stifle    the    orphan's    cry, 
Since    we    are    one    in    the     Father's    heart, 

The  little  brown  girl  and  I. 

The   little  brown  girl   has   never  heard 

Of  love  that  is  over  all, 
Of  a    Father  who   cares    with    an   equal    care 

For   all    who    would    heed    His    call. 
Perhaps  she  is  waiting  for  me  to  send 

The    news   of  the   God    on    high, 
That  together  we  two  may  lift  our  prayers. 

The    little    brown   girl   and    I. 

Then     she,    too,     may     go    to    the     Father's 
house, 
To  the  home  where  the  angels  are, 
And   for  her  and   for   me  they  will  welcome 
speak. 
And  the  gates  of  the  home  unbar; 
I    will   take    her    hand   on   that   blessed    day, 

In   the   mansion   beyond   the  sky. 
And   we   both   will   sit   down   at  the   Father's 
feet. 
The  little  brown  nirl  and  I. 

— Selected. 


"I'll  show  you,"  said  Mr.  Wilson. 

Baku  backed  away  again,  a  little 
frightened  lest  there  might  be  an  evil 
spirit  inside.  But  he  felt  sure  that  Mr. 
Wilson  wasn't  bothered  by  these 
wicked  spirits  as  much  as  the  natives 
were.  At  least,  so  it  seemed  to  Baku. 

"You  needn't  be  afraid,  Baku,"  said 
the  missionary.  "God's  great  Spirit  is 


more  powerful  than  all  the  wicked 
spirits  in  the  world.  Those  who  trust 
in  Him  are  not  afraid." 

The  missionary  took  the  black  box, 
focused  it  on  Baku,  snapped  some- 
thing, and  put  it  away.  Baku  did  not 
know  that  his  picture  was  taken.  He 
did  not  have  a  nice  suit  of  clothes, 
just  a  girdle  that  looked  like  a  skirt. 

Everything  that  the  missionary  had 
was  all  so  new  and  interesting  to  the 
little  African  boy.  He  had  never  seen 
anything  so  wonderful.  He  ventured 
near  the  victrola  to  see  where  the 
voice  was  coming  from,  but  could  not 
understand  how  a  box  could  talk. 

Then  Mrs.  Wilson  took  out  a  little 
book  and  began  to  open  it.  "This  book 
speaks  words,"  he  said.  "It  tells  about 
God  who  made  the  earth,  the  sea,  and 
the  sky,  who  gives  us  flowers,  birds, 
trees,  and  food.  He  sends  the  sunshine 
and  the  rain,  the  fruit  and  vegetables 
that  we  enjoy,  and  every  thing  good." 

"This  is  God's  Book,"  he  said.  "It 
has  a  message  in  it  for  you,  Baku, 
for  it  tells  how  God,  the  heavenly 
Father,  sent  Jesus  to  bless  little  chil- 
dren and  to  tell  them  of  God's  love. 
My  home  is  far  away  in  another 
country  called  America.  I  know  a  lit- 
tle boy  just  as  big  as  you  are  who 
loves  Jesus.  When  I  left  my  home  and 
came  to  your  country,  Jack  handed 
me  something. 

"  'Please  take  my  birthday  money,' 
he  said,  'and  buy  an  African  Bible 
when  you  get  there,  then  give  it  to 
the  first  little  boy  you  talk  to  in 
Africa.  Tell  him  about  Jesus.'  So, 
Baku,"  the  missionary  said  slowly, 
"you  are  the  first  little  boy  I  have 
talked  to  since  I  came  back  to  Africa, 
and  I  am  going  to  give  you  the  Book." 

Baku's  eyes  grew  big,  and  his  little 
black  hands  grasped  eagerly  the 
white  man's  gift  from  the  little  boy 
across  the  sea.  Then  the  smile  faded 
from  his  face,  for  as  he  looked  over 
its  pages  and  found  that  he  could  not 
read  it,  he  said,  "But  the  Book  can't 
talk  to  me.  How  can  I  know  that 
Jesus  loves  me?" 

But  every  day  after  that  the  mis- 
sionary taught  Baku  the  letters,  and 
soon  he  was  able  to  read  for  himself 
that  Jesus  loved  him,  too. — Christian 
Publications,  Inc. 
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CALLING  ALL  FORMER 
B.  T.  S.  STUDENTS!! 

A  grand  home-coming  awaits  you 
at  Lee  College  May  22-26  if  you  have 
ever  attended  Bible  School.  You  are 
still  a  part  of  the  School  whether  you 
are  a  graduate  or  not.  We  want  to 
see  you  and  want  you  to  see  the 
beautiful  campus  of  Lee  College  and 
enjoy  the  fellowship  of  old  and  new 
friends. 

The  Commencement  Program  is: 
Baccalaureate  Service, 

May  22,  10:00  a.  m. 

Senior  Play  May  23,  8:00  p.  m. 

Senior  Play May  24,  8:00  p.m. 

Alumni  Program  _  May  25,  10:00  a.  m. 
Singing  Convention, 

May  25,  2:00  p.  m. 
Alumni  Barbecue        May  25,  6:30  p.m. 
Mixed  Chorus  Recital, 
May  25,  8:00  p.  m. 
Graduation  _        -May  26,  10:00  a.  m. 

Upon  arriving  in  Cleveland,  regis- 
ter with  the  Alumni  Association  in 
the   Library  Building   at  the  School. 

If  you  plan  to  attend  the  Alumni 
Barbecue,  please  notify  us  immedi- 
ately. 

Remember,  all  ex-students  of  B.  T. 
S.  and  Lee  College  are  cordially  invit- 
ed to  attend  the  closing  exercises  of 
school,  particularly  the  Alumni  pro- 
gram and  Barbecue  Supper. 

GOSPEL  MUSIC  RALLY 

A  gospel  music  rally  was  held  at 
the  Lee  College  Auditorium  on  Sat- 
urday evening,  April  2. 

Special  music  was  rendered  by  the 
following  groups:  Lee  College  Quar- 
tet, Victory  Five,  Klaudt  Family, 
Collins  Quartet,  Lenoir  City  Quartet, 
North  Cleveland  Radio  Trio  and  mu- 
sicians, and  Gospel  Rythmaires.  There 
was  also  congregational  singing  by  the 
entire    audience. 

A  great  throng  of  people  filled  the 
auditorium.  Many  people  drove  for 
miles  to  attend  the  rally.  God's  pres- 
ence was  there,  and  everyone  seemed 
to  receive  a  blessing  from  the  singing. 

The  next  rally  is  scheduled  to  be 
held  at  the  Lee  College  Auditorium, 
May  7. — Mrs.  Jean  Hughes. 

EASTER  AT  LEE  COLLEGE 

As  the  sun  rose  over  the  horizon  on 
Sunday,  April  17,  the  students  and 
faculty  of  Lee  College  assembled  in 
the  auditorium  in  commemoration  of 
the  most  profound  event  in  history, 
the  resurrection  of  Christ.  Each 
Christian's  memory  of  this  blessed 
event  was  refreshed  as  Rev.  E.  M. 
Tapley  presented  the  Easter  message 
and  as  the  Lee  College  Quartet  sang. 

The  day  was  climaxed  by  the  pres- 
entation of  the  Easter  cantata,  "Re- 
demption's Song,"  on  Sunday  night 
by  the  mixed  chorus,  directed  by  Miss 
Lillian  Savchenko,  with  Mrs.  Delbert 
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Mitchell  as  accompanist,  and  Mary 
Ruth  Wood  as  organist.  Solos  were 
rendered  in  the  cantata  by  Delbert 
Mitchell,  Alma  Akins,  Oneta  John- 
son, James  Winters,  Boots  Ellis,  and 
Samuel  Peterson. 

The  evening's  program  closed  with 
the  Story  of  Easter  in  color  slides, 
presented  by  Mr.  Horace  McCracken, 
of  Knoxville,  Tennessee. — M  a  r  g  i  e 
Mixon. 

The  mixed  chorus  of  Lee  College 
also  presented  an  operetta,  "In  Old 
Vienna,"  in  the  Lee  College  Audito- 
rium March  25,  26,  under  the  direc- 
tion of  Miss  Lillian  Savchenko  and 
Miss  Beatrice  Coley. 

Characters  in  the  operetta  were 
Bill  Holcombe  and  Boots  Ellis,  Marv- 
in Brinsfield  and  Ethel  McDaniel, 
Harold  Riddle  and  Gwen  Beaube,  Jim 
Winters  and  Paul  Underwood,  and 
Leon  Ellis  and  Evelyn  Hebb. 

LEE  COLLEGE  ANNOUNCES 

A  THREE-WEEK  TEACHER 

TRAINING  COURSE 

"We  aim  to  serve"  might  well  be 
the  slogan  of  Lee  College.  Service  is 
the  only  justification  for  Lee's  exis- 
tence; consequently,  she  is  ever  at- 
tempting to  be  of  greater  service  to  a 
greater  number  of  people.  It  is,  there- 
fore, with  great  pleasure  that  "The 
Standard  Teacher  Training  Course," 
sponsored  by  the  Evangelical  Teacher 
Training  Association,  is  being  offered 
during  the  first  three  weeks  of  the 
1949  summer  term  of  Lee  College 
(May  30-June  18).  This  course  is  be- 
ing offered  by  an  outstanding  Chris- 
tian teacher,  author,  and  speaker — 
Dr.  Clarence  H.  Benson. 

Dr.  Benson  has  taught  in  many  dif- 
ferent sections  of  the  country  and  is 
widely  acclaimed  as  a  teacher  who  is 
able  to  put  his  points  across  in  a 
manner  that  is  comprehendable,  in- 
structive, and  inspiring.  Dr.  Benson 
is  the  author  of  several  books  on 
Christian  teaching  which  have  doubt- 
less proved  helpful  to  numberless 
persons  in  the  great  task  of  Chris- 
tian soul-winning.  Dr.  Benson  is  not 
only  a  great  teacher  and  author,  but 
is  also  an  inspiring  speaker.  He 
gained  wide  acclaim  for  his  message 
at  the  Southeastern  Youth  Confer- 
ence at  Macon,  Georgia,  during  the 
summer  of  1948.  Doubtless,  the  above 
information  qualifies  Dr.  Benson's 
reputation  as  one  of  the  outstanding 
Bible  scholars  and  teachers  of  today. 

One  of  the  faculty  members  of  Lee 
College  called  Dr.  Benson's  courses 
the  best  she  has  ever  had.  Without 
doubt,  this  short  three-week  course 
could  well  be  the  answer  to  the 
prayers  of  earnest  and  sincere  Sun- 
day School  teachers  and  Christian 
workers.  Many  of  you  who  cannot  af- 


Dr.  Clarence  H.  Benson 

ford  to  attend  a  regular  school  term 
at  Lee  College  will  be  able  to  take  ad- 
vantage of  this  course  designed  pri 
marily    for    Sunday    School    teachers 
and    Christian    workers.    The    course 
will  include  instruction  in  the  Bible, 
church    supervision,    Sunday    School 
administration,  and  possibly  one  oth 
er  field.  In  addition  to  the  textbooks 
for  the  courses,  you  will  have  access 
to  the  Lee  College  library — an  oppor 
tunity  to  do  much  reading  and  study- 
ing on  the  various  phases  of  Chris- 
tian education. 

If  the  church  is  to  win  and  hold 
the  young  and  old  of  today,  trained 
Sunday  School  teachers  are  a  neces- 
sity. Each  Sunday  School  should  and 
can  be  very  interesting  and  profitable 
if  teachers  are  properly  filled  with! 
the  Spirit  and  are  properly  trained  inf 
the  all-important  task  of  Christian' 
teaching.  Our  Sunday  School  teachers! 
should  be  as  well  trained  as  public) 
school  teachers.  They  must  be!  Let 
Dr.  Benson  help  you  solve  many  of 
your  problems  by  attending  his  class- 
es this  summer  at  Lee  College. 

In  brief,  you  can  get  a  short  course 
of  inestimable  value  designed  for 
Sunday  School  teachers  in  a  Chris 
tian  environment,  at  a  Christian 
school,  and  under  a  Christian  teacher 
— all  for  approximately  fifty  dollars, 
room  and  board  included.  Think  of 
the  rewards — one  soul  saved  through 
your  training  will  repay  your  money 
and  time  many  fold. 

If   at   all   possible,   make    arrange- 
ments to  attend  this  training  course 
If  you  cannot  bear  the  expenses  by 
(Continued  on  Page  19) 
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REV.  DAVID  J.  DU  PLESSIS  JOINS 
LEE  COLLEGE  FACULTY 

Rev.  David  J.  du  Plessis,  director  of 
the  International  Pentecostal  Fellow- 
ship, which  has  its  offices  in  Basel, 
Switzerland,  will  be  teaching  in  our 
department  of  Religious  Education  for 
the  term  beginning  September  5  this 
year.  Brother  du  Plessis  will  bring 
to  Lee  College  stores  of  knowledge 
and  practical  experience  from  his  work 
in  twenty  countries,  where  he  has 
ministered  to  promote  the  full  gos- 
pel of  our  Lord  and  Saviour  Jesus 
Christ. 

Rev.  du  Plessis  will  teach  such  im- 
portant subjects  as  Pastoral  Theology, 
World  Religions,  Ministerial  Problems, 
Missionary  Lands  and  Techniques, 
and  Pentecostal  Truths  and  Practices. 
These  outstanding  and  practical 
courses,  under  such  an  able  Bible 
scholar,  will  give  to  our  students  in 
the  department  of  Religious  Educa- 
tion a  rare  opportunity  to  gain  a  prac- 
tical knowledge  of  the  best  methods 
to  spread  the  gospel  at  home  and 
abroad.  If  you  plan  to  enter  the  min- 
istry, remember  that  you  owe  to  your- 
self and  to  your  future  congregations 
the  time  in  Christian  training  which 
is  absolutely  necessary  in  these  days. 
Therefore,  you  will  make  no  mistake 
if  you  contact  the  Registrar  at  Lee 
College  immediately.  Plan  now  to  en- 
roll for  the  next  term. 

Remember  that  we  are  offering  the 
aest  courses  ever  to  be  offered  for 
Christian  workers  in  our  summer 
school.  The  summer  term  begins  May 
50.  Plan  to  be  among  the  hundreds 
)f  Christian  young  men  and  women 
vho  will  spend  their  summer  on  the 
ovely  Lee  College  campus  this  year. 

—J.  Stewart  Brinsfield,  President,  Lee 
College. 


LEE    COLLEGE    ANNOUNCES 
TRAINING  COURSE 

(Continued    from  page    18) 

yourself,  perhaps  the  whole  church 
or  Sunday  School  could  pool  their 
efforts  and  send  one  or  two  members 
who  could  in  turn  pass  on  to  the 
whole  church  what  they  learn.  This 
is  a  great  opportunity  to  put  new  life 
into  your  Sunday  School  classes.  Get 
together  with  the  church  officials  and 
make  plans  to  send  at  least  one  rep- 
resentative to  this  Teacher's  Train- 
ing Course,  which  will  doubtless  prove 
to  be  inspirational  and  of  great  prac- 
tical value  to  you  in  further  Christian 
service.  Can  you  think  of  a  better  way 
to  spend  part  of  your  summer  than 
preparing  to  better  serve  your  church, 
your  fellow  man,  and  your  God? 

Make  plans  to  attend  now.  It  will 
cost  you  not  to  attend. 

"Study  to  shew  thyself  approved 
unto  God,  a  workman  that  needeth 
not  to  be  ashamed,  rightly  dividing 
the   word  of  truth,"  2  Timothy  2:15. 

FOR  FURTHER  INFORMATION 
WRITE:  Registrar,  Lee  College, 
Cleveland,  Tennessee. — Lacy  D.  Powell. 
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STUDENTS'  IMPRESSIONS  OF  LEE 

COLLEGE 

"No  one,  regardless  of  age,  will 
make  a  mistake  when  he  enters'  Lee 
College  to  better  equip  himself  for  the 
ministry.  "• — Earl  Radford,  Andrews, 
N.  C. 

Words  cannot  express  my  devotion 
and  thorough  satisfaction  with  Lee 
College  and  what  my  attainments 
here  mean  to  me.  The  school  is  a 
blessing  to  all  who  will  permit  it  to 
be." — Raymond   Pringle,    Cortez,    Fla. 

I  highly  regard  Lee  College  as  an 
institution  of  learning  the  fundamen- 
tal truths  of  the  Bible,  taught  by  con- 
secrated teachers,  who  instill  within 
you  an  inspiration  to  study  the  Word 
of  God  and  the  plan  of  salvation." — 
David  J.  O'Neal,  Fort  Worth,  Texas. 

"I  like  Lee  College  because  it  is  a 
good  place  to  learn  more  about 
Christ." — Clyde  McGaha,  Honea  Path, 
S.  C. 

"It  is  a  God-given  opportunity  to 
attend  Lee  College.  The  blessings  I 
have  received  here  cannot  be  told — 
only  felt  deep  down  inside." — Jean 
Hughes,  Magnolia,  Ohio. 

Lee  College  has  been  a  great  bless- 
ing to  me.  This  is  the  place  to  pre- 
pare for  the  work  which  lies  ahead." 
— George  Savchenko,  Bigtimber,  Mont. 

"In  my  estimation,  I  am  attending 
the  best  college  I  could  have  found. 
My  courses  are  of  the  best  and  my  in- 
structors among  the  most  competent 
of  any  institution  of  learning,  in  ad- 
dition to  the  inspiring  fellowship  of 
Christian  youth.  In  future  years,  I 
shall  be,  indeed,  glad  to  claim  Lee 
College  as  My  Alma  Mater." — Evelyn 
Hebb,  St.  George,  W.  Va. 


By    Hope  Goodman    Powell 
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GIVING  THANKS 

O    God,    we    truly    thank    Thee    for 

every  little  way 
You've   shoion    Your   love   for   us   in 

each  hour  of  this  day; 
For   the   early   dew,  fresh  clean   air, 
For    food    and    health,    Your    tender 

care, 
For    children's    laughter,    birds    that 

sing; 
O  gracious  Lord,  for  everything. 


IF  I  HAVE  THY  HELP 

Dear    God,    if    Thou    wilt    grant    me 
grace 

To  be  humble  for  today; 
If  I'm   allowed  to  seek  Thy   face 

In  all  I  do  and  say; 
If  Thou  shalt  guide  me  through  each 
test, 

And  hold  my  hand  in  Thine, 
And  help  me  do  my  very  best, 

Be  loving,  sweet  and  kind; 
If  today  Thou  wilt  help  me 

Smile   and    do   my   part, 
Then    truly  I'll   be  happy, 

There  will  be  sunshine  in  my  heart. 


ENCOURAGEMENT 

Although  it  seemed  my  faith  was  gone 
And  it  was  vain  to  travel  on, 
No  need  to  prove  a  help  to  man, 
Or  do  good  deeds  along  life's  span; 
And  though  I  felt  alone,  afraid, 
Cast  aside,  unloved,  dismayed, 
Before  I  breathed  a  single  word, 
My  solemn    thoughts    the   Lord   had 

heard, 
And  strangely,  though  I  do  not  doubt, 
It  seemed  that  I  was  lifted  out 
Of  some  dark  and  gloomy  dream 
To  behold  an  ethereal  scene, 
Though  exotic,  just  the  thing 
To  make  me  lift  my  heart  and  sing: 
"Praise  to  God  for  helping  me 
The  brighter  side  of  life  to  see, 
For  life's  needs,  His  love  divine, 
His  gentle  hand  guiding  mine." 


fUNE,  1949 
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A  Four-Square  Education 


Luke  2:52:  And  Jesus  increased  in 
wisdom  and  stature,  and  in  favour 
ivith  God  and  man. 

The  word  "educate"  comes  from  a 
Latin  word,  meaning  literally,  "to  train 
up  a  child."  The  English  meaning  is — 
"to  develop  mentally  or  morally;  to 
fit  for  a  calling."  The  more  popular 
meaning  of  the  word  is  "schooling,  or 
formal  training  in  a  school."  I  shall 
use  it  in  its  fundamental  meaning  of 
growth  or  development. 

According  to  our  text,  Jesus  was 
educated  (developed)  physically  (in 
stature ) ,  mentally  I  in  wisdom  > ,  so- 
cially (in  favor  with  man),  and 
spiritually    (in  favor  with  God). 

We  believe  in  the  Bible  as  the  di- 
vinely inspired  Word;  therefore,  we 
take  it  as  our  guide  for  faith  and 
practice.  Since  the  Bible  tells  us  that 
Jesus  grew,  developed  or  increased  in 
these  ways,  then  we  believe  we  do,  or 
should  do,  the  same. 

Jesus  grew  physically.  A  great  mind 
must  have  a  strong  body  to  dwell  in 
if  it  would  be  able  to  function  at  full 
capacity.  Jesus  surely  recognized  this 
fact,  for  of  His  thirty-six  recorded 
miracles,  twenty-four  were  physical 
healings. 

Today  people  are  living  too  fast; 
everything  is  done  in  a  great  rush; 
it  is  hurry,  hurry,  hurry,  from  morn- 
ing until  nearly  morning  again.  This 
necessitates  very  special  care  of  the 
physical  body,  or  it  will  be  worn  out 
and  useless  when  the  best  years  of 
service  have   arrived. 

Relaxation  is  almost  a  lost  art,  but 
it  is  still  one  of  the  best  ways  to  insure 
good  health.  By  relaxation  I  mean 
putting  aside  all  cares,  having  a 
mental  rest,  and  doing  something 
entirely  different  from  the  regular 
routine,  something  "for  enjoyment." 
It  may  be  real  work,  but  it  is  a  com- 
plete change  and  should  be  worth- 
while work. 

Let  us  notice  the  examples  of  some 
missionaries  who  relaxed  by  work 
and  found  it  really  valuable.  Dr.  Titus 
Coan,  of  Hawaii,  added  much  to  the 
scientific  knowledge  about  volcanoes 
by  his  study.  Dr.  Nevcies,  in  China, 
improved  the  texture  and  flavors  of 
all  of  the  fruit  in  North  China  by  his 
study  and  work,  which  he  did  for 
relaxation.   Raymond    Lull,   the    great 
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missionary  to  Islam,  studied  as  a 
"hobby,"  and  produced  a  great  book, 
"Astronomy."  If  missionaries  can  take 
time  to  insure  good  health,  we  can, 
too. 

Frankly,  I  think  God  demands  of 
us  that  we  take  time  to  be  strong  in 
body.  Are  not  our  bodies  the  temple 
of  the  Holy  Ghost? 

Jesus  not  only  grew  physically,  but 
mentally.  He  grew  in  wisdom!  I 
wish  we  had  more  wisdom  along  with 
our  development.  I  think  that  getting 
knowledge  is  securing  facts;  getting 
wisdom  is  acquiring  the  ability  to  use 
our  knowledge  to  the  best  advantage. 

"Study  to  shew  thyself  approved 
.  .  ."  is  Bible  admonition  we  cannot 
afford  to  ignore.  Some  misunder- 
stand the  Bible  meaning  when  it 
says  the  Holy  Ghost  will  lead  us  into 
all  truth.  They  think  it  means  to  sit 
down  and  twiddle  your  thumbs  and 
wait  for  God  to  fill  your  mind.  Don't 
forget  it  also  says,  "He  [Holy  Ghost  J 
will   bring  all   things  to  your  remem- 

FUTILITY   OF  GOLD 

To    purchase    heaven,    has    gold    the 

power? 
Can  gold   remove  the  mortal  hour} 
In  life,  can  love  be  bought  ivith  gold? 
Are  friendship's  pleasures  to  be  sold? 
No;    all    that's     north    a     wish  —  a 

thought — 
Fair  virtue  gives  unbribed,  unbought; 
Cease,    then,    on    trash    thy    hopes    to 

bind, 
Let  nobler   views  engage  thy  mind. 
— Samuel  Johnson. 


brance."  You  cannot  remember  things 
you  have  not  already  known,  but  if 
you  have  studied,  He  will  bring  things 
to  you  "again"  when  you  need  them. 

I  doubt  if  wisdom  comes  to  any- 
one, save  by  experience.  However, 
there  are  two  ways  you  may  experi- 
ence things — first,  by  personal  ex- 
perience; second,  by  sharing  the  ex- 
perience of  someone  else.  In  our 
study  and  educational  processes,  we 
are  sharing  experiences.  There  is  an 
old  adage  which  says,  "Experience  is 
a  dear  teacher,  but  fools  will  learn 
from  no  other."  Surely  the  quickest 
and  cheapest,  therefore  the  best, 
method  of  getting  wisdom  is  by  profit- 
ing by  the  mistakes  and  successes  of 
others. 

Jesus  also  grew  socially.  He  was 
able  to  get  along  with  people,  to 
understand  them,  and  in  turn  be 
understood  by  them.  A  better  under- 
standing of  the  problems  and  view- 
points of  others  nearly  always  means 
added  respect  and  love  for  them. 

A  well-rounded  education  must  in- 
clude tolerance  for  all  races  and 
creeds.  Tolerance  fosters  love  and  the 
depth  of  our  love  is  the  measure  of 
our  ability  to  help  others. 

The  most  important  part  of  the  de- 
velopment of  Jesus  was  spiritual.  The 
other  three  phases  without  this  one 
would  be  futile.  "The  fool  hath  said 
in  his  heart,  There  is  no  God."  Per- 
haps it  is  true  that  the  worst  fool 
is  the  educated  fool;  then  we  don't 
dare  leave  off  anything  that  would 
place   emphasis    on   spiritual    growth. 

I  have  wondered  sometimes  why  a 
baby  moves  about  so  much.  He  is  al- 
ways exercising — moving  his  hands, 
kicking  his  feet,  moving  his  head  from 
side  to  side — he  is  developing  his  | 
muscles.  They  say  that  exercise  is 
necessary  for  his  growth.  In  the  same 
way,  spiritual  exercise  is  necessary 
for  spiritual  growth. 

Leaving  out  spiritual  growth,  no 
one's  education  is  worth  the  time  and 
effort  it  costs  them.  But  a  physical, 
mental,  and  social  education,  crowned 
with  spirituality,  can  be  greatly  used 
of  God. 

Will  you  give  God  a  chance?  Let  the 
world  see  what  He  can  do  with  one  I 
who    is    prepared    by    a    four-square 
educational  development! 

The  Lighted  Pathway 


BO  OK    RE  VIE  WS 

All  books  reviewed  can  be  purchased  from 
the  Church  of  God  Publishing  House,  2502 
Montgomery  Avenue,   Cleveland,  Tenn. 

THE  LIFE  AND  DIARY  OF  DAVID  BRAINERD, 

edited  by  Jonathan  Edwards,  newly  edited, 
and  with  a  biographical  sketch  of  Jonathan 
Edwards  by  Philip  E.  Howard,  Jr.,  384  pages, 

cloth  bound,  Moody  Press $3.50 

In  reading  the  plate  proofs  of  this  newest 
addition  to  The  Wycliffe  Series  of  Christian 
Classics,  I  was  deeply  moved  by  the  lives  of 
both  David  Brainerd  and  Jonathan  Edwards. 
Seldom  do  we  find  In  one  volume  three  re- 
lated, yet  distinct,  literary  and  spiritual  treas- 
ures— yet,  we  have  here  exactly  that.  First,  we 
have  Mr.  Howard's  sketch  on  the  life  of  Presi- 
dent Edwards,  which  is  concise  and  clear,  and 
which  covers  twenty-eight  pages;  he  has  in- 
cluded in  the  sketch  Edwards'  Seventy  Resolu- 
tions, in  which  the  great  man  of  God  set  forth 
his  ideal  of  personal  Christian  behavior.  Then, 
we  have  President  Edwards'  Preface  to  Brain- 
erd's  diary,  in  which  he  gives  his  observations 
of  the  person  and  habits  of  the  missionary.  In 
the  ten  pages  of  Edwards'  own  writing,  we  are 
given  an  illuminating  portrait  of  Brainerd 
that  is  valuable  as  a  psychological  as  well  as  a 
spiritual  study. 

Finally,  we  have  "The  Life  and  Diary  of 
David  Brainerd"  itself.  In  the  diary  we  have 
the  story  of  a  God-inspired  life.  From  his  early 
childhood,  he  felt  the  need  of  God,  as  is  at- 
tested in  the  very  first  sentence:  "[I]  do  not 
remember  anything  of  conviction  of  sin  worthy 
of  remark  till  I  was,  I  believe,  about  seven 
or  eight  years  of  age."    (!) 

Not  only  is  this  a  spiritual  diary,  but  it  is 
the  account  of  missionary  work  among  the 
Indians  of  Massachusetts,  Delaware,  and  Penn- 
sylvania, in  the  robust,  pioneer  days  of  the 
mid-eighteenth  century.  As  was  the  custom  of 
writers  in  his  day,  Brainerd,  in  his  diary,  em- 
phasized the  spiritual  aspect  of  his  life  rather 
than  the  adventurous,  which  is  a  merit  and 
not  a  fault. 

The  book  is  profitable  reading  from  cover 
to  cover,  and  we  do  not  hesitate  to  urge  it 
upon  all  lovers  of  deeply  spiritual  things,  for, 
like  the  other  volumes  in  the  Wycliffe  Series, 
it  is  a  timeless  heritage  of  the  spirit  which  will 
enrich  the  soul,  produced  so  attractively  that 
it  will  enhance  the  bookshelf  of  the  home, 
church,  or  school. — C.  W.  C. 

—  o  — 
STUDIES  IN  THE  NEW  TESTAMENT,  by  A.  T. 
Robertson,     D.D.,     213     pages,     cloth     bound, 

Broadman       $2.50 

Dr.  Robertson's  name  as  author  is  always 
the  reader's  guarantee  of  sound,  profound  New 
Testament  scholarship.  This  volume  of  studies 
is  exceptional  and  will  enrich  the  mind  of  all 
who  use  it  or  read  it.  It  was  first  published 
in  1915,  and  is  re-issued  in  this  attractive  new 
edition  by  Broadman  Press. 

These  studies  are  primarily  for  those  who  are 
neither  technical  scholars  nor  seminary  stu- 
dents, but,  rather,  "the  serious  Bible  student, 
the  average  teacher  in  the  Sunday  School,  alert 
young  people  in  high  school  and  college,  and 
preachers  with  little  scholastic  training  are 
the  groups  kept  in  mind."  We  are  not  to  de- 
duce, however,  that  this  modest  purpose  in- 
dicates a  superficial  book;  to  the  contrary,  it 
is  the  fruit  of  Dr.  Robertson's  own  ripe  scholar- 


ship put  into  words  and  arrangement  which 
any  average  student  can  understand.  Both 
scholar  and  student  will  do  well  to  study  it 
with  care. 

The  entire  New  Testament  is  covered  in  the 
volume,  under  three  sections:  Part  I,  The 
Background;  that  is,  a  study  of  the  times  of 
the  Roman  world  immediately  preceding  and 
during  the  early  days  of  Jesus;  Part  II,  The 
Life  of  Christ;  Part  III,  The  Apostolic  History, 
in  which,  of  course,  both  the  lives  and  writ- 
ings of  the  apostles  are  discussed.  Without 
restraint  we  recommend  the  book  to  all  those 
who  desire  a  better,  deeper  knowledge  of  the 
New  Testament. — C.   W.   C. 

—  o  — 

LET  YOUTH  PRAISE  HIM!  profusely  illustrat- 
ed,   159   pages,   cloth   bound,   Eerdmans,   $1.50 

Here,  finally,  is  a  song  book  that  is  dif- 
ferent! In  response  to  a  definite  need  for  a 
book  of  this  kind,  the  National  Union  of  Chris- 
tian Schools  has  compiled  this  hymnal,  whose 
songs  are  carefully  selected  so  that  they  can 
be  sung  and  understood  by  primary  and  junior 
children.  Titles  of  the  songs  which  are  espe- 
cially suitable  for  younger  children  are  marked 
in  the  index  for  the  convenience  of  teachers. 

The  compilers  have  also  been  careful  to  se- 
lect songs  which  are  inducive  to  true  worship 
and  faith  and  are  doctrinally  sound. 

The  hymnal  is  truly  a  beautiful  and  dis- 
tinctive book;  it  is  printed  in  soft  color  and 
filled  with  full-page,  brown-tone  pictures  of 
exceptional  appeal.  Any  adult,  young  person, 
or  child  will  be  charmed  by  its  beauty  and 
blessed  by  its  songs. 

It  belongs  on  the  family  library  shelf,  since 
it  is  a  volume  which  will  be  loved  by  parents 
and  children  alike. — E.  L.  C. 

—  o  — 

AFTER  THE  HARVEST,  by  Edith  Snyder  Ped- 
erson,  183  pages,  hard  covers,  Zondervan,  $2.00 
Here  is  a  book  that  may  be  read  with 
pleasure  and  profit,  for  It  is  both  interesting 
and  entertaining.  It  is  good  Christian  fiction, 
and  while  it  is  not  a  preachment,  it  does  con- 
tain many  messages  which  the  reader  may 
readily  apply  to  his  own  life.  In  its  pages  is 
a  story  of  love,  hate,  miserable  existence,  and 
blissful  happiness. 

Author  Pederson  has  given  us  the  dramatic, 
intensely  human  story  of  Mary  Clinton,  who 
learned  that  one  seed  of  disobedience  yields  a 
harvest  of  bitter  fruit.  Forsaking  the  Christian 
training  she  received  in  childhood,  to  marry 
unbelieving  David  Clinton,  Mary  soon  realized 
that  Satan  subtly  seeks  to  destroy  the  Chris- 
tian and  in  recompense  offers  only  shattered 
dreams,  loneliness,  and  emptiness.  It  graphi- 
cally shows  the  misery  of  living  a  willful,  sin- 
ful life  and  the  tragedy  of  neglecting  to  train- 
up  one's  family  for  God. — C.   C.   H. 

—  e  — 

BROKEN  THREADS,  by  Ethel  S.  Low,  184 
pages,  cloth  bound,  Zondervan  .  .  .  $2.00 
The  sure  hand  of  the  artist  appears  again 
and  again  throughout  this  significant  Chris- 
tian novel.  She  uses  the  clever  device  of  set- 
ting her  scene  in  the  Morrison  household  and 
letting  Dorothy  relate  many  of  her  experiences 
in  a  diary,  which  reveals  how  far-reaching 
were  her  mistakes  and  yet  how  miraculously 
her  life  was  transformed  by  unreserved  surren- 
der to   God's  will. 

The  reader  Is  pursued  throughout  the  story 
of  three  successive  generations  by  the  feeling 
that  a  great  deal  of  meaning  and  reality  is 
involved.  Vividly  portrayed  is  the  way  in  which 
God  wove  the  broken  threads  of  disillusion- 
ment of  self-willed  lives  into  triumphs  of  shin- 
ing faith  in  Christ. 

All  in  all,  Broken  Threads  is  an  impressive 
story  for  youthful  readers,  and  delivers  well  its 
message  of  invaluable  truth. — E.  H. 


TELL  THE  STORY  WITH  A  SONG,  compiled 
by  Harry  Dixon  Loes,  33  pages,  paper  covers, 
Van  Kampen 50  cents 

These  thirty-three  songs,  twenty-one  of 
which  were  written  and  composed  by  Mr.  Loes 
himself,  are  especialy  arranged  for  solos  and 
duets,  are  original  and  fresh,  are  singable  and 
appealing,  and,  best  of  all,  are  reverent  and 
filled  with  worship  of  the  Creator  and  Master. 
— C.  W.  C. 

—  o  — 

A  CHILD'S  GARDEN  OF  BIBLE  STORIES,  by 
Arthur  W.  Gross,  illustrated  by  Rod  Taenzer, 
146  pages,  cloth  bound,  Concordia  .  .  $2.60 
It  has  never  been  my  privilege  to  see  an- 
other Bible  story  book  so  desirable  for  small 
children  as  this  is.  The  sixty  stories  are  pains- 
takingly written  for  children  from  six  to 
eight  years  of  age,  not  to  be  read  to  them,  but 
by  them.  These  Old  and  New  Testament  stories 
are  given  life  by  156  full-color  and  black-and- 
white  illustrations,  making  the  volume  a  veri- 
table gem  of  color.  The  illustrations  and  the 
text  blend  on  the  pages  in  a  manner  that 
will  give  the  young  reader  a  sense  of  actual- 
ly living  in  the  time  of  the  narrative. 

—  o  — 

COURIER  OF  GOD'S  GRACE,  by  James  Russell 
Adams,  175  pages,  cloth  bound,  Revell,  $2.00 
The  appeal  of  this  book  of  expositions  on 
Paul's  epistle  to  the  Philippians  lies  chiefly  in 
its  simplicity  and  clarity.  It  is  neither  recon- 
dite nor  technical,  but  is  a  devotional  applica- 
tion of  today's  world  and  today's  conditions 
to  the  Pauline  teaching  of  grace. 

The  first  chapter  is  a  brief  rehearsal  of  the 
founding  of  the  Church  in  Philippi  and  of 
Paul's  affection  for  the  Philippians.  Eighteen 
chapters  are  then  used  to  discuss  the  epistle 
itself,  in  which  sincere  Christian  practice  and 
joy  are  emphasized.  The  author  has  written 
simply  and  learnedly,  giving  us  a  pleasant  and 
readable  exposition  of  the  most  loving  of  all 
Paul's  letters — a  volume  that  is  suitable  for  de- 
votional studies  and  discussions,  or  for  any 
student  of  Paul  and  his  teachings. — C.  W.   C. 

—  o  — 

TAKE  TIME!  by  R.  L.  Middleton,  128  pages, 
hard  covers,  Abingdon-Cokesbury     .     .     $1.50 

Here  are  twenty-two  chapters  of  pleasurable, 
devotional  reading,  from  which  one  receives 
spiritual  refreshment  and  new  resolve.  In  chap- 
ters with  titles  such  as  "Love  Never  Bargains," 
"God's  Interpreters,"  "Life's  Unpaid  Obliga- 
tions," and  others,  the  sincere  reader  is  made 
to  take  stock  of  the  Tightness  of  his  relation- 
ship with  God  and  his  fellow  man. 

Each  of  these  chapters  contains  fitting 
scripture  quotations,  choice  selections  of 
poetry  and  prose,  and  experiences  from  every- 
day life,  which  clarify  and  enrich  the  author's 
presentations. 

Mr.  Middleton  brings  a  timely  message  which 
reverently  promotes  practical.  Christian  ideals. 
— E.  L.  C. 

—  o  — 

MODERN  SCIENCE  AND  CHRISTIAN  FAITH, 
illustrated,     289     pages,     cloth     bound,     Van 

Kampen $3.00 

One  of  the  most  striking  features  of  this 
volume  of  apologetics  is  that  it  does  not  rep- 
resent the  scholarship  and  research  of  one 
writer,  but  that  it  is  the  product  of  the  learn- 
ing of  twelve  men,  who  are  all  members  of 
the  American  Scientific  Affiliation,  "a  group 
of  Christian  scientific  men  devoting  them- 
selves to  the  task  of  reviewing,  preparing,  and 
distributing  information  on  the  authenticity, 
historicity,  and  scientific  aspects  of  the  Holy 
Scriptures  In  order  that  the  faith  of  many  in 
Christ  Jesus  may  be  firmly  established." 
Eleven  chapters  are  contained  herein,  dealing 

Please  turn  page         ^"^^ 


June,  1949 


Page  21 


with  the  Scriptures  in  the  light  of  astronomy, 
physics,  geology,  biology,  archaeology,  and  oth- 
er branches  of  learning  where  hostility  to 
Christianity  is  often  found.  These  informative 
and  strengthening  essays  are  written  by  those 
who  specialize  in  the  study  of  the  subject 
about  which  they  write — which  gives  us  an 
authoritative,  well-balanced  symposium  of 
Christian  evidences.  The  student,  the  preacher, 
and  the  thinking  layman  will  find  this  a  very 
beneficial  and  distinguished  volume  in  its 
field,  which  is  not  an  ambitious  attempt  to 
convert  the  atheist,  but  only  to  strengthen  the 
Christian  in  the  faith. — C.  W.  C. 

—  o  — 

PEOPLE  OF  THE  PROMISE,  by  Elizabeth  Hon- 
ness,    illustrated    by    Robert    S.    Robison,    50 
pages,  board  covers,  Westminster    .    65  cents 
This  is  a  volume  of  The  Children's  Hour  Li- 
brary,   and   relates   the   fascinating   stories   of 
Abraham,  Isaac,  Jacob,  and  Joseph.  It  is  writ- 
ten for  primary  children,  being  very  simple  in 
vocabulary,  yet  very  imaginative  and  colorful. 
Both    text    and    illustrations    are    true    to    the 
Bible  account.  Any  child  should  cherish  it,  and 
it  will  make  either  a  good  beginning   for,   or 
addition  to  your  Children's  Hour  Library. 

—  o  — 

IN  THE  BEGINNING,  by  Robbie  Trent,  illus- 
trated by  Nedda  Walker,  48  pages,  board  cov- 
ers, Westminster 65  cents 

These  stories  comprise  another  volume  of  the 
Children's  Hour  Library.  It  has  the  same  sim- 
plicity of  text  and  delightful  pictures  of  all 
the  books  in  this  series.  The  book  is  designed 
for  the  pre-school  child,  and  will  prove  a  good 
tool  with  which  parents  and  teachers  can 
teach  their  children.  Its  attractiveness  and 
color  should   entrance   any   normal   youngster. 

—  o  — 

A  STORY  THAT  HAS  NO  END,  by  Kate  Ward, 
illustrated    by   John    Dirks,    50   pages,    board 

covers,  Westminster 65  cents 

The  thirteenth  chapter  of  First  Corinthians 
is  the  scriptural  source  of  these  stories  for  pri- 
mary children.  The  stories  are  set  in  the  pres- 
ent day  and  urge  the  child  to  manifest  love 
at  school  and  at  play.  Here  we  see  Butch,  "the 
worst  boy  in  the  third  grade,"  slowly  trans- 
formed by  Jack's  love  for  him — plus  several 
other  practical  lessons  on  love,  which  can  be 
easily  understood  by  any  child.  It  is  a  charm- 
ing book,  and  is  another  volume  of  The  Chil- 
dren's Hour  Library. 

—  o  — 

THE  LITTLE  WHITE  CHURCH,  by  Imogene  M. 

MacPherson,   illustrated   by   Harold   Kihl,   48 

pages,  board  covers,  Westminster    .    65  cents 

The  pre-school  child  will  learn  through  the 

story  and  pictures  of  Henry  that  the  church 

is  his  to  respect  and  love,  what  the  church  is 

and  what  it  does,  and  to  appreciate  his  pastor 

as  his  friend.  A  volume  of  The  Children's  Hour 

Library. 

—  o  — 
UNTANGLING    THE    LINE    IN    FISHING    FOR 

SOULS,  by  G.  H.  Clement,  44  pages,  paper 
covers,  Union  Gospel  Press  ...  35  cents 
As  the  title  suggests,  the  author  seeks  to  ac- 
quaint "fishers  of  men"  with  effective  tactics 
in  winning  souls  for  Christ.  He  lists  practically 
every  argument  a  sinner  might  offer  as  an  ob- 
jection to  becoming  a  Christian,  and  logically 
refutes  each  one.  All  the  way  through — and 
this  is  to  the  good — Mr.  Clement  resorts  to  the 
Word  of  God,  enriching  the  handbook  with  an 
excellent  selection  of  Scriptures  for  varying 
needs. 

Untangling  the  Line  in  Fishing  for  Souls, 
though  written  in  a  simple,  unpretentious 
manner,  deserves  the  attention  of  experienced 
Christian  workers,  and  will  be  a  distinct  bless- 
ing to  those  who  are  just  entering  the  realm 
of   Christian   service. — E.   H. 


Some  Z kings  Qood  flocks 
Can  T>ofor  you 


Chester    Shuler 


They  can  give  you  real  pleasure. 

They  can  give  you  companionship. 

They  can  take  you  on  enjoyable 
reading  trips  around  the  world. 

They  can  help  you  make  yourself 
interesting  and  helpful  to  other  folks. 

They  can  give  you  a  better  knowl- 
edge of  human  nature  and  life  as  it 
really  is  lived. 

They  can  increase  your  mastery  and 
knowledge  of  your  own  language. 

They  can  help  keep  before  you  fine 
ideals  which  will  draw  you  nearer  the 
person  you  ought  to  be. 

But  remember — these  are  GOOD 
books.  Not  all  books  are  good  ones  or 
good  for  you  to  read.  Select  your  book 
friends  with  as  much  care  as  you 
choose  your  human  friends. 

Keep  a  list  of  books  you  have  read. 

Have  another  list  of  books  you 
would  like  to  read. 

Keep  a  list  of  the  books  you  intend 
to  own  when  possible. 

BOOKS 

When  others  fail  him,  the  wise  man 

looks 
To  the  sure  companionship  of  books. 
— Old  Friends 

There  is  no  frigate  like  a  book 

To  take  us  lands  away, 
Nor  any  coursers  like  a  page 

Of  prancing   poetry. 
This  traverse  may  the  poorest  take 

Without  oppress  of  toll: 
How  frugal  is  the  chariot 

That  bears  a  human  soul! 

Give  me  the  room  whose  every  nook 
Is  dedicated  to  a  book. — The  Library 


HELPS  FOR  THE  TEMPTED 

(Continued  from  page  11) 
of  that  day  came  Paul.  It  was  a  dark 
day  when  the  persecutions  that  arose 
about  Stephen  ravaged  the  disciples, 
but  out  of  it  came  the  world-wide 
preaching  of  the  gospel.  Darkest  of 
all  days  was  that  on  which  the  sun 
hid  his  face  from  the  Divine  Man  ex- 
piring on  Calvary,  yet  all  our  hopes 
and  all  our  happiness  come  from  that 
day. 

Spurgeon  says,  "There  are  no 
crown-wearers  in  heaven  who  were 
not  cross-bearers  here  below.  Hast 
thou  a  cross,  believer:  Shoulder  it 
manfully!  Up  with  it!  Go  along  the 
journey  with  unshrinking  footsteps 
and  a  rejoicing  heart,  knowing  that 
since  it  is  Christ's  cross  it  must  be  an 
honor  to  carry  it;  and  that  while  you 
are  bearing  it,  you  are  in  blessed  com- 
pany, for  you  are  following  Him." 


Keep  a  notebook.  Jot  down  the 
helpful  thoughts  you  get  from  your 
book  friends.  Include  notes  from 
books  you  borrow,  if  you  cannot  your- 
self own  copies.  The  mere  making  of 
the  notes  will  serve  to  impress  their 
message  upon  your  consciousness. 

Remember — 

While  you  are  young  and  in  school 
is  the  time  to  read  as  much  as  you 
possibly  can.  As  you  grow  older,  you 
will  be  more  busy  and  have  less  time 
for  reading. 

In  all  your  reading,  never  neglect 
the  best  Book  in  the  world — God's 
Word,  the  Bible.  If  you  have  no  other 
books,  you  need  not  remain  untaught. 
Indeed,  the  Bible  will  teach  you  things 
no  other  books  possibly  can  teach — 
because  it  was  written  by  holy  men  of 
old  at  the  dictation  of  the  Holy  Spirit 
of  God. 

Select  your  book  friends  with  great 
care. 

But  be  sure  to  select  some,  and  as 
many  as  you  possibly  can. 

IT  WAS  KITTY 

(Continued  from  page  5) 
in  the  sheeting  rain,  they  walked  up 
the  street  toward  the  mission.  Nan 
tried  to  think  of  everything  Lou  had 
told  her  about  Jesus  and  she  stumbled 
over  her  words  as  she  explained,  "We 
are  both  sinners.  Thafs  why  we 
made  mistakes.  If  we  live  for  Jesus, 
He'll  give  us  peace  and  help  us  to  live 
right  and — " 


APRIL  PRIZE  WINNER 

REV.  E.  L.   NEWTON 
Troutmons,    North    Carolina,    350    Papers 

RULES:  A  cash  prize  of  $5.00  is  of- 
fered each  month  to  the  person  who 
(1)  sells  the  most  LIGHTED  PATH- 
WAYS and  (2)  pays  for  the  papers  by 
the  twentieth  of  the  month.  Payment 
of  each  month's  issue  is  due  on  the 
twentieth  of  that  same  month. 


Solution  to  This  Month's  Crossword 
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The  Lighted  Pathway 
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By  Clyne  W.  Buxton 

"The  world  has  yet  to  see  what  God 
will  do  with  and  for  and  through  and 
in  and  by  the  man  who  is  fully  and 
wholly  consecrated  to  Him,"  stated 
Henry  Varley,  a  man  of  God. 

God  is  not  just  seeking  the  Chris- 
tian's billfold,  his  eloquence,  his  per- 
sonality, nor  just  his  ability  to  sing 
melodiously,  although  He  must  have 
these  talents;  but  He  is  seeking  the 
Christian  in  his  entirety,  his  whole 
self  and  all  he  possesses. 

If  God  wanted  men's  high  educa- 
tion only,  He  could  find  such  people 
throughout  the  country  today;  but  He 
wants  more.  If  He  wanted  men's 
great  speaking  ability  only,  He  could 
find  those  thus  qualified  on  platforms 
all  over  the  nation;  but  He  wants 
more.  All  of  these  talents  are  invalu- 
able when  used  for  God,  and  God 
wants  them  plus  the  whole  persons 
who  own  them. 

Christendom   needs   representatives 


who  are  spiritually  awake.  That  chief 
of  evangelists,  D.  L.  Moody,  said,  "I 
do  not  know  anything  America  needs 
more  today  than  men  and  women  on 
fire  with  the  fire  of  heaven:  not 
great  men,  but  true  honest  persons 
God  can  use."  To  confirm  this  state- 
ment one  has  only  to  refer  to  Moody's 
own  life.  Without  God  he  was  no  great 
man,  but  with  God  wholly  dominating 
his  life  he  was  a  sensation.  Notice 
what  one  of  his  biographers  said 
about  him:  "But  after  honest  ap- 
praisal, there  yet  remains  a  baffling 
chasm  between  what  he  was  and 
what  he  did,  a  chasm  which  may  be 
bridged  by  only  one  word — God!" 

There  is  no  justifiable  reason  why 
Christians  should  not  wholly  dedi- 
cate themselves  to  God,  for  the  Scrip- 
ture states  that  this  is  only  our  rea- 
sonable service.  There  are  plenty  of 
reasons,  however,  why  we  should  con- 
secrate ourselves  to  Him.  One  is  that 
we  are  no  longer  our  own,  but  we  have 
been  purchased  by  Christ;  therefore, 


we  are  in  bondage  to  Him.  What  a 
glorious  bondage. 

Another  reason  why  we  should  con- 
secrate ourselves  to  Him  is  that  since 
God  has  planned  for  us  to  live  sur- 
rendered to  Him,  neither  the  individ- 
ual nor  God  is  content  with  a  life  only 
partially  dedicated  to  Him. 

God  seeks  surrendered  lives,  and 
just  as  a  businessman  puts  an  ad  in 
the  local  newspaper  when  he  desires 
a  person  for  a  special  position,  so  does 
God  set  forth  an  ad  in  His  great 
means  of  communication  which  in 
effect  reads:  "Needed:  A  man  to 
stand  in  the  gap."  But  just  as  the 
businessman  has  certain  qualifica- 
tions which  must  be  met,  so  does 
God.  His  cardinal  requirement  is 
"that  ye  present  your  bodies  a  living 
sacrifice." 

The  price  for  being  completely 
surrendered  and  dedicated  to  God  is 
great  but  the  joy  and  contentment 
of  knowing  we  are  doing  our  best  is 
a  much  greater  reward  than  the  price 
we  pay.  Let  us  realize  that  all  of  our 
efforts  outside  of  Christ  are  fruitless, 
and  resolve  that  by  God's  help  we 
will  be  whole  Christians. 
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at  the 


CHURCH    OF    GOD,    12TH    AND    ELM    STREETS 

Cincinnati,     Ohio 

June      7-10 
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MORNINGS:    Youth  Study  Groups 

AFTERNOONS:    Panel  Discussion  and  Outstanding  Subjects 

NIGHTS:   Youth    Evangelistic   Services 

STATES    REPRESENTED 
West  Virginia  —  Virginia  —  Maryland  —  Pennsylvania  —  Delaware  —  New  England  Stares  —  New 
York  —  New  Jersey  —  Ohio  —  Kentucky  —  Illinois  —  Indiana  —  Michigan  —  Ontario,  Canada 

Make  Your  Reservations  Now.  Write: 

Rev.  G.  W.  Lane,  Church  of  God,  12th  and  Elm  Streets,  Cincinnati,  Ohio 
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CHRISTIAN  CLASSICS 


YOUR  CHANCE  TO  OWN   A  CHRISTIAN   LIBRARY! 

Begin  your  library  now,  with  these  first  volumes  of  the  Wycliffe  Series,  which  eventually 
will  include  about  forty  masterpieces.  You  can  add  a  book  at  a  time  as  they  are  released. 
Each  contains  biographical  sketches  and  notes.  Beautifully  printed,  bound  in  rich  green  cloth 
with  red  back  panel  stamped  in  gold.  Bookplate  for  owner's  name  adds  a  personal  distinc- 
tion to  your  library. 


The  Suffering 
Saviour 

F.  W.  Krummacher 

An  incomparable 
source  of  teaching 
and  preaching  ma- 
terial on  every  de- 
tail of  the  last  week 
of  Christ's  earthly 
ministry.  It  deline- 
ates the  sufferings 
of  Christ  in  crystal- 
clear  simplicity.  Seven  of  the  fifty- 
three  chapters  are  devoted  to  the  sev- 
en words  from  the  cross,  excelling  oth- 
er treasures  of  truth  written  on  this 
same  subject.  472  pages,  including  23 
pages  of  outstanding  biographical  ma- 
terial. $3.50. 


II  Memoirs 

of  McCheyne 

Andrew  A.  Bonar 
This  volume  con- 
tains a  fresh  re- 
print of  the  famous 
letters  of  Robert 
Murray  McCheyne. 
Each  page  mani- 
fests the  presence 
of  the  Lord  Jesus 
Christ  with  an  aura 
of  sweetness  and 
holiness.  Still  retains  the  fervor  and 
compassionate  zeal  that  was  noted  in 
the  devout  Scotch  preacher.  Pastors, 
Christian  workers,  and  laymen  will 
find  this  book  filled  with  practical 
suggestions  for  winning  others  to 
Christ.  478  pages.  $3.50. 


Ill  The  Holy  War 

John  Bunyan 

Edited  by 

Dr. Wilbur  M.Smith 

Famous  allegory, 
considered  by  many 
tobecomparable 
withP  il  g  rim's 
Progress.  Portrays 
spiritual  warfare 
between  the  Lord 
and  the  devil  over 
a  human  soul.  Describes  vividly  Sa- 
tan's defeat  and  assures  victory  for  all 
those  who  trust  in  the  Lord.  Included 
is  a  biographical  sketch  of  Bunyan, 
notes  to  unfamiliar  words,  and  an  in- 
dex to  main  characters  and  events, 
written  by  Dr.  Smith.  378  pages.  $3.50 


THE 

FOURTH 
WYCLIFFE 
CLASSIC 

The 

Life 

and 

Diary 

of 

DAVID 
BRAINERD 

Edited  by  JONATHAN  EDWARDS 

Introduction  and  comments 
by  DR.  PHILIP  E.  HOWARD,  Jr. 

Contains  one  of  the  most  challenging 
and  moving  demonstrations  of  person- 
al prayer  life  ever  recorded.  Vivid  ac- 
count of  the  zealous  faith,  courage  and 
deeply  consecrated  life  of  "the  saintly 
David  Brainerd,"  while  ministering  to 
the  American  Indians.  Brainerd's  mis- 
sionary endeavors  cannot  help  but 
challenge  Christians  to  a  deeper  devo- 
tion concerning  the  things  of  God. 
$3.50 
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THE  TONGUE 

J.  Whitcomb  Brougher 

A  biblical  writer  said,  "The  tongue 
can  no  man  tame."  A  Greek  philoso- 
pher asked  his  servant  to  provide  the 
best  dish  possible.  The  servant  pre- 
pared a  dish  of  tongue,  saying,  "It  is 
the  best  of  all  dishes  because  with  it 
we  may  bless  and  communicate  hap- 
piness, dispel  sorrow,  remove  despair, 
cheer  the  faint-hearted,  inspire  the 
discouraged,  and  say  a  hundred  other 
things  to  uplift  mankind." 

Later  the  philosopher  asked  his  ser- 
vant to  provide  the  worst  dish  of  which 
he  could  think.  A  dish  of  tongue  ap- 
peared on  the  table.  The  servant  said, 
"It  is  the  worst,  because  with  it  we 
may  curse  and  break  human  hearts; 
destroy  reputations;  promote  discord 
and  strife;  set  families,  communities, 
nations  at  war  with  each  other."  He 
was  a  wise  servant.  Solomon  said, 
"Whoso  keepeth  his  mouth  and  his 
tongue  keepeth  his  soul  from  troubles." 
— Gospel  Herald  (Scottdale) . 


DON'T   MISS   THE 

TWENTIETH    ANNIVERSARY 

ISSUE    NEXT   MONTH 


7kl  Lifc'tiTED 


Seen  through  a  frame  of  tender  foliage, 
our  majestic  national  capitol  in  Washington, 
D.  C,  introduces  our  patriotic  issue.  Never 
before  have  so  many  eyes  around  the  world 
been  focused  on  the  activities  of  those  who 
enter  and  leaye  this  structure.  May  God  di- 
rect them  that  they  may  direct  the  world 
into  an  era  of  peace  and  Christian  brother- 
hood. 
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rfOLD  GLORY" 

HUNDER    CRASHED    OVERHEAD    and 


reverberated 

across  the  plains  below.  Sitting  atop  King's  Hill,  I  looked 
out  over  the  broad  waters  of  the  Missouri  River  and  the 
plains  of  Kansas  which  lay  beyond  it.  The  rain  had  left  a 
sweet,  fresh  tang  in  the  air. 

While  I  sat  in  meditation  underneath  the  black  and  grey 
clouds,  I  noticed  two  officers  reach  the  top  of  the  hill  and 
start  to  lower  "Old  Glory"  from  her  towering  staff.  As 
the  rippling  ensign  of  our  nation  neared  the  earth,  one  of 
the  officers  reached  upward  and  gathered  the  flag  into 
his  arms,  careful  lest  one  fold  of  it  scrape  upon  the  wet 
earth.  Soon  they  were  gone,  and  the  flagpole  stood  desolate 
and  lonely  against  the  lowering  sky. 

I  was  touched  by  the  affection  with  which  the  two  men 
had  handled  The  Star-Spangled  Banner  as  it  was  folded 
and  carried  away — and  suddenly  I  felt  alone.  But  I  knew 
that  our  flag  would  be  raised  again  with  the  dawn,  and 
the  assurance  of  that  filled  me  with  gratitude. 

What  if  this  emblem  of  American  freedom  should  ever 
be  lowered  from  its  staff  never  to  rise  again!  None  of  us 
can  possibly  imagine  what  we  should  lose  if  that  should 
ever  happen.  Of  course,  Americans  grumble  a  lot  and  com- 
plain about  every  inconvenience  and  privation,  and  fret 
about  the  state  of  the  land.  Such  things  have  become  a 
habit,  or  a  pastime,  but  in  our  hearts  we  know  that  we 
would  not  exchange  our  country  and  the  things  for  which 
our  flag  stands  for  anything  in  the  world.  When  Americans 
are  stripped  of  their  masks  of  cynicism,  there  is  revealed 
their  true  affection — and  it  is  one  of  love  and  devotion. 
And  that  is  how  it  should  be! 

Certainly  the  flag  would  be  raised  again  with  the  dawn! 
But  why,  I  asked  myself.  Other  nations'  flags  had  been 
torn  from  their  masts  and  despoiled.  Other  nations  had 
crumbled  in  the  despair  of  failure  and  defeat.  I  looked 
out  over  the  broad  plains  toward  the  Far  West,  where  grain 
and  cattle  were  raised  for  a  nation's  need,  and  where  lived 
men  in  whose  bosoms  lay  the  same  patriotism  that  lay  in 
mine.  Far  on  across  the  lofty  Rockies  there  were  vast 
cities  of  people,  fellow  Americans  who  were  devoted  and 
sincere  and  brave. 

Behind  me  to  the  east  lay  a  second  half  of  our  nation, 
the  gentle  hills  of  the  Midwest,  and  across  the  mighty 
Mississippi,  cities  of  hundreds  of  thousands  of  people.  They 
were  toiling  to  make  America  greater  and  stronger  and 
better.  Everywhere,  we  Americans  would  look  for  our  flag 
in  its  place  against  the  sky.  But  I  knew,  and  we  must  all 
remember,  that  that  which  first  lifted  "Old  Glory"  upon 
her  staff  must  survive  to  keep  her  there! 

What  has  made  America  great  and  strong?  It  was  the 
search  for  religious  freedom  that  populated  her  shores; 


the  true  expression  of  the  conscience  was  the  nucleus  of 
each  colony.  Our  forebears  thought  this  worth  every  sac- 
rifice. The  foe  was  met,  engaged  in  battle,  and  vanquished; 
America  was  born  a  land  of  freedom.  This  freedom  did  not 
come  as  a  gift,  but  was  purchased  by  blood  and  suffering. 

While  we  boast  of  our  forefathers'  courage  and  strength, 
we  Americans  must  remember  that  it  was  not  armipotence 
that  won  our  land  for  us.  Grit  and  courage,  with  musket 
and  cannon,  could  never  have  prevailed.  Let  us  remem- 
ber the  role  that  prayer  has  played  in  our  glorious  history, 
and  let  us  take  note  that  those  countries  who  forgot  how 
to  pray  have  been  deluged  in  chaos.  America's  spiritual 
fibre,  which  first  gave  her  impetus,  has  been  so  great  that 
her  founding  was  much  like  a  religious  crusade.  To  forget 
this  is  folly,  if  not  disastrous. 

We  must  remember  that  our  Pilgrim  Fathers  braved 
the  wilds  of  the  new-found  continent  with  guns  on  their 
shoulders  and  Bibles  under  their  arms.  We  must  remember 
that  every  hut  and  cot,  every  rathskeller  and  arbor  be- 
came a  place  of  prayer.  We  must  remember  how  General 
Washington  sank  his  knees  into  the  snows  of  Valley  Forge 
to  pray  for  his  harassed  and  weary  army — and  how  God 
heard  his  prayers.  We  must  remember  how  Ben  Franklin 
arose  when  our  first  Congress  was  stalemated  and  said, 
"Gentlemen,  I  propose  that  we  give  ourselves  to  prayer!" 
We  must  remember  that  our  country  was  made  a  democ- 
racy because  that  is  the  nearest  thing  to  theocracy.  We 
must  remember  that  the  spirit,  and  often  the  very  words, 
of  the  Bible  fill  all  our  precious,  national  documents.  We 
must  remember  that  all  our  coins  still  cry  out,  "In  God  we 
trust!"  We  remember  one  of  America's  greatest  claims  has 
always  been  her  reverence  for,  if  not  devotion  to,  God.  We 
must  remember!  We  must  remember! 

Certainly  we  love  our  land,  but  let  us  not  now  despise 
those  things  which  gave  her  being.  Let  us  cherish  not 
only  the  valiance  of  our  ancestors,  but  also  their  piety; 
let  us  claim  and  prove  ourselves  to  be  rightful  heirs  to 
their  fear  of  God,  as  well  as  their  lack  of  fear  of  man. 

I  knew  as  I  sat  there  on  King's  Hill  that  "Old  Glory" 
would  be  unfurled  in  all  her  majesty,   come  the  dawn. 
Long  may  she  wave!  Long  she  will  wave,  for  woven  in  her 
threads,  it  seems,  is  woven  a  part  of  God. 
O 

PLEE  COLLEGE  SCHOLARSHIPS 
RESIDENT  J.  STEWART  BRINSFIELD,  of  Lee  College, 
has  just  informed  The  LIGHTED  PATHWAY  of  one  of  its 
most  worthy  steps  to  assist  our  young  people.  Henceforth 
Lee  College  will  offer  a  $100  scholarship  to  every  Church 
of  God  boy  and  girl  who  graduates  from  high  school  as 
valedictorian  or  salutatorian.  Regardless  of  the  high  school 
you  attend;  you  will  receive  this  scholarship  if  you  graduate 
with  valedictory  or  salutatory  honors.  It  is  hoped  that 
many  boys  and  girls  can  enter  Lee  College  each  year 
through  these  scholarships. 

You  will  be  considered  eligible  if  (1)  you  are  a  member 
of  the  Church  of  God;  or  (2)  you  come  from  a  Church  of 
God  home;  or  (3)  you  attend  the  Church  of  God. 

The  advantages  of  this  are  immediately  evident.  Lee 
College  will  receive  the  very  best  students  from  over  the 
country.  Our  high  school  students  will  have  a  definite  goal 
toward  which  to  work,  and  the  educational  emphasis  in 
the  Church  of  God  generally  should  be  remarkably  stimu- 
lated. Such  offers  as  this  are  making  Lee  College  an  edu- 
cational institution  to  be  reckoned  with,  one  that  is  ac- 
credited and  accepted  by  America's  educators  everywhere. 
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"We  can  celebrate  in  spite  of  the 
washouts,  daughters,"  declared  Mrs. 
McClure.  "We'll  hang  out  our  flag 
and  tonight  have  a  picnic  on  Sunset 
Hill.  We  can  get  a  fine  view  of  the 
town's  fireworks  from  there." 

With  that  she  sent  Patty  and  Peg- 
gy out  into  the  July  sunshine. 

The  twins  flopped  down  under  a 
big  oak   tree. 

"I  feel  worse  than  ever  out-of- 
doors,"  complained  Peggy. 

"So  do  I,"  echoed  Patty,  her 
brown  eyes  clouded  with  tears. 

"O  Pat!  think  of  being  penned 
up  on  the  farm  on  Fourth  of  July, 
without  even  one  firecracker  to  shoot 
off!" 

"Why  didn't  we  get  some  when  we 
were  in  town  last  week?"  mourned 
Patty. 

Ever  since  the  twins  could  re- 
member, they  had  spent  the  Fourth  of 
July  at  Uncle  Bert's  house  in  town 
where  the  entire  family  arose  with  the 
sun  to  shoot  off  firecrackers,  postpon- 
ing breakfast  until  all  were  gone. 
Generally,  there  was  a  town  celebra- 
tion to  attend,  but  no  matter  how 
busy  the  day,  they  had  always  man- 
aged to  tuck  in  a  picnic  and  had 
"topped  off"  with  fireworks  at  night. 

This  year  Uncle  Bert's  family  was 
in  Europe.  Moreover,  washouts  had 
made  roads  to  town  impassible. 

Tony,  the  new  farm  hand,  on  his 
way  to  the  barn,  glanced  morosely 
at  the  girls  under  the  oak  tree. 

Peggy  scowled  after  his  retreating 
form. 

"He  of  all  people  needn't  have 
stalked  by  and  glared  at  us,"  she 
sulked. 
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"Mother  says  he  is  homesick  for 
Italy,"  observed  Patty.  "I  heard 
Dad  ask  him  if  he  intended  to  be- 
come an  American  citizen,  and  he 
looked  glum  and  said,  'This  America 
I  like  not.  She  is  too  vast,  too  cold. 
She   seems   not  like   a   friend.'  " 

"Well,  the  unpatriotic  old  thing 
needn't  glare  as  us  if  he  doesn't  like 
America,"  grumbled  Peggy.  "We  do, 
and  we  have  a  right  to  be  disappointed 
today." 

She  hit  the  dignified  oak  such  a 
whack  with  a  swing  board  that 
Gray  Squirrel  dropped  a  green  acorn 
upon  her  head  and  began  to  tell  her 
something  vigorously.  Peggy  made  a 
face  at  him,  whereupon  he  jerked  his 
tail,  said  one  more  word  of  adomo- 
nition,  ran  down  the  tree  trunk  and 
across  the  grass  to  the  prettiest  corner 
of  the  garden.  The  moody  eyes  of  the 
twins  followed  him. 

All  at  once  Patty  sat  up,  pointing  to 
the  vine-covered  wall. 

"Peg  McClure,  do  look!  Those  morn- 
ing-glories have  come  out  red,  white 
and  blue!" 

Peggy  looked  and  laughed  in  spite 
of  herself. 

"Why,  the  dears!  they  are  cele- 
brating, aren't  they?  I  wonder  if  any 
other    flowers   are    doing   it?" 

"Let's  go  see,"  cried  her  twin. 

At  the  prettiest  part  of  the  garden, 
where  the  border  turned  and  made 
a  corner,  Peggy  and  Patty  stood  still. 

"Oh,  Oh!"  was  all  they  could  utter, 
for  it  was  a  perfect  Fourth  of  July 
corner. 

Among  tall,  blue  larkspurs  which 
stood  against  the  morning-glory  wall, 
groups    of    garden    heliotrope    shook 


"Why,  Peg  McClure,"  breathed  the  astonished  Patty,  "all  the  flowers  are  celebrating!' 


out  delicate  white  sprays,  drenching 
the  air  with  sweetness.  Clumps  of 
silvery  Madonna  lilies  gleamed  be- 
tween patches  of  scarlet  mint  and 
deep  blue  cornflowers,  while  red 
dianthus,  rich  as  velvet,  alternated 
with  mats  of  white  daisies,  starred  the 
edge  of  the  border. 

"Why,  Peg  McClure,"  breathed  the 
astonished  Patty,  "all  the  flowers  are 
celebrating!" 

Then  her  face  lighting,  she  said, 
"If  they  can,  so  can  we!" 

"But  how?"  asked  Peggy.  "We  might 
dress  in  the  colors,  but  where  would 
be  the  fun?" 

"Don't  you  see,  silly?"  Patty  ex- 
plained eagerly.  "We  can  have  a 
party  in  the  Fourth  of  July  Corner, 
and  invite  Grandpa  and  Grandma, 
Dad  and  Mother,  and  Jim — and  Tony, 
too,  if  he'll  come." 

"Jim  will  come,  for  he  is  patriotic, 
but — must  we  have  Tony?"  asked 
Peggy. 

"We'll  have  to,  I  think,"  replied 
Patty.  "We  mustn't  hurt  his  feelings." 

"If  he's  got  any,"  grumbled  Peg- 
gy. "Now,  how  shall  we  go  about  our 
party?" 

"We'll  write  the  invitations  with 
Dad's  red  ink  on  white  paper," 
planned  Patty,  "and  we'll  tie  them 
with  baby  ribbon.  I  have  some  just 
the  color  of  those  cornflowers." 

"Great!"  approved  Peggy.  "I  can 
make  the  nicest  little  bows  you  ever 
saw.  And  we  can  seal  the  invitations 
with  those  flag  stickers  left  from  the 
Washington's  Birthday  Party." 

"And  here's  our  paper  to  practice 
on,"  cried  Patty,  seizing  a  scrap  which 
the  wind  was  tossing  about  the  lawn. 
"Now,  help  me  think  what  to  write." 
She  drew  the  stump  of  a  pencil  from 
her  pocket. 

After   some   busy   moments   on   the 
part  of  both,  Patty  finished  writing 
with  a  flourish,  and  read  aloud: 
"Come  to  our  party  today 

At  exactly  a  quarter  past  two, 
Out  in  the  garden  gay 

Where  the  flowers  are  read,  white 
and  blue." 

Morning  was  nearly  over  before 
those  invitations  were  finished  and 
delivered.  All  the  invited  guests, 
save  Tony,  had  accepted  with  pleasure. 

The  farm  hand  had  read  his  in- 
vitation slowly,  and  with  a  slightly 
sarcastic  smile,  had  put  it  into  his 
pocket,  nodded  a  curt  thanks  and 
turned  away. 

"He  might  have  told  us  if  he  were 
coming,"  whispered  Peggy  to  Patty. 
"I  hope  he  isn't." 

"We've  saved  our  manners  any- 
way," replied  her  twin. 

Mrs.  McClure,  glad  to  see  her  girls 
their  own  sunny  selves  again,  readily 
gave  up  the  kitchen  to  them  at  a 
rather  inconvenient  hour  for  herself, 
and  asked  no  questions  as  to  what  was 
going  on  there. 

Promptly  at  a  quarter  past  two,  the 
guests  arrived  at  the  Fourth  of  July 
Corner.  Grandpa  wore  his  Grand 
Army  button  in  honor  of  the  occasion; 
while  Jim,  the  American  farm  hand, 
appeared  in  his  World  War  uniform. 
Peggy  and  Patty,  their  white  dresses 
decked  with  red,  white  and  blue  knots 
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of  ribbon,  showed  the  guests  to  chairs 
under  the  big  oak. 

The  silken  flag  which  Dad  had 
taken  down  from  the  front  porch  at 
the  girls'  bidding,  swayed  a  welcome 
from  the  long  branch  of  the  oak  to 
which  it  was  fastened.  The  tall,  blue 
larkspurs  and  white  garden  helio- 
trope, the  scarlet  mint  and  silver 
lilies,  the  velvet  dianthus  and  the 
daisy  stars  nodded  to  them  in  the 
light  wind. 

"Why,  this  is  a  wonderful  setting!" 
declared  Mother,  much  impressed. 

"And  such  a  beautiful  welcome," 
added  gentle  Grandma,  watching  the 
nodding  flowers  and  waving  flag. 

Before  the  grape  trellis,  among  the 
leaves  of  which  peeped  other  tiny 
flags,  stood  a  small  table  with  blue 
dishes  on  the  snowy  cloth  which 
covered  it.  Red,  white  and  blue  flowers 
in  a  crystal  bowl  made  its  fitting 
centerpiece. 

"Oi,  Oi!  see  who's  here!"  roared 
jovial  Jim,  pointing  to  a  cushion  be- 
side the  table  where  two  white  kit- 
tens curled,  asleep.  Both  wore  huge 
bows  of  patriotic  hue. 

"Of  course,  Frisky  and  Tricksy 
had  to  come,"  said  Patty,  "but  Rex  is 
a  naughty  boy.  He  doesn't  like  parties." 

Jim  turned  to  the  white  collie. 

"Cheer  up,  old-timer!"  he  bantered, 
"wear  your  country's  colors  like  a 
patriot." 

But  Rex  lagged  in  the  background, 
his  honest  face  wearing  a  hurt  ex- 
pression, his  tail  drooping,  for  he  did 
not  like  the  colored  sash  tied  about 
his  body  and  topped  with  a  big  bow. 

"Our  program  will  now  begin,"  an- 
nounced Patty  importantly.  "Let  us  all 
rise  and  sing  'America.'  Mother,  will 
you  start  it,  please?" 

At  the  end  of  the  second  verse  of 
the  grand  old  hymn,  Patty  nudged 
Peggy. 

Slowly  approaching  from  the  barn, 
came  Tony  in  his  working  clothes. 
He  did  not  join  the  group,  but  leaned 
against  a  tree  and  regarded  them 
silently. 

"Next,"  declared  Peggy,  "we  shall 
pledge  allegiance  to  our  flag." 

As  all  saluted,  the  flowers  seemed 
to  stand  at  attention  and  the  silken 
barrel  above  them  bent  gently  as 
though  to  catch  the  inspiring  words: 

"I  pledge  allegiance  to  the  flag  and 
to  the  United  States  for  which  it 
stands,"  and  so,  to  the  end. 

"Now,  Dad,"  begged  Patty,  "please 
tell  us  the  story  of  why  we  celebrate 
the  Fourth  of  July." 

Dad  was  an  excellent  storyteller. 
He  drew  vivid  pictures  of  the  injustice 
suffered  by  the  Colonists  and  the 
sacrifices  of  gallant  men  and  brave 
women.  He  told  of  the  drawing  up 
and  the  signing  of  the  declaration  of 
our  country's  independence,  and  end- 
ed by  reciting  the  Preamble  of  the 
American  Constitution. 

"We,  the  People  of  the  United  States, 
in  order  to  form  a  more  perfect  union, 
establish  justice,  insure  domestic 
tranquility,  provide  for  the  common 
defense,  promote  the  general  welfare, 
and  secure  the  blessings  of  liberty  to 
ourselves  and  our  posterity,  do  ordain 
and  establish  the  Constitution  for  the 
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The  McClures  Celebrate  the  Fourth  of  July 

at  home,  and  do  much  good  ivhile  they  have  fun. 
America  becomes  dearer  to   them  all — 
especially  to   Tony. 


United   States   of  America." 

Then  followed  the  singing  of  stir- 
ring songs  and  the  twins  gave  a  pa- 
triotic dialogue  which  they  had  given 
in  school. 

Not  to  be  outdone,  Jim  recited  "Paul 
Revere's  Ride"  with  much  fervor. 

"Listen,  my   children,  and  you  shall 

hear 
Of  the  midnight  ride  of  Paul  Revere, 
On  the  eighteenth  of  April,  in  Seven- 
ty-five; 
Hardly  a  man  is  now  alive 
Who  remembers  that  famous  day  and 

year. 
He  saia  to  his  friend,  'If  the  British 

march 
By  land  or  sea  from  the  town  tonight, 
Hang    a   lantern    aloft   in   the  belfry 

arch 
Of  the  North  Church  tower  as  a  signal 

light — 
One,  if  by  land,  and  two,  if  by  sea; 
And  I  on  the  opposite  shore  will  be, 
Ready  to  ride  and  spread  the  alarm 
Through  every  Middlesex  village  and 

farm, 
For  the  country  folk  to  be  up  and  to 

arm.  .  . 

".  .  .  .  So  through  the  night  rode  Paul 

Revere; 
And  so  through  the  night  went  his  cry 

of  alarm 
To  every  Middlesex  village  and  farm, 
A  cry  of  defiance,  and  not  of  fear, 
A  voice  in  the  darkness,  a  knock  at 

the  door, 
And  a  world  that  shall  echo  for  ever- 
more! 
For,  borne  on  the  night-ioind  of  the 

past, 
Through     all     our     history,     to     the 

last, 
In  the  hour  of  darkness  and  peril  and 

need, 
The  people  will  waken  and  listen  to 

hear 
The  hurrying  hoof-beats  of  that  steed, 
And    the   midnight   message   of   Paul 

Revere." 

Grandpa  told  thrilling  Civil  War 
experiences,  while  Mother  sang 
"Tenting  Tonight,"  and  Grandma 
joined  in  the  chorus  with  a  sweet, 
quavering  voice.  They  sang  "There's  a 
Long,    Long    Trail,"    and    "Keep    the 


Home  Fires  Burning,"  too,  with  Jim 
leading,  and  closed  the  program  with 
"The  Star-Spangled  Banner." 

"It  has  been  wonderful,  girls,"  de- 
clared Mother,  but  Patty  held  up  her 
hand. 

"Wait!  it  isn't  over  yet.  Please  all 
sit  down  again." 

The  twins  were  turning  their  at- 
tention to  the  little  table  when  Jim 
boomed  out, 

"Just  a  moment.  I've  got  a  sur- 
prise for  you." 

He  picked  up  a  big  package  from 
the  grass  and  tossed  it  to  the  girls, 
who  pounced  upon  it,  untied  it  and 
then  shrieked  with  joy. 

"It's  all  kinds  of  firecrackers  and 
things!"  shouted  Peggy,  "O  Jim! 
where  did  you  get  them?"  Jim  grinned, 
delighted. 

"Meant  'em  for  sister's  kids,  but  the 
washouts  spoiled  my  plans.  Got  'em 
last  week  before  the  rains  set  in. 
Got  enough  to  keep  you  busy  this 
afternoon,  I  guess." 

"I  gotta  surprise,  too." 

Everyone  looked  up.  There  stood 
Tony  twisting  his  shabby  cap  awk- 
wardly, a  look  upon  his  face  they  had 
never  seen  there  before. 

"I  listen  to  the  music,  to  what  you 
say  of  your  country.  I  never  under- 
stood before."  He  lifted  reverent  eyes 
to  the  big  banner  overhead. 

"I  hear  the  words  you  say  to  your 
flag.  I  will  learn  them,  too.  Oh!"  he 
appealed  earnestly,  "say  once  more 
those  words!" 

Dad's  face  was  radiant,  but  he  only 
said  quietly, 

"Let  us  repeat  our  allegiance  to 
the  flag." 

At  its  close,  Tony's  eyes  were 
shining.  He  looked  around  upon  the 
group    saying, 

"I  understand.  I  become  what  you 
call — citizen." 

Then  he  turned  to  go  away,  but 
they  would  not  let  him  go.  Dad  shook 
his  hand  and  Jim  slapped  him  on  the 
shoulder.  Everyone  was  so  kind  that 
Tony  no  longer  thought  Americans 
were  cold.  Unconscious  of  his  shabby 
clothes,  he  sat  among  them  under  the 
oak,  partaking  of  frozen  custard  and 

(Continued  on  page  22) 
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Live  MAf e  Over 


By  E.  J.  BOEHMER 

One  of  the  most  successful  and  beloved  pioneers  of  the  Church  of  God,  now  retired  at  the  age  of  sixty-eight, 

looks  in  retrospect  over  his  life  and  ministry. 


Now  and  then  we  hear  elderly  peo- 
ple say,  "Even  if  I  could,  I  would  not 
live  life  over."  Then  again  we  have 
heard  others  say,  "I  would,  provided 
I  could  begin  the  journey  with  the 
knowledge  I  now  have  of  what  it 
means  to  live." 

When  you  and  I  stood  on  the 
threshold  of  life,  we  could  not  see 
the  things  we  would  be  called  upon 
to  face;  we  thought  it  a  long,  long 
time  before  we  would  reach  the  age  of 
sixty  or  seventy  years.  Perhaps  some 
in  the  youth  of  life  built  air  castles, 
which  have  long  ago  blown  over.  To 
say  the  least,  we  had  ambition,  de- 
termination, and  zeal,  which  are  won- 
derful assets  to  anyone  at  any  time 
in  life. 

We  were  eager  to  listen,  had  our 
eyes  wide  open,  and  the  good  advice 
of  those  who  had  our  interest  at  heart 
was  of  great  help  to  us  as  we  laid 
plans  for  life.  Our  schooldays  were  of 
great  help  to  us.  Words  from  men  of 
knowledge  fastened  themselves  deep- 
ly upon  our  minds.  Some  of  the  in- 
structions received  in  the  morning  of 
life  were  somewhat  beclouded  to  us, 
but  as  we  grew  older  and  our  minds 
developed,  we  could  see  that  those 
good  instructors  were  men  who  had 
our  interests  and  ■  future  welfare  at 
heart. 

Many  things  that  our  parents 
talked  to  us  about  would  be  difficult 
to  understand,  as  we  began  to  travel 
life's  road.  To  be  sincere,  honest,  and 
make  good  in  life  was  the  desire  of 
our  hearts.  We  listened  to  men  who 
told  us  of  others  who  had  made  good 
in  life,  who  had  applied  themselves  in 
such  a  way  that  they  not  only  made 
good  themselves,  but  had  helped 
others  to  achieve  such  a  stage  in  life 
that  blessed  not  only  individuals  but 
entire  communities. 

It  is   good  to  be  ambitious  in  the 


right  way.  It  is  noble  to  have  an  aim 
in  life.  Without  aspiration,  determin- 
ation, and  willingness  to  sacrifice,  no 
good  goal  can  be  reached  in  life. 

Some  one  has  wisely  said  that 
youth  means  enterprise,  power  of  in- 
itiative, ardor  for  new  ways.  Youth  is 
ever  ready  to  make  the  venture  of 
faith  and  will  dare  anything,  and  will 
succeed  by  greatly  daring.  It  is  sad 
that  some  young  people  never  realize 
their  opportunities  until  it  is  too  late. 
Too  many  go  through  life  with  closed 
eyes,  and  only  when  life  is  far  spent 
do  they  awake  to  the  grand  oppor- 
tunities which  they  have  missed  for- 
ever, and  the  golden  days  of  youth 
have  flown  idly  by. 

In  passing,  I  must  mention  the 
fact  that  it  is  of  great  importance 
that  one  find  one's  calling  in  life.  One 
wonders  sometimes  if  there  are  not 
people  today  who  have  missed  their 
calling  in  life.  All  have  a  calling  of 
some  kind,  but  because  of  not  pur- 
suing the  proper  course  in  life,  fail- 
ures have  been  the  result.  Because  of 
neglect,  shipwrecks  have  been  made. 
There  are  born  orators,  born  musi- 
cians, born  farmers,  and  born  preach- 
ers working  in  factories  and  some 
employees  are  working  in  the  shops 
and  mills  whose  pursuit  in  life  really 
should  be  that  of  winning  to  Christ 
those  who  are  in  sin's  bondage.  All 
have  a  place  to  fill  in  life,  and  happy 
is  the  one  who  starts  out  to  find  his 
calling. 

We  should  not  overlook  the  fact 
that  some  possess  qualifications 
which  others  do  not  have;  some  have 
more  talents  than  others.  But  is  it 
not  true  that  multitudes  of  people 
pass  through  life  who  have  a  capacity 
for  doing  good,  and  who  fail  because 
they  do  not  have  the  energy  or  that 
which  it  takes  to  develop  the  talent 
they   possess,   and   failing   to   pursue 


and  follow  their  life's  plan  have  been 
driven  to  a  life  which  could  have  been 
far  more  pleasant  had  they  developed 
the  resources  which  were  in  their 
reach? 

It  has  been  wisely  said  that  life  is 
what  we  make  it.  We  can  be  a  suc- 
cess or  a  failure.  We  can  be  a  bless- 
ing or  a  hindrance  to  those  with 
whom  we  associate.  We  do  not  live  to 
ourselves.  We  are  endowed  with  will 
power;  we  can  choose  the  right  or 
wrong  course.  Right  is  uplifting  and 
edifying;  wrong  is  hurtful  and  always 
carries  with  it  that  which  brings 
heartaches  to  ourselves  and  makes 
a  wrong  impression  on  others. 

Since  I  have  grown  older  and 
have  had  time  to  reflect,  I  give  con- 
sideration to  the  days,  months  and 
years  that  are  in  the  past.  After  leav- 
ing the  schoolroom  and  starting  out 
upon  life  proper,  I  give  thought  to 
my  schooldays.  I  remember  well  the 
names  of  my  instructors,  their  dispo- 
sitions, the  amount  of  interest  they 
manifested  toward  me.  Remembering 
that  I  was  young  then  and  did  not 
have  the  forethought  I  had  when 
I  completed  my  studies  in  school, 
I  cannot  help  but  wonder  that  if  I 
had  the  opportunity  to  go  over  that 
part  of  my  life,  if  there  would  not  be 
some  changes  I  should  like  to  make. 
Possibly,  we  can  see  that  at  times  we 
were  not  as  studious  as  we  should 
have  been,  not  as  obedient  to  the 
teacher  as  we  were  expected  to  be. 
Perhaps  many  times  we  thought  we 
were  right  when  we  really  were  mis- 
taken. Our  intentions  were  good,  but, 
being  creatures  of  good  intentions 
and  not  free  from  errors,  we  made 
mistakes.  And  again,  there  might 
have  been  occasions  when,  because  of 
our  self-will,  we  would  not  concede 
that  we  were  mistaken.  At  any  rate 
when   going   over   that   part    of   life, 
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we  can  see  deficiencies,  and  it  seems 
that  if  we  could  go  over  that  part 
again,  we  would  try  to  overcome  that 
weakness. 

Life  is  a  great  teacher  and  many 
lessons  have  been  somewhat  hard  to 
learn.  Some  of  the  most  lasting  ex- 
periences, which  I  really  cherish, 
have  come  to  me  in  the  form  of  heart- 
aches, tears,  and  possibly  caused  me  to 
give  more  earnest  heed  to  things  that 
help  to  make  up  life. 

Our  lives  do  not  necessarily  con- 
sist in  the  amount  of  years  we  live, 
but  what  we  crowd  into  the  span  of 
life.  Some  people  have  lived  many 
years,  but  their  lives  have  not 
amounted  to  very  much  because  of 
carelessness  and  indolence,  and  they 
did  not  care  to  live  a  life  of  self-de- 
nial, but  rather  chose  ease  and  com- 
fort and,  consequently,  did  not  make 
life  count. 

Looking  over  the  past  years  of  all 
our  lives,  we  cannot  help  but  see  that 
we  are  human.  We  have  on  record 
statements  given  by  men  of  God  as 
they  realized  that  most  of  the  time  of 
their  stay  on  earth  was  in  the  past. 
They  realized  the  help  of  the  ever- 
present  God  throughout  the  days  of 
their  pilgrimage  here  and  also  real- 
ized their  human  weaknesses.  Do  we 
not  believe  that  if  the  young  shep- 
herd who  rescued  a  lamb  from  the 
lion's  mouth  and  won  such  a  great 
victory  in  Israel  by  killing  the  giant 
with  a  stone,  then  failed  God  by  yield- 
ing to  temptation,  could  have 
lived  life  over,  that  he  would  have 
strengthened  that  weak  spot?  that 
Saul  of  Tarsus,  with  the  knowledge 
he  had  of  God  when  he  was  about  to 
lay  by  his  armor,  if  he  could  have  lived 
life  over,  would  have  taken  a  differ- 
ent attitude  toward  the  children  of 
God  in  his  younger  days?  He  had  zeal 
and  a  good  knowledge  of  the  law,  but 
failed  by  being  self-righteous  and  re- 
jecting Christ. 

God,  through  Moses,  in  the  last 
days  of  his  earthly  career,  called  the 
attention  of  Israel  to  God's  goodness 
toward  them  and  their  attitude  to- 
ward Him.  He  would  have  them  re- 
flect, look  into  their  lives  and  con- 
sider for  themselves  whether  or  not 
their  lives  had  been  altogether  pleas- 
ing to  Him. 

Through  the  mouth  of  the  prophet 
of  old,  God  said,  "Look  unto  the  rock 
whence  ye  are  hewn,  and  to  the  hole 
of  the  pit  whence  ye  are  digged,"  Isa. 
51:1.  This  was  to  call  their  attention 
to  their  past  and  to  make  them  real- 


ize His  goodness  toward  them. 

If  I  could  live  life  over,  I  would 
use  the  greatest  of  care  in  selecting 
such  associates  as  would  be  of  help 
to  me,  instead  of  a  hindrance.  World- 
ly associates  tend  to  draw  us  from 
the  path  of  righteousness  and  lead  us 
into  forbidden  paths,  causing  spiritual 
darkness  to  settle  upon  our  souls. 

If  I  could  live  life  over,  I  would  never 
cause  anxiety  to  a  praying  father  and 
mother.  I  would  want  to  be  the  kind 
of  boy  who  would  gladden  my  parents 
by  showing  them  honor  due  them  as 
those  who  were  interested  in  my 
temporal    and    spiritual    welfare. 

Yes,  we  have,  despite  our  good  in- 
tentions and  honesty  of  heart,  made 
some  mistakes  and  perhaps  have  left 
undone  things  we  would  do  if  we 
could  live  life  over.  The  chances 
are,  also,  that  at  times  we  did 
some  things  that  were  right  at  the 
wrong  time,  and  we  would  im- 
prove ourselves  in  such  matters  if  we 
could  live  life  over.  Is  it  not  possible 
that  at  times  silence  would  have  been 
better  than  expressing  our  thoughts? 
All  of  these  imperfections  one  would 
gladly  correct,  if  he  could  travel  over 
that  part  of  life. 

There  might  have  been  times,  as  we 
journeyed  life's  path,  that  we  did  not 
hold  to  the  unseen,  guiding  hand  of 
our  best  Friend  and  thus  some  fail- 
ures were  made  that  we  would  not 
make  if  we  could  travel  over  that 
period  of  life  again. 

Summing  up  all  that  has  occurred 
in  my  march  through  life,  I  have 
found  that  my  Guide  manifested  a 
sweet  concern  toward  me  and  all  along 
I  have  found  Him  to  be  a  real 
Friend.  It  has  been  a  real  pleasure  to 
have     such     a     Companion     as     He. 

I  cannot  live  life  over.  The  road 
over  which  I  have  traveled  cannot 
be  traveled  again.  My  record  is  al- 
most completed.  The  sand  in  the  hour 
glass  is  lower  than  it  has  ever  been 
before.  Thoughts  of  the  future  grip 
my  mind  more  and  more.  But  while 
the  declining  days  of  life  are  before 
me,  I  can  keep  young  in  my  heart. 
The  outward  man  may  not  be  as  ac- 
tive as  he  was  in  the  prime  of  life, 
but  the  ir.ward  man  has  the  same 
hopes  and  desires  he  had  when  I  was 
young. 

Could  I  live  life  over,  I  would 
form  the  same  acquaintance  with  my 
Creator  as  I  did  when  I  was 
young  and  again  put  forth  a  strong 
effort  to  make  the  world  better  by 
living  in  it. 


AMERICA 

Samuel  Francis  Smith 

My  country,  'tis   of  thee, 
Sweet  land  of  liberty, 

Of  thee  I  sing; 
Land   where   my  fathers   died, 
hand  of  the  Pilgrims'  pride. 
From   every  mountainside 

Let  Freedom  ring. 

My    native    country,    thee, 
Land  of  the  noble  free,  — 

Thy  name  I  love; 
I  love   thy  rocks   and  rills, 
Thy  woods  and  templed  hills: 
My  heart  with  rapture  thrills 

Like  that  above. 

Let  music  swell  the  breeze, 

Sweet   Freedom's   song; 
Let  mortal  tongues  awake, 
Let  all  that  breathe  partake, 
Let  rocks  their  silence  break,  — 
The  sound  prolong. 

Our  fathers'  God,  to  Thee, 
Author  of  liberty, 

To  thee  ive  sing; 
Long  may  our  land  be  bright 
With  Freedom's  holy  light; 
Protect  us  by  Thy  might, 

Great  God,  our  King. 


July,  1949 
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The  few  seconds'  since  he'd  seen 
Jake's  head  sink  beneath  the  raging 
stream  seemed  like  hours  to  Ted,  but 
he  wouldn't  give  up.  He  couldn't. 
"Lord,  help  me  reach  him  in  time," 
he  prayed  as  the  events  of  the  last 
few  days  flashed  through  his  mind 
while  he  swam  with  all  his  might.  He 
had  met  Jake  at  the  country  store. 
Jake  had  approached  him  as  he  stood 
to  one  side  of  the  group  of  youths 
chatting  and  whittling,  and  spoke. 

"Say,  fella,  you're  new  in  this 
neighborhood,  aren't  you?" 

"Been  here  a  couple  of  days.  I  live 
on  the  old  Smith  place.  Ted  Thrill  is 
the  name."  he  had  answered. 

"How  are  you,  Ted?  I'm  glad  to 
make  your  acquaintance.  Jake  Slet- 
ter  is  my  identification.  Come  on  over 
and  join  us.  Got  a  knife?  I'll  lend  you 
one.  I  have  an  extra  one,"  Jake  said. 

Most  of  the  fellows  seemed  friendly 
enough,  but  Ted  was  appalled  at  their 
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language.  They  seemed  to  have  no 
thought  at  all  about  the  Lord,  whose 
name  they  so  freely  blasphemed  and 
profaned.  Ted  wanted  to  speak  to 
them  about  their  souls,  but  he  wanted 
to  be  sure  the  time  was  opportune.  He 
made  it  a  point  to  try  to  lead  people 
to  Christ,  but  he  had  learned  from 
experience  that  there  is  a  proper 
time  to  launch  such  a  conversation, 
and  he  felt  that  a  little  talk  with  each 
individual  was  better  first.  So  he 
waited  for  a  suitable  opening  to  let 
them  know  where  he  stood,  and  it 
came  just  as  he  was  leaving.  One  of 
the  boys,  Frank  Mint,  invited  him  to 
a  card  game  that  night. 

"No,  thanks,"  Ted  declined  politely 
as:  he  turned  to  go,  "card  playing  is 
against  my  religious  scruples."  He  no- 
ticed that  they  all  looked  askance 
when  he  said  that,  and  before  he  was 
out  of  earshot  he  heard  them  discuss- 
ing him  and  his  religion. 

The  next  day  Jake  had  picked  him 
up  on  the  way  to  town. 

"You  know,  Ted,"  he  said,  after 
starting  the  car  again,  "those  fellows 
you  met  at  the  Crossroads  Store 
yesterday  think  you're — well,  sort  of 
peculiar.  If  a  guy  doesn't  like  pals 
and  wants  to  be  alone,  well,  your  re- 
ligion is  all  right,  because  they'll  shun 
your  company.  I  mean  no  offense, 
understand,  but  I'm  merely  trying  to 
explain  to  you  how  they  feel." 

"I'm  sorry,  Jake,  that  they  feel  that 
way,"  Ted  began,  "but  I  can't  afford 
to  be  otherwise.  There  was  a  time 
when  I  felt  as  they  do,  but  since  I've 
become  a  follower  of  the  Lord  Jesus 
Christ,  the  card  game,  barn  dance 
and  the  like  hold  no  charm  for  me. 
There  is  so  much  more  joy  in  serving 
Christ  that  I'm  not  even  remotely  in- 
terested in  all  those  former  pleasures 
of  sin.  Oh,  excuse,  Jake!  I  didn't 
mean  to  preach  a  sermon,  but  you 
see,  I  think  my  way  of  life  is  far  the 
best  and  I  should  like  to  lead  others 
to  try  it.  Once  they  do,  they're  con- 
vinced. Why  don't  you  try  it,  Jake? 
You've  nothing  to  lose." 

Jake  had  said  little  on  the  way  to 
town,  but  Ted  had  observed  an  in- 
terested look  about  his  face  as  he 
casually  explained  to  him  the  love  of 
God  for  all  mankind  and  Christ's 
atonement  for  man's  sins.  When  Ted 
invited  him,  Jake  had  even  said  he 
might  be  at  church  the  next  day. 

When  the  hour  for  worship  arrived 
Sunday  morning,  Ted  looked  for  Jake, 
but  he  wasn't  in  the  congregation.  He 
wondered  why.  If  only  he  could  have 
heard  the  powerful  sermon  by  the 
pastor,  be  might  have  surrendered  his 
life  to  the  Lord. 

In  the  afternoon,  as  he  was  walk- 
ing along  the  wooded  river  bottoms, 
Ted  heard  a  cry  of  distress.  He  was 
returning  from  his  daily  secret  place 
of  prayer  when  the  call  came.  Break- 
ing into  a  run,  he  soon  reached  the 
river  bank. 

"Jake  Sletter's  in  there!  Being  car- 
ried away  by  the  current!"  shouted 
Frank  Mint.  "See!  Out  there!  He's 
going  down!" 

"Go  for  help!"  Ted  said  quickly,  as 
he  kicked  off  his  shoes.  "I'm  going  in 
after  him." 

The  Lighted  Pathway 


"That  current's  too  swift.  Better 
vait  till  we  get  the  outboard." 

"Nothing  doing!"  and  Ted  dived  in. 
He  was  a  fast  swimmer  and  was  go- 
ing with  the  current,  but  it  seemed 
he  could  never  reach  Jake.  Then  for 
a  moment,  he  saw  Jake's  head  again 
learly  a  hundred  yards  away. 

Just  as  Ted  drew  near  him,  Jake 
went  down  again.  Expelling  what  air 
he  could  from  his  lungs,  Ted  dived 
for  him.  Jake  tried  to  grasp  Ted,  but 
Ted  knew  not  to  let  that  happen,  or 
they  would  both  be  drowned.  Punch- 
ing him  lightly  in  the  temple,  Ted 
grasped  Jake  by  his  hair  and  headed 
for  the  surface.  He  thought  his  lungs 
would  burst  before  his  head  shot  out 
of  the  water.  He  was  tired  by  now,  but 
the  fresh  air  gave  him  new  strength, 
which  he  sorely  needed. 

Expert  swimmer  that  he  was,  Ted 
found  it  tough  going  to  tow  Jake's 
body  toward  the  bank.  He  was  weak- 
ening fast  and  gasping  for  breath 
when  he  finally  reached  the  quiet, 
shallow  water  near  the  edge  of  the 
river.  He  scarcely  had  strength  left  to 
drag  Jake's  limp  form  out  of  the 
water.  Then  he  sank  to  the  ground  as 
everything  went  black. 

At  first  the  voices  sounded  far 
away,  then  nearer  and  louder  as  con- 
sciousness broke  upon  Ted.  Then  he 
realized  he  was  wrapped  in  blankets — 
but  why?  Oh  yes,  he  had  been  swim- 
ming with  Jake.  But  the  crowd!  And 
where  was  Jake?  When  he  turned  his 
head  and  saw  the  rescue  squad  giv- 
ing Jake  artificial  respiration,  the  full 
impact  of  what  was  going  on  reached 
his  brain  and  he  tried  to  sit  up. 

"How  is  he?  Is  he  all  right?"  he 
asked  anxiously. 

"Not  all  right  yet,  but  coming 
around,  we  believe,"  someone  told 
him,  then  turning  to  Ted's  father, 
continued,  "Better  get  him  home.  This 
has  really  been  a  strain  on  him." 

"Thank  you,  doctor,"  Mr.  Thrill  said 
as  he  and  the  doctor  lifted  Ted  into 
a  car. 

"Dad,  I  want  to  know  for  sure,"  Ted 
said  as  they  rode  toward  home,  "is 
Jake  going  to  be  O.  K.?"  Ted's  voice 
was  pleading. 

"The  doctor  thinks  so,  Son,  but  he 
isn't  quite  sure  just  yet.  He's  taking  a 
little  oxygen,  but  it's  just  a  little." 

"Help  me  pray  that  he'll  be  O.  K., 
Dad." 

"Of  course,  Son." 

Ted  could  hardly  stay  in  bed  at 
home,  he  was  so  disturbed  about  Jake. 

"Mother,  it's  been  an  hour  and  a 
half  since  we  left  the  river,  and  no 
word  about  Jake  yet.  I'm  afraid  he — " 
his  voice  faltered,  "isn't  saved." 

"Now,  Ted,  your  father  will  be  back 
any  time  now,  and  then  we'll  know 
how — there  he  comes  now,"  and  she 
hurried  to  the  door.  "How  is  he?"  she 
asked  anxiously  as  Mr.  Thrill  entered. 

"Doing  fairly  well.  He  has  come  to 
life  to  the  extent  that  he  breathes  and 
his  heart  is  beating,  but  when  I  left 
about  ten  minutes  ago,  he  hadn't  re- 
gained consciousness.  However,  the 
doctor  was  expecting  him  to  just  any 
minute.  So  I  guess  the  next  message 
will  be  that  he  is  about  all  right — 


NEWS 

from 

NORWAY 

By 
Mrs.    George   Savchenko 


Mrs.  George  Savchenko,  together 
with  her  parents,  sailed  for  Norway 
on  March  25,  1949,  to  visit  her  old 
homeland.  They  are  planning  to  re- 
turn June  14. 

Sister  Savchenko  is  the  wife  of  the 
Rev.  George  Savchenko,  a  teacher  at 
Lee  College.  Before  coming  to  Cleve- 
land, Tennessee,  last  fall,  Brother  and 
Sister  Savchenko  spent  four  years  do- 
ing missionary  work  in  Alaska. 

Below  are  excerpts  of  letters  from 
Sister  Savchenko  written  from  Nor- 
way: 

"Norway  has  had  a  lovely  winter 
with  very  little  snow.  The  weather  at 
present  reminds  me  of  spring  in  Alas- 
ka. I  was  quite  surprised  to  find  that 
this  country  resembles  Alaska  so 
much.  The  grass  is  beginning  to  turn 
green  now.  In  high  places  there  are 
blueberries,  currants,  and  low-bush 
cranberries  like  the  ones  in  Alaska. 

"In  many  places  here  the  people 
still  have  very  crude  ways.  Seldom  do 
you  see  a  washing  machine  and  very 
few  have  automobiles.  Transporta- 
tion is  not  so  difficult  as  it  once  was, 
since  quite  a  few  roads  and  railroads 
are  being  built,  which  Norway  did  not 
have  a  few  years  ago. 

"The  people  are  getting  along  fairly 
well  with  the  food  situation  now.  It 


was  a  problem  during  me  war  ioi  uie 

people  in  the  cities  to  get  food.  They 
still  have  a  hard  time  getting  rice, 
dried  fruits,  and  seldom  one  sees  an 
orange.  The  storekeepers  do  not  have 
very  much  on  their  shelves,  and  what 
they  have  is  very  expensive.  The  Ger- 
mans bought  out  everything  when 
they  took  over  Norway.  If  the  country 
had  not  been  liberated  when  she  was, 
the  people  would  have  been  on  starva- 
tion. 

"It  was  so  nice  to  see  Dad's  old 
home  place.  When  we  arrived,  the 
Norwegian  flag  was  raised  in  our 
honor,  and  we  have  been  treated  like 
kings  and  queens.  The  language  was 
a  little  difficult  for  me,  at  first,  but 
I  soon  caught  on  to  it  again.  The 
women  and  girls  still  do  all  the 
chores,  milk  cows,  etc.  You  should  see 
these  husky  women. 

"A  child  in  Norway  goes  to  school 
only  every  other  day.  The  children 
here  are  not  so  riotous  or  loud  as  they 
are  in  America.  In  fact,  I  was  sur- 
prised to  find  them  so  quiet  and  polite. 

"I  have  gone  to  the  church  services 
here  and  they  are  quite  different 
from  those  in  the  States.  People  do 
not  have  to  be  begged  to  come  to 
church.  Even  their  cottage  prayer 
meetings  are  always  well  attended." 


except  that  he'll  have  to  rest  up  a 
few  days."  Then,  directly  to  Ted, 
"You're  both  lucky.  If  Frank  hadn't 
gone  for  help,  and  if  the  rescue  squad 
hadn't  arrived  when  they  did — well, 
Jake  would  have  been  a  goner." 

"Not  lucky,  Dad.  You  see,  I  prayed 
for  help  as  I  swam  and  it  came  just 
in  time.  That  isn't  luck,  that's  the 
hand  of  God."  Ted  grinned. 

"Right  you  are,  my  son,"  Mr.  Thrill 
rejoined,  "and  I'm  glad  you  look  at 
it  that  way.  We  often  call  it  luck  when 
it's  really  God's  divine  assistance. 
Now,  you'd  better  relax  and  get  a 
good  night's  sleep."  Then  he  left  the 
room. 

It  was  late  in  the  afternoon,  and 
Ted  was  soon  sleeping  peacefully,  but 
not  before  he  breathed  a  sincere 
prayer  for  the  salvation  of  Jake's  soul. 

The  next  morning,  Ted  was  awak- 
ened by  a  loud  knocking  at  the  front 
door.  He  heard  his  mother  say  in  re- 
ply to  another  voice,  "No,  he  isn't 
awake  yet,  or  at  least  I  haven't  heard 
him  making  any  noise.  Come  in,  and 
I'll  wake  him.  He's  slept  since  late 
yesterday  afternoon."  Then  louder, 
"Ted,  are  you  awake?" 


"Yes,  Mom;  I  heard  the  knock  on 
the  door.  What  is  it?  A  message  about 
Jake?" 

"Yes.  We're  coming  in."  And  Mrs. 
Thrill  opened  the  door.  "Mrs.  Slet- 
ter.  this  is  Ted." 

"Good  morning,  Ted.  My,  but  I 
really  appreciate  your  heroic  rescue 
of  my  son  yesterday."  Tears  filled 
Mrs.  Sletter's  eyes  as  she  spoke. 

"Aw,  Mrs.  Sletter,  most  anybody 
would  have  tried  to  do  the  same 
thing.  I'd  never  have  made  it  myself, 
without  God's  help.  So  just  thank 
Him   for  Jake's  rescue." 

"I  do  thank  Him,  but  words  can 
never  convey  my  gratitude  for  his 
physical  rescue;  and  yet  I  have  some- 
thing even  more  for  which  to  be 
thankful.  Jake  and  I  have  both  be- 
come Christians  as  a  result  of  what 
happened  yesterday." 

"Now  it's  my  turn  to  be  thankful, 
Mrs.  Sletter,"  Ted  interposed.  "I  have 
prayed  that  Jake  would  be  saved,  and 
God  not  only  granted  that  prayer, 
but  gave  double  measure  for  the  an- 
swer. Truly  He  'is  able  to  do  exceed- 
ing abundantly  above  all  that  we  ask 
or  think.' " 
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HHPPy  HOmE  CIRCLE 


Conducted    by    Alda    B.   Harrison 

Dear  Home  Circle  Members: 

When  I  say  Home  Circle  members, 
I  am  addressing  every  home  in  our 
beautiful  U.  S.  A.  where  this  message 
may  go.  I'm  glad  I  have  a  page  like 
this,  because  I  can  write  to  any  age 
I  desire,  for  a  home  circle  includes  all 
ages.  Sometime  I  am  going  to  write 
especially  to  the  folks  who  have 
reached  the  age  when  they  feel  that 
they  are  getting  old  and  are  counted 
out  of  the  family  circle  almost.  Then, 
I  should  like  to  talk  to  the  children 
in  the  home,  or  the  young  folks;  so 
you  see,  I  have  a  broad  field  in  which 
to  labor.  On  my  Helps  for  the  Tempted 
and  Tried  Page  I  can  talk  to  everyone 
on  the  face  of  the  earth,  for  this  takes 
in  every  one.  At  this  time,  I  want  to 
talk  to  the  churches  about  the  home 
circles  in  their  midst. 

Recently  the  ministers  of  the  dif- 
ferent churches  in  our  city  met  in 
the  North  Cleveland  Church  of  God, 
together  with  some  of  the  lay  mem- 
bers, to  discuss  the  problem  of  "Child 
Delinquency."  The  principal  speaker 
was  an  F.  B.  I.  agent.  After  the  ad- 
dress, the  meeting  was  open  to  discuss 
ways  to  help  the  delinquent  children, 
and  many  good  plans  were  suggested. 
I  kept  quiet  as  long  as  I  could,  and 
then  I  said,  "What  can  we  do  to  help 
the  delinquent  parents?"  The  speaker 
said,  "We  do  not  deal  with  parental 
delinquency."  I  thought,  "What  a  pity," 
and  then  I  thought,  "No,  it  is  not 
your  place,  it  is  the  Church's  field," 
and  I  felt  ashamed  to  think  that  we 
are  doing  so  little. 

We  hear  so  much  about  child  evan- 
gelism. Of  course,  it  is  a  wonderful 
work  to  go  down  into  the  slums  and 
dig  for  diamonds  in  the  rough;  many 
can  be  polished  until  they  shine  for 
Jesus.  But  what  about  going  back  in- 
to ungodly  homes,  with  drinking, 
cursing,  and  everything  that  is  vile? 
The  other  day  as  I  was  passing 
through  a  certain  section  of  Cleve- 
land, I  thought,  "This  would  be  a  good 
place  for  a  Home  Circle  Club."  While 
thinking  how  much  it  would  mean  to 
get  one  of  the  homes  to  open  for  a 
meeting  place  and  invite  all  the 
neighbors  in  and  organize  them,  this 
thought  came  to  me,  "If  only  I  could 
get  cooperation,  that  is  just  what  I 
would  do."  That  is  the  trouble  with 
Christian  people  today — if  you  start 
something,  you  must  pull  the  load 
with  not  much  cooperation. 

It  is  fine  to  go  to  Sunday  School 
and  lead  our  little  ones  there.  It  is 
fine  to  be  a  regular  church  attend- 
ant, never  miss  prayer  meeting,  sing 


the  beautiful  songs  of  Zion,  but  are  we 
going  into  the  highways  and  hedges 
in  obedience  to  the  call  of  God  in 
Matthew  14:23?  I'm  afraid  we  sit 
down  and  depend  on  them  to  come  to 
us.  If  they  had  proper  clothes  to  wear 
and  we  would  show  them  that  we 
are  interested  in  them,  we  might  win 
them  for  Christ  and  the  Church. 

But  you  say,  "I  am  not  called  to  this 
work."  I  believe  that  to  see  a  need  is 
a  call.  We  need  not  wait  for  God  to 
visit  us  by  sending  angels  into  our 
midst.  Go  out  into  the  highways  and 
hedges  and  compel  them  to  come  in. 
That  compelling  power  is  love.  Noth- 
ing else  will  do  the  work.  How  about 
finding  a  place  in  your  community 
and  seeing  what  you  can  do?  Here  is 
my  suggestion:  Find  a  home  in  some 
neglected  district  where  the  people 
will  be  willing  for  a  meeting.  Organ- 
ize your  group  and  take  a  few  inter- 
ested ones,  not  too  many.  First,  go  and 
get  acquainted  with  those  who  come. 
Have  a  good  prayer  meeting  the  first 
few  nights  and  then  begin  to  study 
how  you  can  give  them  teaching  on 
home  life  and  the  need  of  living  right 
before  their  children.  Below  is  an 
article  which  will  give  you  an  idea 
of  what  I  mean.  Study  the  life  of 
Christ  and  go  in  that  meek  and  quiet 
spirit  that  He  had,  not  in  a  boister- 
ous, "better  than  thou"  attitude. 


CHILDREN    ARE   IMITATORS 

By  Emma  Gary  Wallace 
It  must  be  that  the  Creator  of  all 
intended  children  to  be  imitators  and 
to  shape  their  conduct  according  to  the 
pattern,  or  copy,  set  by  parents  and 
teachers.  It  is  obvious  that  it  is  most 
unfortunate  if  the  copy  or  pattern 
set  is  defective  and  the  imitation  is 
of  the  wrong  sort  of  conduct  in  place 
of  the  right  and  ennobling  character. 
There  are  certain  things  of  which 
workers  with  children  need  to  be 
aware,  for  younger  children  and  older 


MY    PRAYER 
R.   H.   Burrows 

Just   an   encouragement,    Lord,    I'd    be, 

So  many  are  weary  with  care; 
Just    an    encouragement,     Lord,     make    me, 

To   burdened   ones   everywhere. 

Here   just   a   smile,    and   there   a   kind    word, 

A  cup  of  cold  water  'twill  be, 
If  given   to  them   in  the  name  of  the   Lord, 

And  thy  smile  will   recompense  me. 

Make  me  a  staff  that  the  weary  may  lean, 
Or  a   washer  of  feet   like  my  Lord; 

Just   fill   up   what  another   may   lack, 
Or  find  that  they  cannot  afford. 

It  is  not  for  greatness  or  glory  I  ask, 

But   that    thou    shouldst    have    thine   own 
way; 
Then,   will  my  prayer  be  answered,    I    know, 
When  Thy  love  flows  through  me  each  day. 
— Christian  Life. 


ones  and  even  grownups  readily  be- 
come echoes  or  reflections  or  repro- 
ducers of  what  they  see  and  hear. 

First,  let  us  consider  the  matter  o: 
the  voice.  The  voice  tells  a  great  dea 
which  we  may  not  realize.  It  ma} 
speak  more  plainly  than  the  words 
themselves  about  an  inner  impatience 
irritability,  dissatisfaction,  or  a  crit- 
ical attitude;  or,  on  the  other  hand 
it  may  express  approval,  love,  pleas- 
ure, encouragement,  or  expectation. 

Children  are  singularly  sensitive  tc 
voices.  Some  are  more  so  than  others 
but  even  the  babe  in  arms  will  often 
fairly  cringe  if  a  harsh  voice  is  heard. 
The  right  kind  of  voice  encourages. 
It  is  audible  sunshine.  The  wrong  kind 
of  voice  discourages,  causes  a  with- 
drawal, or  shut-in  state  of  mind. 

A  voice  may  need,  at  times,  to  be 
very  firm  or  grave  in  its  tones,  or  per- 
haps it  has  the  duty  of  expressing 
comfort,  welcome,  or  real  gladness. 

Let's  watch  our  voices  so  that  they 
say  to  our  children  just  what  we  want 
to  say — that  our  voices  draw  them 
near  instead  of  drive  them  away. 

When  our  voices  are  as  lovely  as  they 
should  be,  our  children's  voices  ivill 
express  a  similar  personality. 

We  set  a  pattern  by  xohat  we  say. 
If  our  general  conversation  is  flavored 
with  criticism  and  cynical  expres- 
sions, naturally  our  children  will  fol- 
low that  sort  of  copy  and  they  will 
be  inclined  to  look  for  the  faults  in- 
stead  of  the   virtues  in  others. 

So  we  need  to  be  on  the  lookout  for 
the  best  in  everyone,  and  if  we  do 
that,  our  children  will  do  likewise. 

We  need  to  be  sincere — to  mean 
what  we  say.  Children  are  very  keen 
to  detect  when  we  are,  as  it  were, 
"playing  to  the  galleries";  that  is,  say- 
ing something  just  for  the  purpose 
of  the  effect  it  will  have. 

The  mother  who  looks  out  of  the 
window  and  sees  someone  coming  to 
call,  and  who  says,  "Oh  dear,  here 
comes  Mrs.  Smith!"  and  then  goes  to 
the  door  and  greets  Mrs.  Smith  with 
apparent  warmth  and  cordiality,  is 
giving  her  child  a  lesson  in  insincerity. 

Or  the  teacher  who  asks  why  such 
and  such  a  pupil  is  absent  and  ap- 
pears to  care,  and  then  next  Sunday 
pays  no  special  attention  to  the  form- 
er absentee,  is  really  demonstrating 
that  she  didn't  care  so  very  much 
after  all. 

If  we  would  have  our  children  be- 
lieve us  and  be  ready  to  depend  up- 
on us,  we  must  be  sincere,  and  they  in 
turn  will  be  sincere  also. 

Kind  actions,  little  offers  of 
thoughtful  service,  all  make  it  plain 
that  we  are  trying  to  live  the  Christ 
life  and  to  do  as  our  Lord  and  Master 
did  for  those  around  Him.  Seeing  the 
happiness  that  such  a  life  gives,  our 
children  will  be  thoughtful  and  eager 
to  live  that  sort  of  life  also.  Naturally, 
they  will  grow  into  an  adulthood  of 
unselfishness  and  brotherly  love. 

We  will  need  to  set  the  pattern  or 
write  the  copy  in  our  daily  living,  of 
loyalty  to  the  home  folks  and  to  our 
own  Sunday  School  group.  In  this 
way  we  shall  prove  that  we  are 
thoroughbreds  ourselves,  and  our  chil- 
dren's lives  will  be  modeled  in  that 
same  mold. — The  Baby's  Mother. 


Page  10 


The  Lighted  Pathway 


I    HELPS    FOR   TEMPTED  AND  TRIED 


OTHERS 

Lord,  help  me  live  from  day  to  day 
In  such  a  self- forgetful  way, 
That  even  when  I  kneel  to  pray, 
My  prayers  shall  be  for  others. 

Help  me  in  all  the  work  I  do 
To  ever  be  sincere  and  true, 
And  know  that  all  I'd  do  for  You 
Must   needs   be   done   for  others. 

Let  "self"  be  crucified  and  slain 
And  buried  deep  and  all  in  vain 
May  efforts  be  to  rise  again, 
Unless  to  live  for  others. 

And  when  my  work  on  earth  is  done, 
And  my  new  work  in  heaven's  begun, 
May  I  forget  the  crown  I've  won 
While  thinking  still  of  others. 


Mrs.  Smith:  Good  morning,  Mrs. 
Jones.  I  just  came  over  to  see  how 
you  are  feeling  and  perhaps  cheer 
you  up.  I  know  that  it  will  cheer  me, 
also.  You  know,  we  need  to  think  of 
others,  if  we  want  to  be  happy  our- 
selves. How  is  everything  with  you 
today?" 

Mrs.  Jones:  "Well,  here  is  a  little 
poem  that  expresses  my  feelings.  I'll 
read  it  to  you. 

J  IS'   BLUE 

'By  Etta  Oldham 

'Jis'  bine,  God, 
Jis'  blue. 

Ain't   prayin'   exactly   jis'   now,    tear 
blind,  I  guess, 

Can't  see  my  way  through. 
You  knoio  those  things 

I  ast  for  so  many  times— 
Maybe  I  hadn't  orter  repeated  like  the 

Pharisees  do; 
But  I  ain't  stood  in  no  market  place; 

It's  jis'  'tween  me  and   You — 
And  You  said,  "ast"  .  .  . 

Somehoic  I  ain't  astin'  now  and  I 
hardly  know  what  to  do. 
Hope  jis'    sorter  left,  but  faith's  still 
left- 
Faith  ain't  gone  too. 
I  know  how  'tis — a  thousand  years 

Is  as  a  single  day  with  You; 
And  I  ain't  meanin'  to  tempt  You  with 

"If  you  be  .  .  ." 
And  I  ain't  doubtin'  You, 

But  I  ain't  prayin'  tonight,  God, 
Jis'  blue.' 

"I  have  been  sitting  here  thinking 
and  worrying  because  I  can't  have  a 
home  of  my  own,  as  I  look  out  and 
see  the  beautiful  homes  right  around 
me.  I  have  been  noticing  the  shrub- 
bery and  the  flowers,  and  how  beauti- 
ful they  are.  I  think  I  could  be  happy, 
too,  if  I  could  have  some  around  the 
house,  but  when  you  don't  own  your 
own  home,  you  just  don't  feel  like 
putting  your  time  and  money  in  on 
property  that  belongs  to  someone 
else." 

Mrs.  Smith:  "Yes,  Mrs.  Jones.  Many 


Conducted  by  ALDA  B.  HARRISON 

people  are  blue  because  they  have 
not  obeyed  the  scripture,  'Love  thy 
neighbor  as  thyself.'  If  they  did,  those 
who  live  in  rented  property  would 
take  great  pains  to  plant  roses  and 
other  flowers  which  would  stand  as  a 
monument  to  them  as  long  as  the 
property  remained,  and  if  the  next 
tenant  would  continue  to  beautify  it, 
the  people  who  live  there  and  the 
owner  would  be  blessed  by  the  sacri- 
fice and  the  interest  they  had  taken 
in  'others.'  " 

Mrs.  Jones:  "O  Mrs.  Smith,  maybe 
that  is  what  is  the  trouble  with  me 
today.  I  never  thought  of  that  before. 
I'm  sd  glad  you  came  in  this  morning. 
It  isn't  too  late  to  plant  flowers  and 
I'll  have  some  pretty  ones  yet.  Go  on 
and  tell  me  some  more  of  my  faults.  I 
want  to  be  happy  and  be  a  blessing 
to  others. 

"Well,  here  comes  Mrs.  Johnson. 
Come  in  and  be  seated,  Mrs.  Johnson. 
You  see,  I'm  just  getting  my  eyes 
open,  while  Mrs.  Smith  is  revealing  to 
me  my  shortcomings.  I  have  been  liv- 
ing a  rather  selfish  life  and  have 
failed  to  take  an  interest  in  my  land- 
lord's property.  However,  I  am  begin- 
ning to  see  if  the  last  tenant  had 
been  interested  in  others  and  had 
planted  grass  and  shrubs  and  flowers, 
I  would  be  enjoying  them  now.  I  have 
repented  and  from  now  on  my  life 
will  be  different  and  maybe  I'll  not 
be  blue  any  more." 

Mrs.  Johnson:  "Oh  yes,  I  know 
what  you  are  talking  about.  I  own 
property,  and  last  year  I  rented  to  a 
family  with  children  who  not  only 
failed  to  improve  my  property,  but 
who  abused  and  tore  down.  A  few 
days  ago  they  left  and  now  I  must 


NEED  OF   LOVING 
Strickland    Gillian 

Folk   need   a    lot  of   loving    in   the    morning; 
The  day  is  all   before,   with  cares  beset — 
The  cares  we   know,   and  they  that  give   no 
warning; 
For   love    is   God's   own    antidote   for   fret. 
Folk    need    a    heap   of    loving    at    the    noon- 
time— 
In   the   battle   lull,    the   moment   snatched 
from   strife — ■ 
Halfway     between     the     waking     and     the 
croontime, 
While   bickering    and   worriment   are   rife. 
Folk  hunger  so   for  loving  at  the   nighttime, 
When    wearily     they    take    them     home     to 

rest — 
At    slumber    song    and    turning-out-the-light 
time — 
Of    all    the    times    for    loving,    that's    the 
best. 
Folk    want   a    lot  of    loving    every    minute — 
The  sympathy  of  others  and   their  smile! 
Till    life's    end,    from   the    moment    they   be- 
gin   it, 
Folks  need   a   lot  of   loving  all   the  while. 

— Best  Loved  Poems. 


repair  and  redecorate  before  I  can 
rent  it  again.  I  shall  not  rent  again 
to  people  with  children,  because  you 
never  know  to  whom  you  are  renting 
until  it  is  too  late.  Poor  little  kiddies. 
God  bless  them.  It  isn't  their  fault. 
The  other  day  I  read  a  piece  in  the 
paper  condemning  landlords  who  re- 
fused to  rent  to  families  with  chil- 
dren. How  can  you  blame  them  too 
much?" 

Mrs.  Smith:  "Here  comes  Mrs. 
Hughes.  It  looks  like  we  are  going  to 
have  a  party. 

"Good  morning,  Mrs.  Hughes.  May- 
be you  can  help  us  with  our  problems. 
Have  you  had  any  experience  rent- 
ing homes?" 

Mrs.  Hughes:  "Well,  yes,  I  have  and 
I  should  just  like  to  tell  you  about  one 
family  to  whom  I  rented.  The  family 
consisted  of  a  father  and  mother  and 
three  small  children.  They  were  really 
the  neatest  tenants  I  ever  had.  They 
had  so  many  beautiful  flowers  and 
the  children,  although  small,  knew 
how.  to  water  the  flowers  with  care, 
and  the  home  is  well  taken  care  of. 
In  fact,  it  looks  like  adults  live  there. 
I  hope  they  will  stay  always.  When- 
ever I  have  the  opportunity,  I  never 
fail  to  express  my  appreciation  of 
them. 

"Our  minister's  wife,  who  moved 
into  the  parsonage  last  fall,  remarked 
the  other  day  about  how  bare  of  ev- 
erything the  parsonage  was  when  she 
came,  and  that  there  was  nothing 
to  make  it  look  cheery,  but  she  added, 
Believe  me,  when  we  leave  this 
church,  there  will  be  plenty  of  flow- 
ers and  shrubs  to  make  the  next  fam- 
ily happy.'  " 

Mrs.  Smith:  "I'm  surely  glad  we 
had  this  little  meeting  this  morning 
and  I  think  God  must  have  planned 
it,  don't  you?  There  is  another  thing 
I  hear  so  much  about.  I  often  hear 
someone  say,  'If  my  church  people 
would  be  friendly,  I  should  enjoy  my 
church  so  much,  but  some  of  them 
just  stand  off  and  look  at  you  and 
never  try  to  speak.  I  wonder  what 
they  are  standing  looking  at  you  for.' 
I  imagine  they  are  waiting  for  you  to 
speak  and  they  go  home  thinking  no 
one  cares  for  them.  How  about  turn- 
ing our  eyes  outward,  away  from  self, 
and  think  of  others. 

"Before  we  separate,  let  us  have  a 
word  of  prayer.  Mrs.  Jones,  will  you 
lead  the  prayer?" 

Mrs.  Jones:  "Our  Father  who  art 
in  heaven.  We  come  with  adoration 
and  praise  for  all  your  goodness  and 
mercy  to  your  children.  We  thank 
Thee  for  this  little  neighborhood 
group  which  has  dug  down  deep  and 
understands  better  how  to  make  oth- 
ers happy.  May  we  not  forget  in  a 
few  days.  Burn  the  thought  into  our 
hearts  until  we  shall  constantly  be 
searching  for  something  to  do  for 
those  around  us.  Amen." 
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At  this  season  of 
the  year,  Americans 
are  reminded  by  fire- 
works, speeches  and 
parades  of  the  strug- 
gle and  victory  of  our 
forefathers  in  giving 
us  political  and  reli- 
gious independence. 
I  was  recently  stirred  by  a  rude 
letter  written  by  an  American  atheist 
to  one  of  our  leading  newspapers  rep- 
rimanding the  editor  for  referring  to 
America  as  a  Christian  nation.  Tech- 
nically speaking,  America  in  general 
has  backslidden  from  our  puritanical 
tradition  and  apostatized  from  the 
moral  precepts  and  Christian  ethics 
practiced  by  early  Americans.  This  is 
not  what  the  atheist  had  in  mind,  but 
he  contended  that  our  founding  fa- 
thers did  not  intend  to  found  a  Chris- 
tian nation.  To  those  who  are  ac- 
quainted with  American  history, 
nothing  could  be  farther  from  the 
truth,  although  in  the  goodness  of 
God  and  the  wisdom  He  gave  our 
forefathers,  they  specified  in  the  con- 
stitution separation  of  church  and 
state,  but  did  not  intend  to  exclude 
God  from  the  American  state  or 
American  school.  They  wanted  only 
to  make  America  free  from  the  bigo- 
try, cruelty  and  soul-stifling  influ- 
ence of  a  state  church. 

Most  of  our  early  settlers  were  in- 
tensely religious  persons  and  the  mo- 
tive behind  the  long,  dangerous  voy- 
age to  America  was  to  find  a  place  to 
worship  according  to  the  dictates  of 
their  conscience.  In  answer  to  this 
atheist,  I  should  like  to  say  that  our 
coins  are  still  inscribed  with  "In  God 
we  trust."  I  do  not  think  it  presump- 
tive to  say  that  God  in  His  wisdom 
preserved  America  and  let  it  be  dis- 
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"And  Naboth  said  to  Ahab,  The  Lord  forbid  it  me,  that  I  should 
give  the  inheritance  of  my  fathers  unto  thee,"   1    Kings  21:3. 


covered  in  His  own  appointed  time  to 
become  a  Christian  nation. 

To  the  casual  historian,  it  is  still  a 
mystery  that  astounds  them  how 
Alexander  the  Great  conquered  the 
world  in  so  short  a  time.  Military  ex- 
perts are  still  baffled  by  the  stupen- 
dous military  feats  accomplished  by 
Alexander  and  the  seemingly  impossi- 
ble logistic  problems  solved  by  him. 
To  the  devout  child  of  God  who  be- 
lieves that,  "Known  unto  God  are  all 
of  his  works  from  the  beginning  of 
the  world,"  it  is  a  plain  fact  that  God 
helped  Alexander  to  establish  the 
Greek  language  as  a  universal  lan- 
guage to  serve  as  a  vehicle  to  carry 
the  gospel  of  the  Lord  Jesus  Christ. 
When  this  task  was  performed,  Alex- 
ander died  and  his  empire  crumbled. 

In  Daniel's  visions  God  gave  a  fore- 
view  of  human  history.  Human  his- 
tory has  been  poured  into  this  pro- 
phetic mold.  Human  history  cannot 
be  molded  otherwise. 

In  like  manner,  many  devout  minds 
who  know  that  God  directs  human 
history  believe  that  when  the  time 
was  ripe  and  Europe  was  rife  with 
religious  persecution,  God  unwrapped 
America  as  a  refuge  for  his  people  in 
which  to  build  a  Christian  nation. 
Some  materialistic  -  minded  persons 
may  scoff  at  the  thought  of  America's 
being  preserved  in  the  plan  of  God 
for  a  refuge  for  His  people,  yet  it  is 
an  historical  fact  that  early  America 
was  founded  by  intensely  religious 
people.  There  is  no  greater  material 
blessing  God  can  give  a  new-born 
child  than  to  let  it  be  born  in  Amer- 
ica and  be  surrounded  by  our  freedom 
and  Christian  heritage. 

The  equity,  human  dignity,  and 
rights  of  individual  liberty  embodied 
in  the  constitution  could  only  have 
been  brought  forth  by  men  acquaint- 
ed with  the  Bible  and  its  just  pre- 
cepts. In  our  early  American  democ- 
racy, when  the  elected  representa- 
tives really  represented  the  people  in 


the  fear  of  God,  men  newly  set  free 
reveled  in  their  freedom.  The  rigor  of 
frontier  life  was  not  to  be  compared  to 
the  joy  of  this  new  freedom.  America 
became  a  moral  nation  and  produced 
many  moral  stalwarts,  such  as  Wash- 
ington and  Lincoln.  With  the  atmos- 
phere permeated  with  Christian 
liberty  and  morality,  men's  souls 
soared  to  the  most  sublime  heights  of 
freedom  and  human  dignity  known  in 
history;  they  went  forth  conquering 
the  wilderness,  with  a  prayer  on  their 
lips  and  a  song  in  their  hearts.  With 
the  zephyrs  of  liberty  fanning  their 
souls,  they  renewed  their  belief  in  the 
divine  right  of  kings — but  they  were 
the  kings.  Their  palace  was  a  cabin  of 
logs  hewn  with  their  own  hands  in  an 
acre  or  two  of  clearing  in  the  wilder- 
ness, but  they  were  kings  of  their 
small  kingdom  and  they  made  God 
the  head  of  the  home  and  bowed  their 
knees  in  humble  adoration.  The  Word 
of  God  was  read  daily  and  the  family 
altar  became  an  American  institution. 
In  early  America,  men's  minds  were 
focused  upon  the  fact  that  God  is  the 
Father  of  us  all  and  all  men  should  be 
free  and  equal.  They  did  not  regard 
man  as  a  mere  cog  in  an  industrial 
economy,  or  as  a  mute  slave  to  a  total- 
itarian state. 

If  Christian  democracy  could  func- 
tion as  planned  by  our  foreparents,  it 
would  be  the  next  thing  to  theocracy. 
By  far,  the  greatest  factor  in  Amer- 
ica's greatness  is  her  Christian  heri- 
tage. Because  of  it  she  has  been  able 
to  outstrip  older  nations  bound  in  a 
strait  jacket  of  a  state  religion  with 
its  attendant  evils  of  ignorance,  slav- 
ery and  superstition. 

If  a  teacher  or  minister  has  the 
moral  courage  to  stand  up  for  the 
moral  principles  of  our  foreparents, 
he  is  branded  as  an  illiterate  dupe.  In 
many  American  schools  where  infi- 
dels' children  have  been  safeguarded 
from  Christian  teachings,  but  chil- 
dren have  not  been  safeguarded  from 
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atheism,  the  moral  fibre  of  our  youth 
is  being  broken  down  and  our  Chris- 
tian heritage  desecrated.  In  isolated 
spots  in  America  where  old  colonial 
Christian  standards  still  prevail  as 
antique  islands  in  a  sea  of  immorality, 
the  town  is  looked  upon  as  a  curio  of 
a  past  age  and  slurred  by  an  "en- 
lightened" press.  A  few  towns  in 
America  recently  made  the  news  in 
this  manner.  If  a  town  council  wishes 
to  shield  its  youth  from  indecent  lit- 
erature or  censor  a  lewd,  lustful  Hol- 
lywood production,  it  is  ridiculed  by 
our  modern  press  and  radio. 

The  early  American  precepts  are 
counted  taboo  by  modernists.  If  they 
;  are  taboo  today,  they  produced  such 
moral  giants  as  Washington,  Clay,  and 
Lincoln  and  a  virtuous  womanhood 
that  made  early  American  home  a  lit- 
tle heaven  instead  of  just  a  place  to 
eat,  sleep,  and  quarrel.  Modernists 
seem  to  think  that  by  some  modern 
phenomenon  Hollywood  is  able  to 
make  prostitution  respectable.  If  our 
God-fearing  foreparents  could  make 
and  enforce  the  laws  today,  they 
would  take  the  indecent,  sex,  and 
crime  magazines  off  newsstands  and 
incarcerate  the  screen  personalities 
and  prohibit  them  from  spreading 
their  crime-producing  virus  among 
our  youth  of  today.  Juvenile  delin- 
quency is  a  popular  subject  today,  but 
not  much  is  done  about  it.  Many 
speeches  are  made  at  parent-teachers 
meetings,  women's  clubs,  etc.,  by  law- 
makers and  others,  but  we  have  to 
take  it  all  with  a  grain  of  salt.  If  we 
attack  the  cesspools  that  breed  juve- 
nile delinquency  it  causes  resentment 
from  some  of  these  same  speech- 
makers. 

Not  so  long  ago,  in  one  of  our  big 
cities,  a  man  who  believes  in  the  Bible 
and  old-time  American  Christianity 
was  having  trouble  with  a  daughter 
of  about  thirteen  years  of  age.  He 
thought  he  would  take  her  to  a  juv- 
enile judge  and  it  would  probably  help 
scare  her  into  doing  better.  When  the 
father  related  the  case  to  the  judge 
and  the  judge  found  out  he  believed 
in  strict  Bible  morality  and  belonged 


to  a  church  not  so  popular  with  mod- 
ernists, the  judge  demanded  that  the 
father  allow  the  daughter  to  paint 
her  face  and  attend  a  crime  school  at 
least  twice  a  week.  Of  course,  he  lab- 
eled the  crime  school  with  the  term 
"movie."  The  poor  father  was  dumb- 
founded. The  young  daughter  knew 
too  much  about  crime  already. 

Many  speeches  about  juvenile  de- 
linquency are  made  because  it  makes  a 
good  topic,  or  perhaps  for  political  rea- 
sons. If  a  community  has  an  epidemic 
of  typhoid  from  a  polluted  well,  the 
way  to  stop  the  epidemic  is  to  con- 
demn the  well,  not  to  make  flowery 
speeches  about  the  nature  of  the  dis- 
ease and  the  sufferings  of  its  victims. 
Would  these  speechmakers  be  willing 
to  ban  indecent  crime  magazines 
from  the  newsstands,  prohibit  the 
sex  agitating  dances  in  our  schools, 
and  close  the  dance  halls  and  crime 
schools  called  movies?  Our  God-fear- 
ing foreparents  would  not  have  hesi- 
tated twenty-four  hours  to  close  these 
crime-breeding  cesspools.  Juvenile 
delinquency  was  no  problem  in  colon- 
ial America.  All  who  practice  the 
modern  dance,  including  the  dancing 
parsons,  know  in  their  hearts  it  is 
nothing  more  than  a  sex  agitator  and 
was  so  recognized  by  early  American 
standards.  Gain  the  confidence  of 
some  sinner  and  let  him  or  her  speak 
from  the  heart  to  you  and  he  will 
verify  this  fact. 

As  I  pen  these  words,  I  have  before 
me  a  newspaper  account  of  a  nine- 
teen-year-old youth  in  Detroit  who 
strangled,  clubbed  and  burned  a  six- 
year-old  boy  to  death.  The  murderer's 
parents  said  his  only  interests  in  life 
were  movies  and  comic  books,  and 
that  he  spent  the  money  they  gave 
him  three  times  a  week  for  this  pur- 
pose. After  he  murdered  the  little  boy 
he  went  to  two  more  movies.  His  par- 
ents said  he  liked  the  "blood  curd- 
lers." 

America  today  stands  out  as  the 
industrial  and  financial  giant  among 
nations.  How  wonderful  it  would  be 
if  we  could  stand  out,  also,  as  a  moral 
giant.    Most    of    the    civilized    world 


looks  to  America  for  help  and  guid- 
ance. We  have  the  greatest  oppor- 
tunity in  history  to  influence  the 
thinking  and  moral  standards  of  the 
world.  Most  of  the  little  peoples  of  the 
world  can  never  visit  America.  They 
will  see  America  in  their  imports  from 
America.  What  do  they  see  in  these 
imports — American  cigarettes,  Ameri- 
can movies  of  Chicago  gangland  mur- 
ders, an  illicit  love  affair,  a  nonsensi- 
cal lust-producing  dance,  or  a  sexy 
radio  program  stuffed  full  of  evil 
suggestions?  Many  foreigners  today, 
because  of  these  imports,  think  of 
America  as  a  haven  for  gangsters  and 
prostitutes. 

If  God  preserved  America  to  be- 
come the  home  of  a  Christian  nation, 
which  He  undoubtedly  did,  America 
can  fulfill  that  predestined  role  only 
when  she  returns  to  the  old  Chris- 
tian landmarks  of  our  forefathers.  By 
throwing  the  influence  of  the  Church 
and  the  moral  standards  of  the  New 
Testament  around  our  young  people, 
and  rediscovering  the  lost  institution 
of  the  family  altar  in  American 
homes,  we  can  have  the  spiritual 
stamina  to  make  our  moral  influence 
felt  in  the  world.  America  is  in  the 
position,  if  her  people  will  turn  to 
God  with  all  their  hearts,  to  stop 
the  world-wide  epidemic  of  moral  dis- 
integration. If  America  can  export 
some  old-time,  genuine  Christian- 
ity, it  will  have  more  lasting  effect 
than  her  industrial  might  or  her 
atomic  bomb. 
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Featured  in  this  month's  Spotlight  is  a  very  deserving  young  lady 
of  Oregon,  Miss  LaVerne  Mae  Selman,  who  was  saved  at  the  family 
altar  while  a  small  child  of  about  seven  years. 

Miss  Selman  attended  the  Northwest  Bible  School  in  Lemmon,  South 
Dakota,  for  three  years  and  graduated  with  the  class  of  1945  as  vale- 
dictorian. Both  before  and  after  her  attendance  of  Bible  School,  she 
has   been   engaged   in   Daily   Vacation   Bible   School   work. 

Her  busiest  summer  was  in  1945  while  youth  director  of  Oregon. 
With  the  help  of  her  sister,  Emeline  McDougal,  she  conducted  Daily 
Vacation  Bible  Schools  in  several  of  the  large  hop  yard  camps,  teach- 
ing Sunday  Schools  in  three  different  camps  every  Sunday  for  sev- 
eral weeks,  and  conducting  evening  services  at  the  largest  of  the  camps. 

In  the  fall  of  1946,  Miss  Selman  joined  the  faculty  of  the  Spokane 
Bible  School,  at  which  time  she  also  edited  the  HARBINGER  OP  HOPE, 
the  school  paper.  In  1947  she  was  again  appointed  youth  director  of 
Oregon  and  by  the  splendid  cooperation  of  the  young  people,  Oregon 
won   both   national   banners. 

This  outstanding  young  ladv  is  now  editor  and  publisher  of  the 
GOLDEN  NUGGETS,  a  state  paper  for  the  Church  of  God  young  people 
in  Washington,  Oregon,  and  Idaho,  which  was  first  piiblished  in  1945. 

Besides  all  her  other  work,  she  teaches  a  Sunday  School  class  each 
Sunday  morning,  going  before  the  Sunday  School  hour  to  get  many 
of  her  pupils.  I  am  sure  there  will  be  a  great  reward  in  heaven  for 
the  untiring  efforts  of  this  young  lady. 


This  month  the  PATHWAY  Spotlight  swings  far  down  into  Florida 
to  focus  on  Lewis  J.  Willis,  who  was  born  November  17,  1921,  at  Wau- 
chula,  Florida.  Lewis  has  been  a  Christian  more  than  half  his  life, 
having  been  converted  in  1933,  when  he  was  eleven  years  of  age.  He 
joined   the   Church   of   God   at   that   same   time. 

Lewis  graduated  from  the  Macclenny,  Florida,  high  school  and  has 
since  been  a  student  in  various  Bible  Schools.  At  the  age  of  seventeen 
he  began  preaching  as  a  boy  preacher  in  the  Church  of  God.  In  his 
short  lifetime,  he  has  served  the  local  church  as  clerk,  Sunday  School 
superintendent  and  Y.P.E.  president;  and  the  General  Church  as 
evangelist,  pastor,  and  state  youth  director  of  Florida. 

Three  years  ago  he  resigned  the  pastorage  of  the  church  in  Lake 
City,  to  become  youth  director  of  Florida,  in  which  capacity  he  now 
serves  the  Church.  He  is  also  a  member  of  the  National  Youth  Board, 
and  is  especially  interested  in  projects  relating  to  young  people  and 
their  problems.  His  forte  is  visual  education  and  Vacation  Bible  School 
work,  at  which  he  is  particularly  adept. 

The  clearest  forecast  of  his  future  contributions  to  God  and  the 
Church  is  found  in  his  own  words:  "My  predominate  ambition  is  to 
fulfill    my    responsibility   to    God,    the    Church,    and   my    fellow   man." 


Youth  Interviews 
Experience 

Rev.  W.  F.  Bryant,  a  charter  mem- 
ber of  the  Church  of  God,  intervieived 
by  Geneva  Carroll. 

Brother  Bryant,  in  your  memory,  do  you 
recall  how  old  you  were  when  you  were 
saved,  and  who  was  most  responsible  for 
your  conversion? 

Yes,   it  was  when   I   was  fourteen  years  of 
age  and   through  the  prayers  of  my  mother 
that    I    was    saved'. 
Immediately    after- 
wards   I    joined   the 
Baptist    church,     in 
which  church   I   be- 
came    an     exhorter 
and  later  a  deacon. 
How    long    have 
you    been    a    minis- 
ter   of   the    gospel? 
About  sixty-eight 
years. 

What  caused  you 
to  become  interest- 
ed in  seeking  for 
the  full  blessing  of 
God? 

After  I  was  saved,    I   knew  God  had  some- 


thing more  for  me,  which  caused  me  to  con- 
tinue seeking  God.  Later,  three  men  came 
to  our  community  and  conducted  a  revival, 
at  which  time  they  taught  sanctification. 
During  that  meeting,  I  was  sanctified  and 
later  when  one  of  those  preachers,  William 
Martin  by  name,  came  back  teaching  the 
Baptism  of  the  Holy  Ghost,  I  received  that 
blessing  also. 

After  that  revival,  the  Baptist  church  d'is- 
fellowshipped  my  wife  and  me,  along  with 
thirty-three  others.  Then  I  began  conducting 
a  Sunday  School  and  regular  prayer  meet- 
ings in  different  homes.  The  people  earnest- 
ly sought  God,  and  the  interest  increased.  In 
one  of  our  prayer  meetings,  the  Holy  Ghost 
began  to  fall  upon  the  humble,  sincere, 
sanctified  believers.  While  that  meeting  was 
in  progress,  one  after  another  fell  prostrate 
under  the  power  of  God  and  soon  quite  a 
number  came  through  speaking  in  other 
tongues  as  the  Spirit  gave  the  utterance. 
The  news  spread  like  wildfire,  and  people 
came  for  miles  to  hear  and  see  the  mani- 
festations  of   the   presence  of  God. 

Can  you  tell  me  something  about  the  be- 
ginning  of  the   Church? 

Yes,  it  was  on  May  15,  1902,  that  a 
group  of  sincere  followers  of  the  Lord  met 
at  my  home.  Under  the  direction  of  R.  G. 
Spurling,  a  church  was  organized,  with  gov- 
ernment set  forth  under  the  name  of  "The 
Holiness  Church  at  Camp  Creek."  While 
this  was  a  continuation  of  the  same  organi- 
zation   started    sixteen    years    before    by   the 


elder  Richard  Spurling,  in  Monroe  County, 
Tennessee,  the  church  set  in  order  in  my 
home  was  the  first  in  which  government  was 
established.  I  was  ordained  a  minister  in  the 
church  and  became  one  of  the  officers.  It 
was  at  the  second  Assembly  in  1  907,  when 
the  church  was  given  the  name,  "Church  of 
God." 

In  what  offices  have  you  served  the 
Church? 

I  have  served  as  pastor  and  evangelist, 
organizing  churches  in  Louisville  and  Somer- 
set, Kentucky;  Morristown,  Copperhill,  Cedar 
Hill,  Tennessee,  and  in  other  places.  We  had 
wonderful  revivals,  in  which  many  were 
saved,  healed,  and  blessed  in  different  ways. 
For  six  years  I  was  state  overseer  of  Ken- 
tucky and  for  five  years  I  was  state  over- 
seer of  Tennessee.  In  the  year  of  1911,  when 
it  was  decided  that  a  home  for  the  homeless 
children  should  be  prepared,  I  rented  the 
building  and  opened  the  orphanage  with  two 
matrons  and  fifteen  children,  ages  from  six 
months  to  fifteen  years.  We  kept  some  of 
the  children  in  our  home  until  the  home  was 
ready  for  them.  Of  course,  this  was  discon- 
tinued later  until  the  year  of  1920,  when 
the  General  Assembly  passed  that  a  home 
should   be  established   for  orphan   children. 

Among  your  many  friends,  whom  do  you 
consider  were  the  greatest  influence  in  your 
early  ministerial  work? 

Brother  R.  G.  Spurling  and  Brother  M.  S. 
Lemons  were  a  great  blessing  to  me  for 
many  years.    But  with  my  wife,    I   share  the 


Page  14 


The  Lighted  Pathway 


greater  part  of  my  success  in  ministerial 
work.  She  was  a  true  mother  to  our  eight 
children,  staying  at  home  and  taking  care 
of  the  family  while  I  was  away  in  the  Lord's 
work,  and  spending  many  hours  praying  for 
my  success. 

After  I  came  to  Cleveland,  Tennessee, 
Brother  F.  J.  Lee  and  Brother  T.  L.  McLain 
helped  me  in  revival  work  and  also  in  pray- 
ing for  the  sick.  I  have  witnessed  many 
wonderful    healings  as   the   result   of   prayer. 

What  preparation  do  you  think  a  young 
man  needs  who  is  preparing  for  the  minis- 
try? 

He  should  lead  a  consecrated  prayer  life, 
get  started  right  and  stick  to  the  Bible  teach- 
ings, and,  too,  he  shouuld  get  all  the  educa- 
tion possible  for  him  to  obtain.  Since  I  am 
now  eighty-six  years  of  age,  my  days  of 
ministerial  work  are  past,  but  I  advise  all 
young  ministers  to  be  true  to  God,  and 
preach  His  Word  in  its  fullness. 

The  missionary  mentioned  in  last  month's 
"Know  Your  Missionaries  was  Reverend 
O'Neil  McCuilough,  Utilia  Island,  Republic 
of  Honduras. 


TRY  THIS  CROSSWORD  PUZZLE 


KNOW  YOUR  MISSIONARIES 

By   Herbert  Walker,  Sr. 

This'  month  we  are  going  to  have 
you  guess  the  name  of  one  of  our  na- 
tive workers.  To  make  it  easier,  we 
tell  you  that  she  lives  in  Cuba.  She 
has  charge  of  one  of  our  churches 
there.  One  of  the  Lee  College  teachers 
recently  visited  Habana,  Cuba,  and 
while  there  she  attended  the  church 

where  Sister is  in  charge.  This 

faithful  saint  of  God  has  been  a  Chris- 
tian for  eighteen  years;  she  has  been 
in  the  Church  of  God  fifteen  years, 
and  was  with  the  Pentecostal  Church 
of  God  five  years.  She  attended 
school  in  Jamaica  and  Cuba,  and 
lacked  one  year  finishing  high  school. 
She  has  been  active  in  ministerial 
work  in  Jamaica  also.  She  had  an 
article  in  the  last  issue  of  the  Mace- 
donian Call. 

Can  you  guess  her  name? 


-Martin  Miller. 


Across 


1,   4,    and   5.  Pictured   Editor   of   the   Tennes- 
see Music  and  Printing  Co.  is  Prof.  ■ 


9.  ".  .  .  I  will  dwell  in  the  house  the 

Lord  for  ever,"   Psa.  23:6. 
10.  "I   will    myself   wisely   in    a   perfect 

way,"  Psa.   101:2. 
12.  Four-letter  name  in  Gen.  14:13. 
14.  ".   .   .  which   he  had  prepared   unto 

glory,"    Romans    9:23. 
16.  "And  why   beholdest  thou   the  —       -  that 


—  gather 
in    their 


is  in  thy  brother's  eye,' 

18.  ".    .    .  and   neither   did 
Acts  9:9. 

19.  Military   cap. 

20.  "Now    therefore  -       —  , 
Judges    13:4. 


Matt.  7:3. 

nor    drink. 


I    pray   thee 


22.  Second    syllable    tone    of    diatonic    scale — 

Music. 
24.  Last   word    in   Judges    15:8. 
26.  "But   as  the  days  of  were,  so  shall 

also   the   coming  of   the   Son   of   man   be," 

Matt.    24:37. 


28.  Chapters    (abbr.). 

29.  Bag   (abbr.). 

30.  Tellurium   (abbr.)—  Chem. 

31.  ".    .   .   neither   do   they  reap,  - 
into  barns,"  Matt.  6:26. 

32.  "It    is    a    people    that    do    ■ 

heart   .   .   ."   Psa.   95:10. 

34.  Musical    character. 

35.  Aetatis     (abbr.) — Lat. 

38.  "...    who   is    the   of   my   counte- 
nance and  my  God,"  Psa.  42:11. 
42.  Tree    mentioned    in    Isaiah    60:13. 
44.  Indian  of  Tierra  del  Fuego. 

47.  Worn  on  the  foot,  Deut.  25:9. 

48.  Last   word   in   Gen.   36:41. 

49.  Negrito  of   the  Philippines. 

51.  Pictured   is   the    of    The    Tennessee 

Music  and  Printing  Co. 

52.  Cadmium   (abbr.) — Chem. 

53.  High  male  voice — Music. 

54.  ".  .  .  the  daughter  of  — 


of   Zibeon   the   Hivite,"    Gen.   36:2. 


the  daughter 


Down 


1.  ".  .  .  and  then  come  and  — 
Matt.    5:24. 

2.  Last   word    in    1    Chr.   24:27. 


thy  gift,' 


for  they  shall 


God,"  Matt.  5:8. 


'The    blind    receive    their    sight,    and    the 
walk;    .    .    ."   Matt.    11:5. 


5.  A   prefix    meaning    in    general    along   with, 
after. 

6.  Central    America    (abbr.). 

7.  "Then  was  brought  unto   him  pos- 
sessed with  a  devil,  .  .  ."  Matt.   12:22. 

8.  "But  let  your  communication,  be,   , 

yea;    .   .    ."   Matt.   5:37. 

9.  Tree    mentioned    in   Gen.    35:8. 
11.  First   word   in    Psa.    76:11. 

13.  Rights      (abbr.). 

15.  "To   their   eyes,   and   to   turn    them 

from  darkness  to  light   .   .   ."   Acts  26:18 

17.  "And  he  there  an  altar,"  Gen.  33:20. 

21.  Third  word  in  Joshua   15:42. 

23.  Lines  and  spaces  of  a  music  staff. 


25.  ".   .    .   it   is  in   heaven,"   Matt.   6:10. 

27.  Last    word    in   Numbers    21 :10. 

31.  ".    .    .    and    took    oil    with    them," 

Matt.    25:3. 
33.  "Behold,   I  will  bread   from   heaven 

for    you,"    Ex.    16:4. 

36.  Translated  prophet. 

37.  New  Zealand  bird. 

39.  Last  word   in   1   Chr.   7:12. 

40.  "...    who    built    Ono,    and    ,    with 

the  towns  thereof,"  1  Chr.  8:12. 

41.  Tree   mentioned    in    Isaiah   6:13. 

42.  The   reed    or    guide    bobbin    of   a   weaver's 
shuttle. 

43.  ".  .  .  ye  have  your  fruit  unto  holiness,  and 
the   everlasting  life,"   Romans  6:22. 

45.  Cast  into   the  sea  by   Simon   and  Andrew, 
Mark    1 :16. 

46.  Past  tense  of  eat. 

48.  Genus    of    the    meadow    grasses. 

50.  "But    Solomon    built    him    house," 

Acts   7:47. 


July, 1949 


Page  15 


^mM£ty?«, 


// 


66  Spitalfield  Lane 
Chichester,   Sussex,   England 

Dear  Brother  Conn: 

Greetings  from  England! 

Many  thanks  for  your  kind  letters 
of  March  29  and  the  5th  ultimo.  I  was 
very  much  afraid  that  one  or  two 
things  I  said  in  my  letter  were  a  bit 
outspoken,  but  I  am  glad  to  note  you 
read  it  with  interest  and  pleasure. 

Yes,  England  has  some  lovely  old 
buildings.  Although  we  do  not  wor- 
ship buildings,  yet  many  of  our  cathe- 
drals and  churches  were  built  in  the 
days  when  men  built  them  for  neces- 
sity and,  too,  for  the  glory  of  God. 
That  remark,  of  course,  cannot  be 
said  of  all  the  buildings.  The  Market 
Cross,  one  of  Chichester's  old  build- 
ings, was  built  in  the  fifteenth  cen- 
tury. When  Oliver  Cromwell's  men 
entered  the  city,  they  took  a  keen 
dislike  to  the  busts  of  some  people 
who  occupied  the  niches  around  the 
Market  Cross,  so  they  tore  some  of 
them  out;  therefore,  an  empty  niche 
is  to  be  seen  under  the  clock.  Crom- 
well's men  also  stabled  their  horses 
in  the  cathedral,  which  in  those  days 
was  very  "High  Church."  Chichester 
was  once  a  Roman  camp  and  there 
are  still  remains  of  the  wall  which  the 
Romans  put  around  the  city.  Yes,  this 
old  city,  with  a  population  of  about 
20,000,  is  steeped  in  history.  They  have 
even  dug  up  an  old  tablet  on  which 
Pudens'  name  appears,  and  it  is 
thought  that  it  is  the  same  Pudens  as 
in  2  Timothy,  for  it  is  written  in  the 
Roman  language. 

Bodiam  uastle,  located  in  East  Sus- 
sex, England,  is  another  old  building. 
This  photo  was  taken  some  fifteen 
years  ago. 


Market  Cross 


Stanley  F.  Burden 

My  photo  was  taken  by  my  wife 
when  we  were  spending  the  day  in 
London,  celebrating  quietly  our  first 
wedding  anniversary.  Kew  Gardens  is 
the  scene  of  the  photo,  which  is  world 
famous  for  its  great  variety  of  flowers, 
plants,  trees,  etc.,  from  all  parts  of 
the  world.  London  has  two  or  three  hot 
houses  for  tropical  plants  and  trees. 

Bit  by  bit,  things  are  coming  off 
ration  here  in  England.  Chocolates 
and  sweets  came  off  ration  last  week, 
and  what  a  rush  adults  and  children 
made  to  the  candy  shops,  and  now 
some  are  sold  out  of  their  stocks.  If 
butter  and  other  such  rationed  things 
come  "free,"  one  can  only  imagine 
what  a  stampede  people  will  make. 

It  is  a  good  thing  to  have  a  section 
given  to  our  literature.  I  was  glad  to 
read  your  poll  of  Best-Loved  Books 
in  the  January  issue.  It  has  just  oc- 
curred to  me  that  the  "Swiss  Family 
Robinson"  is  not  in  the  poll.  I  wonder 
why,  though  Robinson  Crusoe  is  in- 
cluded. Another  favorite  of  mine  is 
Thousand  Miles  of  Miracles  in  China 
by  A.  Glover.  My,  what  a  book! 

Many  thanks  for  the  assurance  that 
I  will  not  miss  an  issue  of  The 
LIGHTED  PATHWAY.  I  am  glad  that 
my  money  order  got  through  all  right. 
Thanks  for  the  old  issues  you  sent. 
It  is  really  an  excellent  magazine  and 
we  enjoy  reading  each  issue.  Please 
accept  the  thanks  of  grateful  English 
readers.  My  friends  will  be  glad  for 
any  further  copies  you  can  send  them. 

Thank  you  for  sparing  me  time  to 
correspond  with  you.  May  the  Lord 
bless  vou,  your  staff,  and  The  LIGHT- 
ED PATHWAY  for  His  glory. 

Sincerely  yours  in  Him, 
Stanley  F.  Burden 


POINTED   PARAGRAPHS 

By  Martin  Miller 

Ours   is   a  great  and   precious   heritage — 
Independence.  The  best  way  to  preserve  this 
heritage   is   to   be   DEPENDENT  on  God. 
— p— 

Now  is  the  time  for  all  Christians  to  do 
more  and  talk  less. 

— P— 
The  day  of  salvation  is  far  spent  and 
nightfall  is  at  hand.  Let  us  put  forth  our 
best  for  Christ  ere  He  comes  and  the  dark- 
ness of  a  godless  eternity  settles  upon 
those  whom  we  can  and  should  win  to 
Christ. 

— P— 
Peace  of  mind  means  at  peace  with  God. 

— p— 
There    is    no   such   thing    as   solitude  to   a 
child    of    God,    for    God     Himself     and     the 
guardian   angels  are  always  there. 

— p— 
The    Daily   Vacation    Bible    School 
Is  a  splendid  place  to  teach  the  Golden  Rule; 
So  start  right  in 
And  with  a  grin 

Round   up  all   the  children   in  the   neighbor- 
hood. 
Teach  them  to  sing, 
Then  have  them  bring 
Their  Bibles  and  study  the  Word  of  God. 


Man's  books  are  but  man's  alphabet, 
Beyond   and  on   his  lessons   lie — 
The  lessons  of  the  violet, 
The  large  gold  letters  of  the  sky. 

— Cinsinnatus  Heine  Miller 

MISSIONARY  AARONS  AND  HURS:  We 
should  be  pleased  to  hear  from  any  of  you 
who  have  been  writing  to  any  of  our  mission- 
aries. We  have  had  no  names  to  publish  in 
this  list  lately.  God  will  reward  you  if  you  will 
take  time  to  write  to  the  missionaries.  We 
should  appreciate  receiving  a  number  of 
names  and  addresses  to  be  published  next 
month. 
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Bodiam  Castle 

The  Lighted  Pathway 


@6iCctnea'& 


Conducted   by 
MRS.    CHARLES    W.    CONN 


THE  LONG  TRAIL 


Louis  shivered.  There  it  came  again 
— a  long,  quavering  howl  of  the  timber 
wolf.    As  the    sound   slid  off    into   a 
whine,  another  wolf  answered.  Several 
more  replied  through  the  icy  Canadi- 
an   air.   A    tear    escaped,    but   Louis 
brushed  it  aside  in  a  hurry.  He  didn't 
dare  let  himself  admit  he  was  afraid. 
Louis  looked  around  at  the  poorly 
made  camp.  The  faithful  huskies  were 
a  few  feet  away  in  a  small  grove  of 
trees,  busy  licking  their  bleeding  feet, 
!  cut  by  sharp  rocks  and  icy  paths.  The 
dogs  pricked  up  their  ears  at  the  wolf 
howls  and  whimpered. 

Three  days  of  running  was  almost 
i  the  limit.  This  must  be  Wednesday. 
!But  last  Monday  seemed  a  hundred 
I  years  away.  On  Monday  Louis'  Uncle 
I  Ed  had  fallen  through  an  air  hole  in 
[the  closely  packed  snow  of  a  glacier 
!  and  had  been  badly  hurt  on  the  ice  be- 
|  neath. 

Louis  could  still  hear  the  sicken- 
jing  thud  of  the  body  striking  many 
feet  below,  and  the  terrible  groans 
j  and  curses  of  the  wounded  man.  The 
iboy  dropped  a  rope  made  of  dog  har- 
;  ness  and  watched  his  uncle  struggle  to 
j  fasten  it  under  his  arms.  Then  Louis 
j  urged  the  dogs  and  helped  them  pull 
!him  to  the  surface  of  the  ground. 

Although  he  was  only  twelve,  Louis 
•  gathered  all  his  strength  and  half 
[carried,  half  dragged  his  uncle  to  the 
Slight  sled  and  rolled  him  into  it.  The 
(man  fainted  several  times  while  try- 
jing  to  give  himself  first  aid.  One  arm 
iwas  limp,  but  finally  they  managed 
j  to  tear  the  sleeve  off  and  set  the  bone. 
Once  that  was  done,  Uncle  Ed  became 
!  unconscious  again. 

Louis  lifted  his  voice  to  God,  "O 
(Lord,  I  know  Uncle  Ed  says  he  hates 
tYou,  but  he  doesn't  know  You.  You 
I  promised  to  never  leave  me,  and  I 
1  need  You  right  now.  Hold  off  the 
'wolves  and  get  us  safe  home.  I  know 
I  I'm  saved,  but  Uncle  Ed  isn't,  and  I 
j  want  You  to  save  him." 

As  Louis  raised   his   head,   he  saw 
(his     uncle     watching     him.     Cursing 
l  fiercely,  the  man  said,  "If  you  think 
j  I'm  going  to  turn  coward  to  God  now, 
you're  crazy!  I  never  needed  Him  be- 
fore,   and    I   don't   need    Him    now." 
Gasping  in  pain,  he  stopped  and  then 
said   more   softly,  "We've  got   to   hit 
for  home.  Watch  me.  I'll  get  us  there." 
Uncle  Ed  had  grit.  Louis  had  to  ad- 
mit that.  The  wolves  had  seemed  to 
smell   the   blood   afar   off    and   were 


By   FRANK   L.   WAGGONER,   JR. 

soon  on  the  trail  of  the  two  travelers. 
On  the  second  day  a  large  pack  was 
gaining  on  the  tired  dogs  when  they 
topped  a  ridge. 

"Gun!"  groaned  Uncle  Ed,  and  Louis 
slipped  the  heavy  rifle  from  its  sheath 
and  knelt  before  the  groaning  marks- 
man. "Steady."  The  boy  braced  him- 
self as  best  he  could.  His  uncle  shifted 
a  bit,  aimed,  and  pulled  the  trigger. 

The  rifle,  resting  across  Louis' 
shoulder,  cracked.  Far  down  the  hill 
a  wolf  leaped  high,  then  started 
spinning  in  circles,  biting  at  the  bleed- 
ing wound  that  the  bullet  had  made. 
Louis  turned  away  from  the  sight  of 
the  rest  of  the  pack,  maddened  by 
the  sight  and  smell  of  blood,  spring- 
ing upon  their  partner.  One  after  the 
other  the  rifleman  picked  off  seven  of 
the  gray  beasts  before  he  dropped  his 
hand  from  the  rifle  and  motioned 
Louis  away. 

Slipping  the  gun  back  into  the 
sheath,  Louis  cut  the  whip  in  the  air 
above  the  huskies,  and  they  were  off. 

Twice  more  that  day  they  stopped 
and  picked  off  some  of  the  wolves  to 
slow  them  down.  Each  time  the  starv- 
ing animals  stopped  to  eat  one  of  their 
own  pack,  the  man  and  the  boy  gained 
that  much  time. 

When  night  fell,  Louis  tied  the  dogs 
close  and  kept  two  fires  going.  He 
could  hear  snarls  and  see  eyes  reflect- 
ing in  the  light. 

Between   the    fires,   with   the   dogs 


near  and  the  wolves  eager  for  his 
flesh,  Louis  knelt  beside  his  sleep- 
ing Uncle  Ed  and  talked  to  God  again. 
"Show  Uncle  Ed  that  You  can  save 
us,  Lord,"  he  said.  "I'm  trusting  in 
You.  You  saved  me  from  sin.  If  it's 
Your  will,  save  us  from  the  wolves." 

Suddenly  Louis  awoke.  He  had  fall- 
en asleep  while  praying.  The  fire  was 
almost  out.  Staggering  to  his  feet,  he 
grabbed  some  of  the  wood  out  of  the 
snow  and  threw  it  on  the  embers.  As 
sparks  shot  up,  several  dark  forms 
darted  from  the  circle  of  light.  Fierce- 
ly, Louis  fed  the  fires  until  they  blazed 
high  again.  All  night  he  fought  sleep. 

He  watched  his  dogs  through 
bleary  eyes.  These  horrible  days — 
three  years  was  more  like  it.  He 
couldn't  stand  another  hour  of  it.  He 
caught  his  uncle's  eyes.  The  man  was 
too  weak  now  to  speak.  Louis  leaned 
near. 

"It  isn't  far,"  the  man  whispered. 
"Dump  me  off.  Throw  away  every- 
thing. Strip  the  sled  and  you  can  out- 
run them.  I  can't  last  anyway." 

Louis  shook  his  head.  "No,  God  will 
get  us  both  in  safe."  But  inside  of 
him  his  heart  cried  out,  "How  can 
He?" 

"You  little  fool,"  hissed  his  uncle. 
Louis  felt  the  man's  eyes  upon  him 
as  he  took  out  the  gun  and  laid  the 
barrel  across  the  sled.  Carefully  he 
aimed  and  squeezed  the  trigger.  A 
wolf  silently  dropped,  and  its  com- 
panions leaped  upon  it  for  their 
breakfast.  A  second  shot;  another  fell. 

It  was  the  last  bullet.  Louis  dropped 
the  gun  to  the  ground.  Swiftly  he 
whipped  and  coaxed  the  dogs  into 
their  harness.  Then  he  stripped  every- 
thing from  the  sled,  putting  just  a 
few  hunks  of  meat  into  his  pockets. 

The  older  man  drew  a  deep  breath 
and  ordered  in  a  fierce  whisper,  "Put 
me  off!" 

The  only  answer  was  a  shout  and 
the  crack  of  the  whip  as  Louis  pushed 
and  the  dogs  pulled.  They  were  off. 
This  time  they  had  gained  only  a 
little  distance  when  the  wolves  began 
closing  in.  Louis  didn't  know  whether 
he  was  doing  more  praying  or  pushing, 
but  he  stumbled  on. 

Suddenly  they  topped  a  rise.  From 
(Continued  on  page  22) 


|  July, 1949 


Page  17 


International  Preparatory  Institute 

The  Missionary  Training  School  of  the  Church  of  God 


San    Antonio,    Texas 
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A  group  of  consecrated 
young  ministers,  teach- 
ers, and  musicians. 


■Jfe> 


Group  of  girls  of  I.  P.  I. 
All  of  these  girls  will  be 
in  active  work  on  the 
field  this  summer. 


Student  body  of  the  International  Preparatory  Institute  repre- 
senting nine  countries,  namely:  Guatemala,  Panama,  Cuba,  Haiti, 
Honduras,  Mexico,  Puerta  Rico,  El  Salvador,  and  the  United  States. 


The  need  of  trained  workers  for  the  Latin  American 
mission  fields  brought  about  the  establishment  of  the 
International  Preparatory  Institute.  An  institution  was 
needed  which  would  offer  practical  "everyday"  contact 
with  the  languages,  customs,  and  even  the  people  them- 
selves from  the  twenty  or  more  countries  south  of  the 
Rio  Grande. 

For  Anglo-Americans  who  desire  to  spend  their  lives 
in  the  Spanish-speaking  countries,  we  highly  recommend 
that  you  spend  your  training  period  not  at  home  reading 
books,  but  in  this  institute,  where  you  will  have  the  fel- 
lowship of  Spanish  students  from  several  countries.  You 
will  learn  THEM,  not  about  them.  You  will  understand 
THEM,  and  either  your  calling  will  be  deepened  because 
of  the  great  evangelistic  need,  or  you  will  be  willing  to 
give  up  the  calling  and  help  others  to  go.  'The  field  is 
not  easy.  Although  romantic  stories  have  been  told,  here 
the  realities  of  the  field  are  studied,  not  only  from  text- 
books, but  by  living  side  by  side  with  these  whom  you 
expect  to  work  with  later. 

The  above  is  only  one  side  of  the  picture.  It  would 
be  incomplete  should  we  fail  to  mention  the  reason  for 
bringing  Latin  Americans  from  their  respective  countries 
to  the  United  States  for  ministerial  and  missionary  train- 
ing. It  is  a  proved  fact  that  strength  and  unity  are  greatly 


dependent  upon  mutual  understanding.  The  fellowshi] 
they  have  here  tends  to  establish  a  closer  relation  betweei 
the  native  constituency  and  the  home  church.  Greate 
comprehension  is  obtained  by  observing  the  practices  o 
the  Church  here.  We  teach  that  we  should  all  "speak  th 
same  thing"  doctrinally,  which  is  pertinent  on  the  mis 
sion  field. 

Outside  their  schoolwork,  we  are  so  happy  about  th 
ministerial  efforts  of  the  students.  Since  the  School  openec 
last  fall,  one  church  has  been  established  with  an  averagi 
of  eighty  in  Sunday  School,  and  they  have  another  bod; 
ready  to  set  in  order.  They  are  also  maintaining  a  mis 
sion  in  the  downtown  area.  Each  Sunday  there  are  ove 
two  hundred  and  fifty  in  the  Spanish  Sunday  School 
where  the  personnel  of  the  School  is  sponsoring  the  work 
In  two  recent  revivals,  there  were  forty-five  conversions 
thirty-five  sanctified,  seventeen  filled  with  the  Holy  Ghost 
twenty-six  baptized  in  water,  and  thirty-nine  added  to  th 
church. 

We  surely  extend  heartfelt  gratitude  to  all  of  yoi 
who  have  contributed  both  morally  and  financially  to  th 
sustenance  of  various  students  from  several  foreign  coun 
tries.  It  is  expected  that  your  investments  in  these  pre 
cious  boys  and  girls  will  bring  dividends  to  God's  kingdon 
for  years  to  come. 
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A  boy  entered  college  and  selected 
the  classical  course,  studied  a  year, 
and  concluded  he  wanted  to  change. 
Next  year  he  began  the  scientific 
course,  but  after  a  year  he  gave  that 
up.  The  third  year  he  studied  the 
English  course.  The  fourth  he  changed 
to  the  business  course  and  never  fin- 
ished it.  At  the  end  of  four  years,  he 
had  only  a  smattering  of  four  courses 
and  no  real  education.  Others  who 
kept  on  with  their  original  courses 
completed  them,  graduated  and  start- 
ed their  lifework,  while  he  was  pre- 
pared for  nothing  in  particular. 

Perhaps  it  was  because  of  his  inabil- 
ity to  evercome  hardship.  When  he 
met  difficulty,  he  gave  up  too  easily. 
Perhaps  it  was  because  he  saw  only 
the  pleasant  features  of  some  other 
course.  Any  course  of  study  seems 
pleasant  when  viewed  from  the  out- 
side. Perhaps  it  was  because  he  was 
just  naturally  lazy.  Every  definite, 
worth-while  course  of  study,  which 
really  trains  the  mind  and  gives  you 


a  comprehensive  knowledge  of  a 
branch  of  learning,  makes  heavy  de- 
mands on  your  brain  power. 

If  you  really  want  an  education, 
there  are  three  great  urges  to  attain 
it.  Your  interest  will  start  you  and 
keep  you  at  work  for  some  time.  Every 
course  of  study,  whether  in  college  or 
taken  up  by  yourself,  will  at  first  so 
open  a  new  world  and  introduce  you  to 
so  many  unknown  facts,  that  it  will 
give  you  pleasure  and  keep  your  mind 
alert. 

But  there  will  come  a  time  when 
your  mind  will  go  stale.  You  will  sigh 
for  fresh  pastures.  You  will  think 
you've  had  enough  of  it,  or  it  isn't 
what  you  expected,  or  it's  not  profit- 
able. Then  you  need  to  bring  into 
play  the  second  urge  to  work — the  de- 
termination to  finish  what  you  have 
begun.  The  deepest  satisfaction  comes 
when  you  study,  not  because  the  study 
is  fascinating,  but  because  you  want 
to  know,  to  learn,  to  conquer,  to  fin- 


ish. When  your  interest  lags,  dig  deep- 
er. You  have  to  dig  for  gold  or  silver 
or  oil.  The  richer  veins  are  usually  far 
below  the  surface. 

There  is  another  urge  to  do  your 
very  best  in  your  studies  which  you 
will  come  to  feel  more  and  more — the 
desire  to  use  your  knowledge  and  abil- 
ity for  the  benefit  of  your  fellows.  At 
the  beginning  of  a  course  of  study, 
you  may  feel  this,  but  it  will  increase 
as  you  go  farther  into  that  particular 
department  of  learning.  This  urge 
keeps  inventors  at  work,  and  makes 
leaders  of  great  industries  refuse  to 
stop  work  and  take  their  ease.  The 
knowledge  that  you  are  to  use  your 
education  for  the  benefit  of  others 
gives  the  greatest  satisfaction,  and 
will  hold  you  true  to  your  course  when 
all  other  motives  fail.  Think  of  your 
studies  as  a  preparation  for  service, 
learn  how  you  can  use  them  in  the 
work  of  the  world,  and  they  will  grow 
in  importance  and  you  will  find  in- 
creasing pleasure  in  them. 
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MONUMENTS 


Chester   Shuler 

"Good  men  do  not  pass  on; 
they  live  on." 

In  a  cemetery  which  I  sometimes 
visit,  there  stands  a  very  imposing 
monument.  It  is  made  of  the  most 
expensive  granite,  is  dignified  in  ap- 
pearance, and  cost  a  huge  sum  of 
money.  The  inscription  upon  it  in- 
forms folks  that  it  was  erected  in 
memory  of  a  certain  man  who  has 
been  dead  for  some  years.  Few  per- 
sons seem  to  recall  the  gentleman, 
however.  His  relatives  seldom  visit  the 
burying  ground.  But  most  ironical  of 
all  is  the  fact  that  although  it  is  the 
most  expensive  monument  in  the 
cemetery,  the  lot  on  which  it  stands 
is  the  only  lot  which  does  not  receive 
"perpetual  care";  it  is  unsightly,  and 
the  monument  has  to  rear  itself 
through  the  tall  weeds!  All  around  it, 
burying  lots  with  smaller,  cheaper 
stones  are  kept  neatly.  No  provision 
has  been  made  for  the  care  of  the  great 
man's  resting  place,  and  "they  say" 
even  the  stone  itself  has  never  been 
fully  paid  for.  The  dead  man  was 
worth  much  money  during  his  life  on 
earth,  but  he  is  remembered  in  that 
community,  now,  chiefly  because  of 
some  of  his  past  deeds,  none  too  com- 
mendable. 

However,  there  is  nothing  new  or 
strange  in  all  this.  For  no  matter 
whether  we  are  rich  or  poor,  famous 
or  unheard  of,  good  or  bad,  people  will 
remember  us,  when  we  are  gone,  by 
the  kind  of  life  we  have  lived. 

"I  am  not  particular  about  the  kind 
of  grave-marker  they  place  on  my 
grave,"  remarked  a  man.  "I  shan't 
know  whether  it  is  magnificent  or 
otherwise." 

That  is  probably  true.  But  what  the 
gentleman  may  have  neglected  to 
think  of  is  the  rather  striking  fact 
that  he — and  all  of  us — will  have  a 
"monument"  not  made  of  granite  or 
marble,  by  which  folks  will  remember 
the  kind  Ci  lives  lived.  This  monument 
we  are  even  now  forming.  If  Hitler's 
grave  were  known,  and  a  very  costly 
shaft  erected  upon  it,  it  would  not 
change  the  "monument"  which  he 
erected  during  his  lifetime  by  his  ter- 
rible deeds. 

Some  years  ago  I  was  in  a  very 
busy  restaurant  for  lunch  at  the 
noon   hour.   I   went   there   frequently. 

Page  20 


After  a  few  visits,  I  noticed  two  men 
who  always  lunched  together  at  a 
small  table  near-by.  The  one  was  aged 
and  grey.  He  went  about  with  diffi- 
culty. The  other  was  a  fine-appearing 
man  in  the  prime  of  life,  with  a  per- 
sonality and  countenance  which 
caused  one  to  take  a  second  look. 
These  men  seemed  to  be  fond  of  each 

**************************** 


**************************** 

GOD  BLESS  OUR  NATIVE  LAND 

God  bless  our  native  land; 
Firm  may  she  ever  stand 

Through  storm  and  night: 
When  the  wild  tempests  rave, 
Ruler  of  wind  and  wave, 
Thou  who  art  strong  to  save, 

Be  Thou  her  might! 

For  her  our  prayer  shall  be,  * 

Our  fathers'  God,  to  Thee, 

On  Whom  we  wait: 
Be  her  walls,  holiness, 
Her  rulers,  righteousness, 
In  all  her  homes  be  peace, 

God  save  the  State! 

Not  for  this  land  alone, 
But  be  God's  mercies  shown 

From  shore  to  shore; 
And  may  the  nations  see 
That  men  should  brothers  be, 
And  form  one  family 

The  wide  world  o'er. 

— Siegfried  A.   Mahlmann; 
. — William  E.  Hickson. 

**************************** 

**************************** 

Don't-  Miss  Twentieth  Anniversary 
Issue  Next  Month 


other.  Their  mutual  courtesy  was 
beautiful  to  notice  amid  the  rush  and 
bustle  of  the  public  eating  place. 

When  they  sat  down  to  eat,  they 
never  failed  to  bow  their  heads  and 
ask  God's  blessing  upon  the  food. 

As  days  and  weeks  passed,  I  could 
not  help  observing  this  pair  with  in- 
terest. I  decided  they  must  be  rela- 
tives, but  hardly  father  and  son.  And 
always  I  noticed  that  strange,  inde- 
finable "something"  about  the  young- 
er man  that  fascinated  me.  His  voice 
was  low,  musical;  his  carriage  that  of 
a  king,  yet  his  personality  denotes  hu- 
mility. His  face  showed  intelligence, 
honesty,  and  that  "something  else." 

And  then,  after  a  time,  I  noticed 
that  the  younger  man  was  absent.  The 
older  one  returned,  alone.  He  seemed 
sad,  lonely.  And  then  I  noticed  in 
the  newspaper  the  picture  of  the 
younger  man — so  striking  and  easily 
recognized.  A  column  was  printed 
about  his  lifework.  I  learned  that 
he  was  a  businessman,  proprietor  of 
a  large  drugstore  in  that  city.  He  was 
a  leader  in  one  of  the  city's  largest 
churches,  and  a  leading  figure  in  the 
affairs  of  that  denomination.  The  rec- 
ord of  the  good  things  which  he  had 
done  consumed  much  space,  and  now 
he  had  passed  to  his  reward,  suddenly. 

I  had  never  known  this  man  per- 
sonally, but  I  shall  never  forget  his 
presence  and  radiance  which  was  so 
attractive  and  wholesome,  even  to  a 
strange  observer.  I  believe  his  life 
had  been  all  the  obituary  claimed.  I 
was  reminded  that  he  "had  been  with 
Jesus"  and  I  had  "taken  knowledge" 
of  the  fact. 

I  do  not  know  the  location  of  that 
gentleman's  grave  nor  the  type  of 
marker  which  has  been  erected  in  his 
memory,  but  I  still  remember  the 
splendid  monument  which  he  erected 
himself  during  life,  in  store,  church, 
home — even  the  little  restaurant.  That 
marker  will  stand  long  in  the  memory 
of  friends  and  acquaintances,  and  of 
at  least  one  who  cannot  claim  even 
acquaintanceship. 

Yes,  monuments  are  strange  things. 
And  now — today — is  the  time  for  each 
to  think  of  the  kind  he  or  she  is  erect- 
ing, for  some  day,  perhaps  soon,  folks 
are  going  to  look  at  that  monument 
with  much  more  interest  and  serious- 
ness than  the  the  granite  one  erected 
by  friends. 
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All  books  reviewed  can  be  purchased  from 
the  Church  of  God  Publishing  House,  2502 
Montgomery  Avenue,  Cleveland,  Tenn. 


THE  LIFE  OF  CHRIST,  by  Frederic  W.  Farrar, 
condensed  and  edited  by  Theodore  W.  Eng- 
strom,     236     pages,     cloth     bound,     Zonder- 

van $2.50 

Since  its  first  appearance  in  1874,  Dean  Far- 
rar's  Life  of  Christ  has  been  considered  one 
of  the  truly  great  books  dealing  with  the  life 
of  our  Lord,  and  the  times  in  which  He  lived. 
It  is  doubtful  that  any  scholar  has  ever  cre- 
ated a  richer,  more  delightful  biography  of 
Jesus   than  this  is. 

Editor  Engstrom  has  done  well  in  condens- 
ing the  voluminous  work  into  a  popular,  fas- 
cinating volume.  As  he  himself  states,  "It 
must  be  recognized  that  this  condensation  re- 
tains only  the  high  lights  of  Farrar's  biog- 
raphy. Of  necessity,  entire  chapters  were 
omitted  and  other  chapters  were  considerably 
condensed.  All  of  the  extensive  footnotes  have 
been  deleted.  Yet  withal.  It  has  been  the  de- 
sire of  the  editor  to  retain  the  singular  high 
points  in  what  has  proved  to  him  to  be  a 
tremendously  challenging  and  soul-stirring 
production." 

To  those  who  are  familiar  with  the  un- 
abridged work,  this  shortened  edition  may 
seem  a  little  tragic.  But  the  spirit  and  con- 
tinuity of  the  biography  have  been  preserved. 
Thousands  who  have  never,  and  would  never 
read  the  original  biography  will  read  this 
popular  condensation,  and  will  be  blessed  by 
it.  To  read  one  page  is  to  enrich  the  mind 
and  the  soul.  We  heartily  recommend  the  book. 

— o — 
CHINLIFTERS    FOR    MINISTERS    AND    LAY- 
MEN,   by   Jonathan   D.   Bright,   foreword    by 
Earl  P.  Paulk,  168  pages,  paper  covers,  Church 

of    God $1.00 

The  Editor-in-Chief  of  Church  of  God  Pub- 
lications has  brought  together  this  book  of 
sermonic  material  with  exceptional  knowledge 
of  the  average  minister's  needs.  Four  hundred 
and  fifty  short,  practical  subjects  are  con- 
tained in  the  forty-two  chapters — each  of 
which  is  a  seed  for  future  messages,  or  a 
light  beamed  upon  some  difficult  or  familiar 
scripture. 

All  in  all,  the  book  can  best  be  described 
as  a  storehouse  of  illustrative  material,  perti- 
nent to  the  faith  of  evangelical  Christianity. 
It  is  also  a  book  of  value  for  those  who  will 
never  preach  a  sermon,  but  who  enjoy  a  quiet 
moment  that  is  spiritually  refreshing  and 
mentally  strengthening. 

The  chapters  are  suggestively  titled;  such 
as.  Look  Up;  Challenge  Yourself;  Little  Things 
That  Help  Us;  Lazy  People;  Good  and  Bad 
Substitutes;  What  Is  in  a  Name;  Manhood 
Will  Stand  Alone. 

— o — 
IMPROVING     YOUR     CHURCH     SCHOOL,     by 
Robert   R.    Powell,    160    pages,    paper   covers, 
Abingdon-Cokesbury       ....     75   cents 
Both  the  large  urban  church  and  the  mod- 
est rural  church  will  find  this  a  welcome  aid 
in   discovering   and   developing  more   efficient 
leadership  in  their  educational  programs,  espe- 
cially in  the  Sunday  School. 
Notice  that  the  title  is  not  "Enlarging"  but 


"IMPROVING  Your  Church  School."  Large 
schools  are  not  necessarily  good  schools,  for 
they  can  be  termed  good  only  when  each  pupil 
receives  the  maximum  of  good  from  the  school. 
The  quality  of  the  organization  and  the  teach- 
ing, and  not  the  enrollment,  determines,  then, 
whether  your  church  school  is  good  or  poor. 
If  you  are  looking  for  a  book  of  sensational 
ideas  and  schemes  to  draw  throngs  to  the 
school,  this  constructive  book  will  disappoint 
you. 

You  can  get  an  idea  of  the  author's  treat- 
ment of  the  problem  of  improving  the  church 
school  from  his  chapter  titles,  such  as  Sharp- 
ening Your  Purpose,  Working  with  the  Com- 
munity, Cooperating  with  the  Home,  Develop- 
ing a  Staff,  Helping  Leaders  Grow,  and  Or- 
ganizing for  Growth. 

A  very  worth-while  book. 
— o — 
BASIC    QUESTIONS    ABOUT    CHRISTIAN    BE- 
HAVIOR,  by   Leonard   Greenway,    110   pages, 
cloth  bound,  Zondervan     ....      $1.50 
Answers  to  many  of  the  most  puzzling  ques- 
tions that  a  Christian  faces  are  found  in  this 
straightforward,     amazingly     frank    book.     As 
the    title    states,    space    enough    for    only    the 
basic  problems  is  allotted  in  the  small  volume. 
How    many    times    have    you   pondered    over 
such  questions  as  these:  Why  is  gambling  sin- 
ful?  What   kind   of   industry  are   we  support- 
ing  if   we    patronize    the    theatre?     Should   a 
Christian     play     pin-ball     machines?     Should 
Christians  participate  in  dangerous  sports?  Is 
it  wrong  to  commit  suicide? 

Under  three  sections:  What  Are  Our  Duties 
in  Relation  to  Man?  To  Ourselves?  To  Others? 
Dr.  Greenway  answers  all  these  and  many, 
many  other  equally  perplexing  questions  in  a 
spiritual,  sincere,  honest  manner.  The  LIGHT- 
ED PATHWAY  heartily  recommends  it  for  all 
its  readers,  both  young  and  old.  It  will  be  a 
blessing  in  every  home,  every  school,  every 
classroom,  and  especially  every  heart  in  our 
nation.  Especially  suited  for  group  study  and 
family   discussion. 

— o — 

STORIES  OF  FADELESS  HYMNS,  by  W.  Thor- 
burn  Clark,  184  pages,  cloth  bound,  Broad- 
man        $1.75 

We  should  indeed  be  grateful  to  Mr.  Clark 
for  his  notable  contribution  in  the  musical 
field.  He  has  presented  in  a  most  prepossessing 
manner  an  insight  to  the  ministry  of  music. 
Unique  in  style  and  clever  in  composition  it 
is  a  delightful  study. 

This  volume  could  have  no  better  title,  for 
in  its  pages  the  stories  of  thirty  fadeless  hymns 
such  as  "the  Ninety  and  Nine,"  "I  Surrender 
All,"  "Sweet  By  and  By,"  "Stand  Up,  Stand 
Up  for  Jesus,"  "What  a  Friend,"  and  others 
are  beautifully  told.  Some  are  songs  to  chal- 
lenge the  reader  or  singer  while  others  are 
devotional,  but  all  are  inspiring.  You  will  have 
a  greater  appreciation  for  each  song  when  you 
have  read  something  about  the  composer  and 
lyricist,  and  will  feel  indebted  to  them  for 
giving  us  their  fadeless  thoughts  in  song.  The 
touching  incidents  that  influenced  the  com- 
position will  thrill  your  soul. — C.  C.  H. 

— o — 
BROKEN   THINGS,   by   M.   R.   De   Haan,   M.D., 

hard  covers,  137  pages,  Zondervan    .     .     $1.50 

In  every  chapter  of  this  book  there  is  a 
message  of  hope  and  encouragement  to  God's 
patient  sufferers.  Beginning  with  a  very  fit- 
ting Bible  text,  the  author  vividly  presents 
his  conviction  that  there  is  a  great  and  un- 
excelled ministry  of  suffering. 

He  brings  to  the  reader  the  confidence  that 
any  affliction  he  may  have  to  bear  can  be 
but  a  means  of  making  him  a  greater  Chris- 
tian   and    of    enabling    him    to    do    a    greater 


service    for    God.    The    entire    presentation    Is 
one  of  faith  and   cheer. 

The  book  is  devoted  especially  to  those  who 
are  broken  in  body  or  in  spirit,  and  brings 
to  them  the  heartening  consolation  that  bro- 
ken things  in  life  can  become  the  beautiful 
and   blessed  things. — E.  L.  C. 

— o — 
LIGHT  ACROSS  THE  PRAIRIE,  by  Norman  E. 
King,  152  pages,  hard  covers,  Zondervan,  $1.75 
The  author  invites  you  to  accompany  young 
Perry  Wheeler  to  Batesford,  where  he  proposes 
to  edit  the  local  newspaper.  In  this  rural  com- 
munity of  the  pioneer  Middle  West,  which  wel- 
comes a  preacher  only  as  a  funeral  orator, 
Perry  senses  the  possibility  of  a  fruitful  Chris- 
tian ministry,  his  editorship  giving  him  an 
immediate  congregation.  But  he  is  quite  un- 
prepared for  the  contempt  and  indifference 
with  which  he  is  confronted;  for  the  residents 
of  Batesford,  content  to  remain  ignorant  of 
a  personal  God,  are  determined  to  resist  any 
effort  made  to  Christianize  them. 

At  the  moment  of  decision,  however,  the 
young  editor  demonstrates  the  power  of  a 
single  testimony  for  Christ.  Consequently,  the 
glorious  light  of  the  gospel  begins  to  radiate 
in  lives  once  enveloped  in  spiritual  darkness. 
Light  Across  the  Prairie  is  Christian  fiction 
of  a  high  quality.  An  absorbing  story,  with 
plenty  of  action,  this  book  cannot  fail  to 
make  a  lasting  imprint  on  the  mind  and  heart 
of   any  reader. — E.   H. 

— o — 
THE    STORY   OF   LUTHER,   by   W.   G.   Polock, 
illustrated,     153    pages,    cloth    bound,    Con- 
cordia       85    cents 

This  story  of  the  great  Protestant  reformer 
is  written  in  textbook  style,  and  is  excellent 
as  a  foundation  for  serious  study.  It  is  writ- 
ten primarily  for  children,  but  this  simplicity 
only  adds  to  its  readability  and  usefulness. 
Beginning  with  a  resume  of  spiritual  ecclesi- 
astical conditions  prior  to  and  during  the 
early  life  of  Luther,  the  text  follows  him 
through  the  outstanding  events  of  his  life. 
Appropriate  pictures  are  interspersed  through- 
out the  book. 

A  fifteen-page  appendix  of  study  helps,  by 
H.  A.  Mertz,  is  included  in  the  back.  In  this 
chapter  the  life  of  Luther  is  outlined  to  as- 
sist the  student  in  comprehension  and  reten- 
tion of  the  facts  found  in  the  main  chap- 
ters. Excellent  for  young  readers,  helpful  for  all. 

LIVING  WITH  LUTHER,  by  J.  M.  Weiden- 
schilleng,  illustrated  by  Gustav  Koenig,  47 
pages,  paper  covers,  Concordia    .     .    20  cents 

A  handy  little  pamphlet-sized  life  of  Martin 
Luther,  enhanced  by  twenty-five  pictures  that 
illustrate  the  main  events  of  his  life.  It  is  a 
charming  outline  of  the  God-inspired  career 
of  the  greatest  of  all  the  reformers. 

TOMBOY  JANIE'S  COUSIN  PRUE,  by  Marian 
M.  Schoolland,  86  pages,  hard  covers,  Eerd- 
mans $1.00 

Cousin  Prue's  visit  to  the  farm,  in  order  to 
regain  her  health,  promised  to  be  a  direct  in- 
terference with  Tomboy  Janie's  adventures  in 
nature's  wonderland.  In  spite  of  resolve  after 
resolve  to  be  kind  to  Prue,  the  interests  of  the 
two  girls  lay  at  such  angles  of  discord  as  to 
make  attempts  at  real  comradeship  appear 
futile. 

Success  followed  only  when  both  of  them 
sought  the  guidance  of  their  Creator.  Then, 
at  long  last,  they  began  to  share  a  special  en- 
thusiasm for  the  mystery,  the  magic,  and  the 
beauty  of  His  creation,  as  together  they  visited 
the  neighboring  birds  in  their  natural  haunts: 
the  song  sparrows  in  the  rosebush,  the  phoebes 
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on  the  beam  of  the  barn  doorway,  the  robins 
in  the  apple  tree,  and  the  redstarts  in  the 
wild   grapevine. 

As  is  characteristic  of  previous  writings  by 
Miss  Schoolland.  here  is  a  story  full  of  rare 
nature  observations,  which  do  not  lack  fasci- 
nation. At  the  same  time,  the  necessity  of 
dispelling  selfish  interests,  an  established 
formula  for  securing  harmony  in  everyday  liv- 
ing, is  made  obvious.  Thus  this  book,  de- 
signed for  girls  of  six  to  twelve  years  of  age, 
will  prove  a  double  blessing  to  the  young  book 
lover. — E.   H. 

— o — 
QUOTES  FROM  THE  QUIET  HOUR,  by  Robert 
Parsons,  94  pages,  suede-paper  covers,  Moody 

Press $1.00 

This  is  a  compilation  of  poetry  and  prose 
chosen  from  material  used  on  the  "Quiet 
Hour"  broadcast.  "The  purpose  of  the  Quiet 
Hour  program  is  to  encourage  quietness  of 
heart  and  tranquility  of  mind  in  a  world  char- 
acterized by  noise,  hurry,  confusion  and  dis- 
tress." 

These  selections  have  been  chosen  because 
of  their  popularity  with  the  listeners.  Among 
many  others  are  such  titles  as,  "Me  and  Pap 
and  Mother,"  "Are  All  the  Children  In," 
"Gossip  Town,"  "The  Morning  Watch,"  etc  — 
E.    L.    C. 

— o — 
FATHER,    WE    THANK    THEE,    by    William    A. 
Clough,    112    pages,    hard    covers,    Abingdon- 

Cokesbury $1.25 

One  hundred  prayers  and  two  hundred 
graces  are  brought  together  in  this  small  vol- 
ume of  prayers  for  the  home.  They  are  alive 
with  a  sincere  spirit  of  prayer,  and  should 
be  of  particular  aid  in  the  home  where  prayer 
and  grace  before  meals  suffer  neglect  through 
a  lack  of  proper  leadership.  If  read  in  a  spirit 
of  prayer  and  worship,  they  are  excellent  de- 
votional  reading. — C.    W.    C. 

— o — 
WHEN     SHALL    THE    ANTICHRIST    APPEAR? 
by    W.    H.    Compton,    foreword    by    Louis    S. 
Bauman,  D.D.,  48  pages,  paper  covers,  Church 

of  God 35  cents 

In  these  uncertain  times  there  is  a  steadily 
increasing  interest  in  prophetic  subjects.  The 
author  of  this  booklet  is  strictly  fundamental 
and  premillennial.  The  text,  while  it  is  not 
profound,  does  become  eloquent  through  its 
earnestness.  It  is  a  good  study  to  put  into  the 
hands'  of  the  unsaved  and  those  who  are  ig- 
norant concerning  the  prophetic  scriptures 
that  tell  of  the  man  of  sin  who  is  to  appear 
after  Christ  has  raptured  His  Church  from  the 
earth. 

— o — 
THE  SECRET  OF  CRANBERRY  CREEK,  OR 
TIM  AND  SAL'S  STAMP  MYSTERY,  by  Rex 
Berry,  89  pages,  hard  covers,  Eerdmans,  $1.00 
In  his  latest  book,  Rex  Berry  has  entertain- 
ingly presented  not  one  mystery  but  several 
that  occur  in  the  lives  of  the  Tinker  family, 
residents  of  a  rural  community  in  Minnesota. 
It  is  constituted  of  Sal  and  Tim,  an  almost 
inseparable  team;  Joe,  the  fattest  and  slow- 
est of  the  Tinkers;  and  Mama  and  Papa.  It 
is  Joe  who  tells  the  fascinating  story  of  the 
building  of  a  jeep,  capturing  a  circus  elephant, 
finding  hidden  treasure,  the  mystery  of  the 
secret  stamp  and  the  atomic  bomb  scare,  and 
the  five-thousand-dollar  reward.  Red-haired 
Lem,  Joe's  closest  pal,  plays  an  important  part 
in  all  the  hair-raising  escapades.  There  is  no 
end  to  the  fun  in  this  captivating  book. 

The  Secret  of  Cranberry  Creek  will  satisfy 
that  intense  desire  for  adventure,  mystery,  and 
excitement  that  is  a  part  of  every  young  boy 
and  girl.  It  is  recommended  for  children  be- 
tween the  ages  of  eight  and  fourteen. — C.  C.  H. 


THE  LONG  TRAIL 

(Continued  from  page  17) 

there  the  trail  went  down,  down, 
down,  all  the  way  to  a  patch  of  cabins 
with  smoke  pouring  from  their  chim- 
neys. Hope  sprang  up  in  Louis'  heart. 
The  sled  started  down  the  path.  The 
boy  raced  behind  it,  praying  that  they 
might  stay  in  the  track.  The  runners 
hissed  over  the  snow,  striking  fire  on 
hidden  pebbles.  Their  speed  carried 
them  over  several  rises,  and  they 
hurtled   on   downward. 

Dragging  his  heavy  leather  boots 
and  leaning  heavily  to  this  side  and 
that,  Louis  forced  the  sled  to  remain 
upright  around  whistling  curves.  Once, 
turning  his  head,  he  saw  the  gray 
shapes  bounding  far  behind. 

Heavily  the  right  runner  struck  a 
half-hidden  rock.  The  sled  careened 
crazily  to  one  side,  rocked  for  a  mo- 
ment and  jumped  from  the  path  into 
some  snow  drifted  over  thick  bushes. 

Dazed,  Louis  stumbled  to  his  feet, 
trying  to  catch  his  breath.  There  was 
no  sound  from  his  uncle.  The  boy's 
fingers  trembled  as  he  set  about 
untangling  the  traces.  Very  close  he 
heard  a  low  snarl.  Less  than  a  hun- 
dred yards  off  came  the  leader  of  the 
pack,  while  the  slower  ones  were 
strung  back  up  the  hill. 

The  animals  slowed,  then  started  to 
close  in — carefully  at  first,  then  bolder. 
In  a  matter  of  minutes  one  would 
spring  on  him.  It  would  be  all  over. 
If  only  he  had  just  one  bullet! — He 
snatched  off  the  bulky  gloves  and 
felt  his  pockets.  There  was  nothing 
but  one  piece  of  meat  and  his  long- 
bladed  knife. 

There  was  the  answer! 

Louis  made  several  cuts  in  the  meat 
with  the  knife.  Then  he  struck  the 
blade  into  a  chink  in  the  sled  and 
snapped  the  blade.  He  did  it  again,  and 
then  the  third  time.  Forcing  the 
pieces  of  sharp  steel  into  the  meat,  he 
threw  it  at  the  closest  wolf,  who 
snatched  it  and  started  to  chew. 

In  a  moment,  the  leader's  mouth 
was  bleeding  from  several  cuts.  The 
snarling  pack,  smelling  the  blood,  was 
upon  him. 

Mustering  his  remaining  strength, 
Louis  urged  the  dogs  and  the  sled 
back  to  the  trail.  Clinging  to  it,  he 
felt  his  heart  lift  as  they  rained  speed. 
Racing  away  from  the  pack  of  wolves, 
they  soon  reached  the  cabins. 

Villagers  told  Louis  later  that  they 
found  him  lying  beside  the  sled  in  the 
snow  close  to  the  village.  Someone  had 
lifted  him,  while  other  friendly  folks 
cut  the  cords  holding  his  uncle  to  the 
sled.  Carefully  they  carried  them  both 
inside  and  laid  them  on  the  bed. 

Before  long  Louis  woke  to  find  him- 
self wrapped  in  blankets  in  a  cheer- 
ful log  room.  A  fire  blazed  in  the  stone 
fireplace.  He  turned  his  head  to  see 
his  uncle  lying  on  the  bed  on  the 
other  side  of  the  room.  Slipping  out 
from  the  blankets,  he  went  to  kneel  at 
the   man's  side. 

"Thank  You,  Lord  Jesus,  for  saving 
us.  And  take  good  care  of  Uncle  Ed. 
Help  him  to  get  well  and  then  help 
him  to  come  to  You  and  be  saved,  and 
thank  You  for  telling  me  how  to  get 
away." 


As  Louis  knelt  there,  he  felt  a  hand 
on  his  shoulder.  He  looked  up  into  his 
uncle's  eyes.  "Me,  too,  Louis.  Me,  too. 
Tell  Him  that's  how  I  feel,  too.  He 
brought  us  this  far.  I  recken  I'll  need 
Him  the  rest  of  the  way." 


THE  FOURTH  OF  JULY  CORNER 

(Continued  from  page  5) 
dainty  cup  cakes  covered  with  icing 
of  red,  white  and  blue. 

And  then  everybody  fell  upon  the 
fireworks.  Even  gentle  Grandma  got 
a  smudge  upon  her  nose  from  a  fire- 
cracker she  was  shooting  off. 

Such  a  picnic  as  they  had  upon 
Sunset  Hill  that  evening!  Such  fire- 
works as  went  up  from  the  city  park! 

"This  has  been  a  very  outstand- 
ing Fourth  of  July,"  declared  Grand- 
pa as  they  watched  the  sparks  of  the 
last  rocket  fade  into  the  night.  "And 
the  happy  spirit  we  all  feel  we  owe 
to  these  girlies  who  made  the  best 
of  things  and  gave  us  a  party  in  the 
Fourth  of  July  Corner." 

Peggy  laughed. 

"We  owe  our  good  time  to  Gray 
Squirrel,  Grandpa,  for  he  ran  down 
the  tree  when  I  threw  the  swing  board 
at  it  and  drew  our  attention  to  the 
flower  border  by  going  there." 

"But  mostly,"  put  in  Mother, 
smiling  at  Tony,  "we  owe  our  gladness 
to  the  fact  that  this  party  has  been 
the  means  of  bringing  to  our  country 
another  loyal  son,  and  we  are  very 
happy  to  know  that  he  feels  no  longer 
like  a  stranger  among  us." 

"We  are  so  glad,  Tony,"  declared 
Patty. 

"Indeed  we  are,"  added  Peggy 
heartily. 

And  Tony,  smiling,  replied  with  the 
simple  words, 

"I  am  so  glad,  too." — Lutheran  Boys 
and  Girls. 


MAY   PRIZE  WINNER 

C.   D.   Holcombe 
Tremont  Avenue  Church  of  God 
Greenville,   South   Carolina 
RULES:      A    cash    prize    of    $5.00    is    of- 
fered   each    month    to    the    person    who    ( 1 ) 
sells   the    most    LIGHTED    PATHWAYS  and 
(2)     pays   for   the    papers   by   the   twentieth 
of    the    month.    Payment    of    each    month's 
issue   is  due  on   the  twentieth  of  that  same 
month. 
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TO  FREEDOM 

By  JAMES  RUSSELL  LOWELL 

Freedom,  not  won  by  the  vain, 

Not  to  be  courted  in  play, 
Not  to  be  kept  without  pain. 

Stay  with  us!  Yes,  thou  wilt  stay, 
Handmaid  and  mistress  of  all, 

Kindler  of  deed  and  of  thought, 
Thou  that  to  hut  and  to  hall 

Equal  deliverance  brought! 
Souls  of  her  martyrs,  dratv  near, 

Touch  our  dull  lips  with  your  fire, 
That  we  may  praise  without  fear 

Her,  our  delight,  our  desire, 
Our  faith's  inextinguishable  star, 
Our  hope,  our  remembrance,  our  trust, 

Our  present,  our  past,  our  to  be, 
Who  will  mingle  her  life  with  our  dust 

And  make  us  deserve  to  be  free! 

*  *  * 

THE  BULWARK  OF  LIBERTY 

What  constitutes  the  bulwark  of  our  own  liberty  and 
independence? 

It  is  not  our  frowning  battlements,  our  bristling  sea- 
coast,  our  army  and  our  navy. 

Our  reliance  is  in  the    love    of    liberty    which  God  has 
planted  in  us. 

Our  defense  is  in  the  spirit  which  prizes  liberty  as  the 
heritage  of  all  men  in  all  lands  everywhere. 

Destroy  this  spirit,  and  we  have  planted  the  seeds  of 
despotism  at  our  own  doors. 

— Abraham  Lincoln. 


THE   AMERICAN   FLAG 

By  JOSEPH  RODMAN  DRAKE 

When  Freedom  from  her  mountain 
height 

Unfurled  her  standard  to  the  air, 
She  tore  the  azure  robe  of  night, 

And  set  the  stars  of  glory  there. 

She  mingled  with  its  gorgeous  dyes 

The  milky  baldric  of  the  skies, 
And  striped  its  pure  celestial  white 

With    streakings    of    the    morning 
light; 
Then  from  his  mansion  in  the  sun 

She  called  her  eagle  bearer  down, 
And  gave  into  his  mighty  hand 

The  symbol  of  her  chosen  land  .  .  . 

Flag  of    the    free    heart's    hope  and 
home, 
By  angel  hands  to  valor  given! 
Thy  stars  have  lit  the  welkin  dome, 
And  all    thy    hues    were    born  in 
heaven. 
Forever  float  that  standard  sheet! 
Where  breathes  the  foe  but  falls 
before  us, 
With  Freedom's  soil  beneath  our  feet, 
And  Freedom's  banner  streaming 
o'er  us? 


LEE  COLLEGE  Has  the  Answer  .  .  . 

•  FUNDAMENTAL      IN      BELIEF 

•  PENTECOSTAL      IN      EMPHASIS 

•  WORLD-WIDE      IN      PERSPECTIVE 

LEE  Offers  .   .  . 

•  Four-Year  High  School  fully  accredited  by  the  Southern  Association  of  Secondary  Schools  and  Colleges 

•  Three-Year  Course  in  Religious  Education 

•  Two-Year  Junior  College  offering  approved  college  in  Commerce,  Religion,  and  Liberal  Arts 

All  courses  at  Lee  College  are  approved   by  the  V.A.  for  the  training  of  veterans. 
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(twenty     ijears   (J to 

This  is  our  twentieth  anniversary 
issue.  For  two  decades  The  LIGHTED 
PATHWAY  has  been  a  source  of  bless- 
ing to  its  many  thousands  of  readers. 

When  the  magazine  was  born  twen- 
ty years  ago,  it  was  a  weak  infant  in 
the  religious  periodical  field,  and  went 
through  several  years  of  struggle  and 
uncertainty.  Many  were  unable  to  see 
readily  the  need  of  such  a  young  peo- 
ple's paper  and  were  indifferent  to- 
ward it.  The  LIGHTED  PATHWAY 
was  not  born  a  success,  but  had  to 
prove  itself  worth  while  and  uplifting 
before  it  began  to  grow.  However,  from 
its  start  of  only  a  few  subscribers  it 
steadily  made  new  friends,  until,  after 
several  years,  it  became  a  very  prom- 
ising paper. 

Soon  Christians  everywhere  began 
to  realize  that  here  was  a  significantly 
different  religious  magazine.  People 
in  all  sections  of  the  country  became 
LIGHTED  PATHWAY  conscious,  and 
its  circulation  stayed  on  a  steady  in- 
cline, until  today  it  is  the  largest 
strictly  Christian,  adless  periodical  of 
its  kind  in  the  nation.  The  LIGHTED 
PATHWAY  has  always  maintained 
Christian  dignity,  and  has  never  ca- 
tered to  the  sensational  and  the  coarse 
type  of  journalism  merely  to  stimulate 
a  wider  reception;  and  it  shall  never 
do  so. 


./y*A« . 


COVER   PAGE 

The  mountains  and  lakes  of  Colorado, 
such  as  those  on  our  cover  page,  reveal  the 
artistry  of  God  in  a  grand  scale.  While  man- 
made  or  artificial  spectacles  are  often 
breath-taking,  they  cannot  compare  with 
nature  in  the  raw  for  bold,  majestic,  rugged 
beauty,  richly  hued  and  delicately  tinted. 
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LHOW  DOES  LIGHT  AFFECT  YOU? 
AST  SUMMER  SOME  FRIENDS  AND  I  made  a  tour  of 
a  famous  scenic  attraction — deep,  exotically  beautiful  sub- 
terranean caverns.  Deep  into  the  earth  we  went,  through 
one  huge  cavern  after  another,  beholding  scenes  of  over- 
whelming splendor.  Indescribable  beauty  is  buried  there 
far  below  the  surface  of  the  earth. 

However,  neither  of  the  stalagmites  that  reared  them- 
selves grotesquely  from  the  cavern  floors,  nor  the  sta- 
lactites that  clung  like  petrified  icicles  to  the  lofty  ceil- 
ings, impressed  me  as  much  as  something  that  was  not 
even  supposed  to  be  an  attraction.  It  was  a  fish!  A  goldfish. 
What  had  once  been  a  goldfish,  anyway.  This  fish  had 
been  placed  in  a  pool  far  back  in  the  caverns,  where  it 
lived  in  its  cool  waters  in  absolute  darkness.  Quite  infre- 
quently it  saw  the  dull  gleam  of  a  guide's  flashlight,  or  the 
brief  glow  of  a  soft  display  light — but  then  there  was 
pitch  darkness  again.  When  the  guide  turned  his  flash- 
light into  the  pool  and  showed  us  the  "goldfish"  I  marveled 
that  its  gold  was  almost  all  gone!  Instead  of  being  gold 
it  was  turning  to  a  chalky  white.  Our  guide  explained  that 
the  darkness  had  caused  it,  and  that  the  sun  would  re- 
store its  golden  beauty. 

Outside  the  caverns  the  flowers  were  a  multicolored 
flame  of  beauty  as  they  tossed  in  the  blazing  sunlight;  the 
trees  and  the  lawns  were  decked  with  rich,  lush  green. 
And  the  goldfish  was  fading  away  in  the  dark. 

Recently  I  looked  with  regret  at  a  faded,  bleached  book 
jacket  that  had  once  been  a  livid  red,  but  now  was  a 
sickly  grey,  slightly  speckled  with  a  nauseous  pink. 
What  had  happened?  The  jacket  had  been  exposed  to  the 
sun  and  its  beauty  had  disappeared.  Exposure  to  the  sun- 
light gave  the  living  leaves  and  grass  and  flowers  rich- 
ness of  color,  and  it  would  have  restored  the  fish's  color — 
yet  it  had  ruined  the  book  jacket  by  stripping  it  of  its 
bright  color.  You  see,  the  grass  and  leaves  and  the  flowers 
and  the  fish  were  alive,  throbbingly  alive,  and  the  jacket 
was  dead. 

Living  things  not  only  are  able  to  endure  the  light,  but 
they  actually  flourish  in,  and  have  their  beauty  enhanced 
by  it.  Whereas,  the  fierce  light  bleaches  inanimate  or 
dead  or  artificial  objects.  Note  this  carefully:  light  pre- 
serves LIVING  color  and  destroys  ARTIFICIAL  color. 

The  light  of  the  gospel  is  like  that.  Those  who  have 
genuine,  Christian  life  exult  in  the  power  of  the  gospel, 
for  it  adds  depth  and  richness  to  their  spiritual  color. 
They  are  real,  and  their  lives  are  beautiful.  Recently  I 
was  told  of  a  gentle  mother  by  her  adoring  daughter,  a 
mature,  intelligent  librarian:  "I  have  never  seen  anyone 
read  any  current  book  of  any  type  with  more  earnest- 
ness than  my  mother  read  her  Bible.  Even  though  I  knew 


she  had  read  every  passage  in  it  time  and  again,  I  was 
constantly  amazed  at  the  way  her  face  would  light 
up  as  she  read." 

Do  you  read  the  Bible  with  verve  equal  to  that  which 
you  read  the  news,  the  current  best  sellers,  the  reading 
fare  you  consume?  Does  the  gospel  thrill  you?  Does  the 
name  of  Jesus  excite  and  exalt  you?  Does  correction 
help  you  and  make  you  better?  Do  you  ever  hold  your 
own  life  up  before  your  personal  inspection  so  it  can 
be  improved? 

Or — does  the  light  dazzle  you,  annoy  you,  hurt  you, 
strip  you  of  your  sham  and  artificiality?  Does  the  light 
of  the  gospel  reveal  you  less  beautiful  when  it  is  focused 
on  you,  or  does  it  enhance  and  enrich  your  beauty  by 
revealing  the  true  depth  of  your  spiritual  color?  If  the 
gospel  robs  you  of  your  beauty,  perhaps  it  was  never  real; 
if  the  presence  of  Christ  does  not  give  you  more  zest  and 
life,  perhaps  you  have  no  spiritual  life  to  begin  with.  Re- 
member, the  glorious,  heavenly  light  will  enrich  living 
color,  and  cast  aside  artificial  color. 

Then,  too,  the  beauty  of  the  living  soul  must  remain  in 
the  light  or  lose  itself.  Hidden  away  in  the  black  recesses 
of  the  caverns,  the  little  fish  had  faded  away,  had  lost  its 
one  distinguishing  mark.  So  will  darkness  rob  you  if 
you  are  alive  in  Christ.  You  must  remain  in  the  light! 

Do  not  be  afraid  to  expose  yourself  to  the  light  of  God! 
If  you  are  alive  in  Him,  it  will  give  you  added  beauty.  If 
you  are  dead  to  genuine  spirituality,  He  will  give  you  life. 
If  you  have  played  in  the  darkness  until  your  spirit- 
ual beauty  is  gone,  expose  yourself  to  Him  and  He  will 
restore  you. 

O 


D  CONVICTIONS  AND  PREJUDICES 
O  YOU  FEEL  VERY  STRONGLY  about  certain  things 
— either  for  or  against  them?  It  may  be  that  you  really 
have  a  heartfelt  conviction  about  the  matter — but  there 
is  an  equal  chance  that  you  only  have  a  prejudice.  Preju- 
dices are  usually  very  bad,  for  that  indicates  that  you 
have  judged  something  before  you  heard  both  sides  of  it, 
and  that  you  radically  hold  a  view  without  any  good  reason. 
Convictions  are  good,  for  they  are  reached  only  after 
careful  study  and  analysis  of  the  subject;  they  are 
reached  through  the  accumulation  of  facts  and  evidences. 
Keep  your  convictions,  but  discard  your  prejudices  before 
they  ruin  you  and  others. 

A  good  criterion  by  which  to  know  a  conviction  from  a 
prejudice  is  this:  you  can  discuss  a  conviction  in  a  private 
conversation  with  one  of  opposing  views  in  calm,  quiet 
conversational  speech,  when  you  must  rely  upon  facts;  but 
you  cannot  treat  a  prejudice  so  calmly,  for,  lacking  facts, 
you  must  resort  to  loud  speech,  ranting,  stubbornness  or 
rudeness.  Any  belief  you  can  promote  from  the  pulpit  bet- 
ter than  in  calm  discussion  with  one  person  of  opposite 
faith  may  prove  to  be  merely  a  prejudice. 

Consider  the  things  that  cause  you  strong  feeling:  the 
race  question,  politics,  church  denominations,  church 
doctrines,  or  any  other.  Are  your  views  really  convictions, 
or  are  they  prejudices?  While  your  views  may  be  good 
and  proper,  they  still  need  to  be  founded  upon  the  con- 
viction that  comes  from  cold  reasoning.  Hot-headed  prej- 
udices may  be  your  undoing — for  they  are  not  worthy 
foundations.  Do  not  depend  upon  bluster  and  emotion  to 
prove  your  views.  Be  reasonable;  arrive  at  sincere  con- 
victions;    then  stand  on  and  for  them. 
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»  By  the  encouragement  of  a  friend  who  trusted 
him  regardless  of  what  others  said,  Ned  changed  his 
mind   and   decided    to   go   on    the   excursion. 


"Well,  old  man,  are  you  going  on  the 
excursion?"  John  Reynolds,  the  speak- 
er, anxiously  watched  the  figure  at 
the  window,  who  stood  with  shoulders 
hunched,  hands  jammed  deep  in  over- 
alls pockets,  staring  moodily  out  across 
the  sparkling  waters  of  the  Mississippi. 
Ned  Staunton  slowly  shook  his  head. 

Mr.  Reynolds  crossed  the  shabby 
little  room,  placed  a  hand  on  each 
of  Ned's  sturdy  shoulders  and  turned 
him  about  until  he  could  look  into 
the  boy's  brown  eyes  with  his  own 
keen  gray  ones,  and  asked  gently, 
"Why  not,  Ned?" 

Ned  shook  the  hands  from  his 
shoulders  somewhat  roughly,  hung  his 
head  and  answered  gruffly,  "You  know 
well  enough  why  I'm  not  going." 

Mr.  Reynolds  was  frankly  disap- 
pointed. Ever  since  Ned  had  entered 
Hannibal  high  school,  where  young 
Reynolds  held  a  position  in  the  chem- 
istry department,  he  had  more  than 
a  passing  interest  in  the  boy,  partly 
because  of  his  shabbiness  and  appar- 
ent friendliness,  and  partly  because  he 
saw  beneath  the  rough  exterior  a 
warmth  of  heart  and  an  aptness  of 
mind  which  presaged  well  for  Ned's 
future  usefulness,  if  ever  his  ambition 
could  be  aroused. 

By  kindness  and  tactfulness  it  had 
not  been  difficult  to  enlist  Ned  as  a 
member  of  his  Sunday  School  class 
of  high-school  boys,  and  later,  when 
Mr.  Reynolds  had  been  chosen  presi- 
dent of  the  Young  People's  Society, 
Ned  became  one  of  the  most  faithful 
and    reliable    of    the    new    members. 

Then,  on  Mr.  Reynold's  recom- 
mendation the  boy  had  secured  a 
position  in  the  office  of  the  D.  B. 
Fenton  Loan  &  Investment  Com. 
pany  and  was  apparently  making 
good.  By  working  after  school  hours 
he  was  enabled  to  pay  his  expenses 
in  high  school  and  also  contribute 
something  each  month  toward  the  up- 
keep of  his  humble  home. 

Then  there  had  been  a  thief  in  the 
office — fifty  dollars  or  so  in  bills  had 
been  taken  from  the  safe  and  the 
money  had  been  found  tucked  inside 
the  torn  lining  of  Ned's  old  gray  cap. 

Mr.  Fenton  was  one  of  the  leading 
members  of  the  church  that  Ned 
attended,  and  declined  to  prosecute 
the  boy  even  though  the  evidence 
against  him  was  so  strong.  He  dis- 
missed him  from  his  employ,  how- 
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ever,  in  spite  of  the  fact  that  Ned 
stoutly  disclaimed  any  knowledge  of 
the  crime.  So  from  that  time  the 
lad  began  to  drift  rapidly,  and  all  of 
Mr.  Reynold's  patience  and  kindness 
seemed  lost  on  him. 

This  had  happened  late  in  the  win- 
ter, and  now  it  was  June  and  the 
Sunday  School  was  to  go  on  its  an- 
nual boat  excursion  up  the  river  on 
the  morrow. 

No  one  but  Mr.  Reynolds  knew 
how  keenly  Ned  had  looked  forward 
to  this  excursion  all  winter.  And 
no  one  but  Mr.  Reynolds  dared  to 
approach  him  on  the  subject,  for 
most  of  the  people  who  befriended 
the  boy  had  found  it  easier  to  "pass 
by  on  the  other  side,"  when  the  lad 
encountered  real  trouble.  For  of 
course  the  story  had  become  generally 
known  and  commented  upon. 

If  it  affected  Mr.  Reynolds  at  all, 
it  was  only  to  make  him  more  friend- 
ly to  the  unfortunate  boy,  and  he 
had  made  frequent  excursions  to  the 
little  hut  in  the  shadow  of  the  big 
bluff  by  the  riverside,  where  Ned 
lived  with  his  faded  little  mother, 
his  baby  sister  Lottie  and  his  rough 
and  uncouth  father,  who  earned  a 
meager  living  as  a  fisherman. 

Mr.  Reynolds  walked  to  the  open 
door  of  the  little  hut  and  stood  star- 
ing at  some  ducks  which  were 
quacking  noisily  about  a  small  en- 
closure at  one  side  of  the  barren 
yard.  Ned  resumed  his  place  at  the 
window. 

Suddenly,  Mr.  Reynolds  said,  "See 
here,  Ned,  you  haven't  told  me  why 
you  are  not  going." 

Ned  gave  a  short  mocking  laugh. 
"I'm  not  going  for  the  same  reason 
I  quit  Sunday  School  and  Young 
People's  Society.  I'm  gtettin'  tired 
being  pointed  out  as  that  river  rat 
and — thief."  Ned  hesitated  over  the 
last  word,  and  spoke  it  bitterly. 

"I  have  never  called  you  a  river 
rat  or  a  thief  in  my  life,  and  you 
know  it,"  said  Mr.  Reynolds. 

"You — oh,  well  you're  different," 
returned  Ned. 

"And  the  very  worst  thing  about 
such  an  application  as  thief  would 
be  for  it  to  be  true.  And  it  isn't  true, 
is  it,  Ned?"  and  again  Mr.  Reynolds 
looked  searchingly  into  the  boy's  face. 

Ned  squared  his  shoulders  and  met 
the  look  boldly:  "It  is  not,"  he  replied 
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earnestly. 
"I    believe    you,     Ned,"     said     Mr. 

Reynolds,  gripping  the  rough,  boy- 
ish hand  in  his  own  firm  clasp.  "And 
now  I  want  to  show  you  how  very 
foolish  you  are,  skulking  off  to  your- 
self in  this  manner,  and  avoiding 
everybody  as  if  you  really  were  a 
criminal.  If  I  were  not  certain  you 
were  innocent,  I  would  surely  think 
you  guilty  if  I  judged  by  your  ac- 
tions alone.  And  now,  to  prove  to  you 
that  I'm  sincere  in  what  I  say,  I  have 
a  little  proposition  to  make  to  you. 
The  Young  People's  Society  is  to  have 
charge  of  the  refreshment  booths  on 
the  boat  tomorrow  and  I,  being 
president,  have  the  selecting  of  the 
managers  of  the  different  booths.  And 
I  want  you  to  take  charge  of  the 
lemonade  stand.  I  have  help  in  all  the 
other  stands." 

"No,  no,  not  that,"  began  Ned, 
raising  protesting  hands.  "I  couldn't 
bear  what  people  might  say — " 

"Nonsense!"  broke  in  Mr.  Reynolds. 
"I  will  be  in  and  out  all  the  time,  and 
you  will  be  accountable  to  no  one 
but  me.  Be  at  the  landing  at  eight 
o'clock  sharp  in  the  morning.  The 
boat  is  due  to  leave  at  eight-thirty. 
I'm  going  to  depend  on  you." 

Mr.  Reynolds  went  swinging  down 
the  river  road  toward  town,  little 
guessing  the  tumult  which  was  rag- 
ing' in  the  boyish  heart  under  the 
faded  old  shirt.  It  was  so  sweet  to 
be  believed  in,  and  to  know  that  he 
had  one  real  friend.  For  in  all  the 
long  weeks  of  his  disgrace  the  subject 
had  never  been  alluded  to  between 
Ned  and  Mr.  Reynolds. 

There  was  a  suspicion  of  moisture 
about  Ned's  eyes  which  he  quickly 
concealed  when  he  saw  his  mother 
coming  down  the  road  from  a  long 
afternoon's  work  for  a  family  up  the 
river,  trundling  Baby  Lottie  in  a  di- 
lapidated old  go-cart. 

And    for    the    first    time    in    many 
weeks    Ned    knelt    by    his    rude    bed  | 
that  night,  and  offered  up  a  prayer 
of   thanksgiving   to    the   Giver  of  all 
good  and  all  perfect  gifts. 

The  following  morning  was  bright 
and  clear.  In  fact,  the  region  sur- 
rounding Hannibal  was  experiencing 
one  of  the  worst  droughts  in  its  his- 
tory, and  not  the  faintest  suspicion 
of  the  events  which  would  occur  be- 
fore the   big  boat  touched   the  Han- 
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nibal  landing  again  entered  the  minds 
of  the  thousand  or  more  joyous  ex- 
cursionists as  they  took  their  places 
on  board. 

Ned's  heart  thrilled  as  he  came  in 
sight  of  the  boat  as  it  lay  at  anchor, 
glistening  in  the  sunshine,  flags  fly- 
ing and  calliope  playing  madly. 

Mr.  Reynolds,  who  was  already 
on  hand,  greeted  him  warmly,  and 
as  soon  as  the  bridge  was  lowered 
conducted  him  to  the  place  on  the 
lower  deck,  where  it  would  be  his 
duty  throughout  the  dav  to  dispense 
lemonade  to  youngsters  and  those 
not  so  young. 

The  plan  for  the  excursion  that  year 
was  to  go  up  the  river  to  Keokuk, 
go  through  the  locks,  view  the  dam 
and  the  power  house,  where  the  force 
of  the  mighty  river  had  been  harnessed 
and  brought  into  subjection  by  man's 
adroitness,  and  was  at  that  very  mo- 
ment furnishing  the  impetus  which 
kept  industry  moving  in  great  cities 
many  miles  away.  The  trip  was  also 
to  include  a  sight-seeing  tour  through 
the  powerhouse  itself,  where  guides 
would  be  on  hand  to  explain  the 
mechanism  of  the  plant. 

The  excursion  boat,  the  Bluebird, 
owned  by  the  Ligget  Line,  was  one 
of  the  swiftest  and  most  commodi- 
ous plying  the  upper  Mississippi  at 
that  time.  Ned  gave  a  little  whistle 
of  delight  as  he  leaned  over  the  deck 
rail  and  watched  the  landing  slow- 
ly drift  away  from  him  as  the  Blue- 
bird got  up  speed  for  her  cruise  up 
the  river.  He  had  been  on  the  river 
many  times  in  his  father's  fishing 
boat,  and  in  the  river  more  often 
still,  but  never  before  had  he  known 
the  pleasure  of  drifting  out  from  the 
harbor  in  a  big  excursion  steamer. 
So  absorbed  was  he  in  watching  the 
rapidly  disappearing  town,  and  then 
the  bridge  through  which  they  were 
to  pass  as  soon  as  the  man  in  the 
tower  responded  to  their  whistle 
signal,  that  he  almost  forgot  he  had 
other  duties  to  fulfill. 

But  something  about  a  "river  rat" 
spoken  in  a  sneering  voice  by  some- 
one close  by  quickly  recalled  him 
from  his  musings  and  sent  the  blood 
rushing  to  his  face.  He  turned 
looking  into  the  insolent  face  of 
fourteen-year-old  Freddy  Fenton,  the 
spoiled  only  son  of  D.  B.  Fenton,  Ned's 
former  employer.  Occupying  deck 
chairs  not  far  distant  were  D.  B.  Fen- 
ton and  his  young  wife,  Freddy's  step- 
mother, and  their  sickly,  fretful  baby. 

"I  want  some  lemonade,"  said 
Freddy,  looking  past  Ned  and  address- 
ing Mr.  Reynolds,  who  was  already 
busy  supplying  the  wants  of  a  group 
of  high  school  girls. 

"Ned,  get  it  for  him,"  said  Mr. 
Reynolds. 

"Aw,  come  and  get  it  yourself.  I 
won't   buy    lemonade    from   a    thief." 

Ned  reached  a  long  arm  across  the 
counter  and  seized  Freddy  by  the 
collar.  "Say  that  again  and  I'll  throw 
you  overboard,"  said  Ned,  looking  so 
menacing  that  young  Freddy  began  to 
blubber. 

"Aw,  come  now.  Can't  you  take  a 
joke?"  while  Mr.  Reynolds  stepped 
up  and  patted  Ned's  shoulder,  at  the 
same    time    saying,    "Gently,    gently, 
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Mr.  Reynolds  placed  a  hand  on  each  of  Ned's  sturdy  shoulders  and  turned 
him  about  until  he  could  look  into  the  boy's  brown  eyes  with  his  own  keen  gray 
ones,  and   asked  gently,  "Why   not,   Ned?" 


my  boy."  Addressing  Freddy,  he  said, 
"Staunton  has  charge  of  this  stand 
and  will  attend  to  your  wants  in  a 
gentlemanly  manner,  provided  you 
make  them  known  in  the  same  way." 

Ned  fished  a  bottle  of  Lemon  Sour 
from  the  tub  of  cracked  ice  beneath 
the  counter  and  set  it  before  the 
crestfallen  Freddy.  As  he  did  so  his 
glance  strayed  to  the  Fenton  family 
group  not  far  away.  Mr.  Fenton  was 
regarding  him  so  sternly  that  Ned's 
glance  fell  and  he  turned  away,  crim- 
son with  embarrassment. 

The  boat  was  nearing  Quincy  when 
a  sudden  crash  of  thunder  startled 
those  on  board.  A  few  clouds  had  been 
floating  across  the  sky,  but  no  one 
had  heeded  them.  Many,  many  times 
during  the  previous  weeks  more 
threatening  clouds  had  brought  only 
disappointment  to  anxious  watchers 
who  had  been  fervently  hopim,'  and 
praying  for  rain.  But  now  a  stiff  and 
sudden  downpour  sent  nearly  all  the 
pleasure  seekers  scuttling  to  the  din- 
ing room  on  the  second  deck.  The 
storm  passed  almost  as  suddenly  as  it 
had  descended,  but  the  wind  and 
waves  caused  considerable  delay  in  the 
schedule  of  the  boat's  time.  Through- 
out the  day  these  sudden  showers  de- 
scended, with  lightning,  each  time  de- 
laying the  boat,  much  to  the  anxiety 
and  chagrin  of  the  passengers.  And 
then  when  almost  to  Keokuk,  some- 
thing about  the  mechanism  went 
wrong  and  an  hour  or  so  was  con- 
sumed in  making  repairs.  The  Blue- 
bird was  anchored  out  in  midstream 
while  this  was  being  done.  When  a 
landing  was  finally  effected  it  was 
nearly  five-thirty  p.  m.,  four  and  one- 


half  hours  behind  the  scheduled  time. 

Of  course  the  trip  through  the  locks 
and  power-house  had  to  be  abandoned, 
and  the  passengers  were  permitted  to 
go  on  shore  for  thirty  minutes  only, 
for  though  the  sun  was  shining,  an- 
other squall  seemed  imminent.  So  it 
was  long  past  six  o'clock  when  the 
passengers  were  all  reported  on  board, 
and  the  Bluebird  got  under  way  for 
the  return  trip  down  the  river. 

Everything  went  along  smoothly 
with  the  exception  of  the  fact  that 
the  provisions  gave  out,  for  very  few 
people  thought  to  replenish  their 
lunch-baskets  at  Keokuk,  and  the 
sandwiches  and  other  edibles  dis- 
pensed by  the  Young  People's  Soci- 
ety did  not  go  far  toward  satisfying 
twelve  hundred  hungry  people. 

The  Bluebird  had  reached  a  point 
more  than  a  mile  above  Lagrange  when 
the  storm  which  had  been  threatening 
in  the  northwest  all  evening  burst 
with  sudden  fury.  Again  the  wind 
lashed  the  boat  with  increasing  vio- 
lence, and  again  the  frightened  pas- 
sengers sought  shelter  on  the  second 
deck.  The  pilot,  a  seasoned  old  river 
man,  manipulated  the  boat  with  great 
difficulty,  carefully  avoiding  sand- 
bars and  shallows.  Suddenly  his 
searchlight  went  out  and  could  not  be 
relighted.  He  steered  along  in  the 
darkness,  trusting  to  his  instinctive 
knowledge  of  the  river  and  its  chan- 
nel to  guide  him.  Then  he  lost  his 
bearings  in  the  darkness  and  confu- 
sion of  wind  and  rain,  and  with  a  sick- 
ening sense  of  impending  disaster,  he 
felt  the  boat  run  aground. 

(To  be  concluded) 
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The  Assistant  General  Overseer  gives  his  impressions  of  The 
LIGHTED  PATHWAY,  which  he  has  observed  since  its  incep- 
tion. 
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It  has  been  more  than  forty  years 
ago  that  I  met  Sister  Harrison  down 
in  Florida.  She  was  at  that  time  vis- 
iting some  of  her  relatives  and  seek- 
ing the  baptism  of  the  Holy  Spirit. 
She  was  very  zealous  for  God,  and 
especially  interested  in  young  people. 
She  made  a  great  impression  upon  all 
of  us.  We  were  greatly  disappointed 
when  her  visit  was  over  and  she  again 
returned  home.  Her  husband.  Dr.  Har- 
rison, being  a  minister  of  another 
organization,  was  pastoring  churches 
out  in  the  West,  later  moving  to  the 
East,  but  wherever  Sister  Harrison 
went,  it  seemed  that  she  was  always 
a  regular  attendant  of  the  Church  of 
God  and  doing  her  best  to  assist  in 
the  young  people's  services.  In  1922,  it 
was  her  privilege  to  come  to  Cleve- 
land, Tennessee,  for  a  period  of  time. 
At  this  time  she  organized  a  young- 
people's  service  in  the  local  church 
here  in  Cleveland.  This  was  one  of 
the  first  young  people's  services  in 
the  entire  Movement.  She  asked  for 
space  in  the  Church  of  God  Evangel 
to  edit  a  page  for  the  young  people, 
but  the  Evangel  was  small  and 
space  was  scarce;  therefore  her  re- 
quest was  not  granted. 

In  1929,  she  stepped  out  by  faith 
to  publish  an  independent  paper  to 
Christian  young  people.  Having  re- 
ceived a  special  call  of  God  to  that 
work,  and  feeling  that  God  had  pre- 
viously given  her  a  title  for  the  paper, 
it  was  named  The  LIGHTED  PATH- 
WAY, which  name  it  still  holds  dear 
today.  The  first  issue  was  printed  in 
Johnson  City,  Tennessee,  and  had  only 
eight  pages.  That  was  during  the  days 
of  the  depression  and  money  was 
scarce.  There  was  not  money,  of 
course,  to  pay  for  the  printing,  except 
as  was  provided  by  Sister  Harrison. 
Her  father  made  the  payment  for  the 
first  issue.  Whenever  opportunity 
permitted  she  visited  churches 
wherever  possible  at  her  own  expense 
and  announced  her  paper  and  tried 
to  establish  young  people's  service?  in 
the  local  churches.  Young  people,  as 
well  as  older  ones,  everywhere  seemed 
to  appreciate  the  paper  and  were  glad 
to  read  it,  but  since  the  paper  was  be- 
ing printed  by  faith  and  there  was  no 
subscription  price  attached  to  it,  very 
few  felt  the  responsibility  of  sending 
in  contributions  to  help  pay  for  the 
printing.  Therefore,  it  was  quite  a 
struggle  for  the  first  few  years,  but 
later  a  subscription  price  was  put  on 
the  paper  and  people  began  to  send  in 
money.  The  circulation  increased  and 
it  seemed  that  money  was  coming  in 
sufficiently  to  take  care  of  the  print- 
ing. Inasmuch  as  the  paper  was  going 
principally  to  Church  of  God  people, 
and  Sister  Harrison  was  a  member  of 
the  Church  of  God,  she   felt  that  it 


Beginning 
Progress 


By  Zeno  C.  Tharp 

should  really  be  a  Church  of  God 
paper  and  was  interested  in  the 
Church  of  God  sponsoring  it.  After 
talking  it  over  with  the  officials  in 
1934,  it  was  decided  that  the  Church 
of  God  would  take  it  over  and  that  it 
would  be  run  in  connection  with  the 
Church  of  God  Evangel.  Therefore,  it 
was  combined  with  the  Evangel, 
so  that  anyone  subscribing  to  the 
Evangel  would  also  get  The  LIGHT- 
ED PATHWAY.  The  name  of  the  paper 
was  changed  to  Church  of  God  Young 
People's  Endeavor.  But  for  some  cause 
this  did  not  seem  to  work  so  well.  It 
was  finally  discontinued  and  dropped. 

Sister  Harrison  then  asked  for  the 
privilege  of  taking  the  paper  back. 
She  had  to  start  all  over  from  the  very 
beginning  and  even  had  to  pay  ten 
dollars  to  have  the  name  of  the  paper 
changed  back  to  The  LIGHTED 
PATHWAY.  There  was  another  strug- 
gle to  finance  the  paper.  Among  many 
of  the  churches  there  was  a  feeling 
that  it  was  not  a  Church  of  God  pa- 
per, but  was  printed  independently, 
and  they  were  not  so  much  interested 
in  it.  It  had  quite  a  struggle  to  even 
exist.  To  give  you  a  little  description 
of  the  trial  that  Sister  Harrison  had, 
and  the  struggle  of  The  LIGHTED 
PATHWAY,  I  quote  from  an  article 
written  by  Sister  Chambers  in  the 
August,  1939,  issue: 

"It  happened  to  be  my  lot  to  be  one 
among  the  number  to  know  some- 
thing of  the  dark  days  when  the  Ed- 
itor was  discouraged;  when  at  times 
her  heart  was  heavy;  when  the  tears 
ran  down  her  cheeks;  when  she 
hardly  knew  which  way  to  turn. 
Where  could  she  expect  help?  The 
depression  was  on;  no  church  to  back 
her  financially;  no  board  of  coun- 
cillors to  advise;  even  her  own  hus- 
band telling  her  that  with  all  the 
opposing  powers  against  her  that  it 
was  impossible  for  her  to  make  a 
success  of  the  paper.  I  tried  to  speak 
words  of  comfort  to  her,  but  when  I 
looked  at  her  frail  body  and  saw  the 
dark  clouds  rising  up  like  mountains 
before  me,  I  wondered  if  the  paper 
could  survive  the  trying  hours.  But 
with    undaunted    courage    she    looked 


beyond  human  aid  and  heard  a  small 
voice  from  heaven  saying,  'Be  strong; 
be  of  good  courage;  be  not  afraid,  hold 
on;  don't  give  up;  I  will  be  with 
thee.'  " 

Even  though  there  was  a  struggle 
for  its  existence,  the  circulation  be- 
gan to  increase,  and  by  1937  had 
reached  the  6,000  mark.  At  the  As- 
sembly of  1937,  it  was  again  decided 
that  it  should  be  made  a  Church  of 
God  publication,  dedicated  to  the 
young  people  and  sponsored  by  them. 
It  was  turned  over  to  them  with  the 
hope  that  the  young  people  would  feel 
the  responsibility  of  boosting  their 
own  paper.  Sister  Harrison  was  main- 
tained as  editor.  For  the  next  two 
years  the  circulation  increased  by 
leaps  and  bounds  to  the  surprising 
number  of  22,000. 

In  the  beginning,  the  purpose  of  the 
paper  was  for  education  and  inspira- 
tion. But  new  features  have  gradually 
been  added  to  it,  until  today  it  carries 
suggestions  and  helps  for  leaders  of 
Y.P.E.'s  to  assist  them  in  their  pro- 
grams, gives  valuable  information! 
concerning  the  work  in  general,  and! 
keeps  all  the  Y.P.E.'s  posted  relative} 
to  national  young  people's  work.  It  is 
a  valuable  asset  to  the  Church  of  God 
and  the  Young  People's  Endeavor, 
both  locally  and  generally.  It  has 
grown  from  the  small  eight-page  pa- 
per to  a  national  magazine  contain- 
ing twenty-four  pages.  The  circula- 
tion has  increased  from  its  tenth  anni- 
versary in  1939  of  22,000  to  a  circula- 
tion of  more  than  50,000. 

Back  during  the  war  it  was  read 
by  thousands  of  boys  in  the  camps  and 
on  the  battlefields.  It  was  sent  to  all; 
parts  of  the  earth  and  highly  praised) 
among  the  officers  as  well  as  enlisted 
men.  It  was  said  by  many  to  be  one 
of  the  best  papers  that  ever  came 
into  the  camps.  It  is  today  one  of  the 
greatest  young  people's  papers  pub- 
lished, and  we  are  told  it  has  the 
largest  circulation  of  any  young  peo- 
ple's periodical  in  America. 

Its  first  editor,  Sister  Harrison,  has 
now  retired  from  active  service,  but 
still  holds  the  title  of  Honorary  Editor, 
and  conducts  two  pages  each  month. 
She  has  always  been  very  systematic 
in  her  work  and  has  preserved  a  copy 
of  each  issue  and  bound  it  in  book 
form,  so  that  there  is  a  historic  rec- 
ord of  The  LIGHTED  PATHWAY  from 
its  beginning.  It  has  grown  even  be- 
yond our  expectation.  A  few  years 
ago  some  of  our  officials  hoped  to  see 
the  day  when  our  LIGHTED  PATH- 
WAY would  reach  a  circulation  of 
50,000,  but  that  day  is  already  passed. 
No  doubt,  in  a  few  years  to  come 
50,000  will  be  a  small  number  com- 
pared to  the  papers  that  will  be  dis- 
continued on  page  22) 
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No  love  should  more  nearly  parallel  the  love  of  Christ 
tor  His  people  than  the  love  between  a  pastor  and  his 
flock;  and  no  case  of  such  love  more  touchingly  exem- 
plifies this  than  the  love  between  Pastor  John  Fawcett 
and  his  church  at  Wainsgate,  Yorkshire,  England.  It  was 
this  mutual  love  that  brought  about  the  song  "Blest  Be 
the  Tie  That  Binds" — a  song  unexcelled  for  its  declaration 
3f  Christian  fellowship. 

When  John  Fawcett  was  thirteen  years  of  age  his  par- 
ents sent  him  to  London  to  become  a  tailor's  apprentice, 
which  job  he  kept  for  six  years.  While  he  was  in  London 
he  was  converted  at  a  meeting  conducted  by  the  fiery- 
hearted  George  Whitefield,  who  with  John  and  Charles 
Wesley  sparked  the  revival  that  gave  birth  to  Methodism. 
Fawcett  was  only  sixteen  at 


John  Fawcett 
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the  time  of  his  conversion, 
and  lacked  three  years  serv- 
ing out  his  apprenticeship; 
which  he  served  even  though 
he  felt  a  driving  to  begin  in 
the  Christian  ministry. 

It  was  not  until  Fawcett 
was  twenty-six  years  of  age 
that  he  completed  his  studies 
and  launched  out  into  his 
preaching  career.  He  was  or- 
dained in  the  Baptist  Church 
and  called  to  pastor  a  small 
shurch  at  Wainsgate.  Times 
were  not  rosy  for  the  young 
pastor,  and  he  often  had  to 
struggle  for  the  very  exist- 
ence of  his  family,  which  his 
less  than  two-hundred-dol- 
!ar-a-year  salary  could  but 
ll  support.  Because  of  such 
meager  remuneration  for  his  full-time  services  Mr.  Fawcett 
and  his  family  necessarily  underwent  many  sacrifices  and 
privations.  His  church,  however,  was  small  and  could  not 
do  more  for  him.  They  were  loved  by  Fawcett,  and  loved 
tiim  in  return. 

In  1772  he  was  called  to  pastor  a  large  city  church  in 
London,  where  his  compensation  would  be  considerably 
nore  than  it  was  at  Wainsgate.  Necessity  compelled  him 
to  accept  the  call,  even  though  he  was  very  closely  at- 
tached now  to  the  people  at  Wainsgate — and  they  to  him. 

The  family  packed  its  modest  belongings  and  the  moving 
/an  was  loaded.  The  day  of  departure  had  come.  It  seemed 
'.hat  all  the  citizens  of  the  town  had  come  out  to  bid  this 
oeloved  pastor  farewell,  and  they  pressed  themselves  near 


Blest  Be  the  Tie 


him  amidst  weeping  and  expressions  of  love  and  apprecia- 
tion. The  Fawcetts  were,  of  course,  touched  by  this  demon- 
stration, and  were  sharing  in  the  subdued  weeping.  It  was 
a  sad  day  in  Wainsgate,  just  as  any  day  is  sad  when 
those  who  love  must  part. 

Suddenly  Mrs.  Fawcett  could  stand  it  no  longer.  She  re- 
leased her  welled-up  tears  and  cried  on  her  husband's 
shoulder,  "Oh,  John,  I  cannot  bear  this!  I  do  not  know 
how  we  can  leave."  "Nor  I,"  the  pastor  replied.  "We  shall 
remain." 

And  remain  they  did.  His  material  ambitions  were 
smothered  by  affection.  His  physical  needs  were  forgotten 
amidst  the  spiritual  inflow.  Within  a  few  days  "Blest  Be 
the  Tie  That  Binds"  was  written  by  Fawcett  in  expres- 
sion of  his  stirred  emotions. 


Hans  G.  Naceli 
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tie      that    binds    Oar   hearts  in  Chris  -  tian  love; 

Fa  -  ther's  throne,  We    ponr     onr  ar    -    dent  prayers; 

run  -  tnal    woes,    Onr  ma  -  tual  bur  -  dens  bear; 

snn  -  der     part,     It      gives    ns  in    -    ward  pain; 
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For  fifty  years  church  and 
pastor  remained  together  — 
until  the  latter's  death — and 
their  mutual  love  never  di- 
minished. The  rest  of  Faw- 
cett's  life  reads  like  a  story; 
how  he  preached  to  King 
George  III;  how  he  received 
the  degree  of  Doctor  of  Di- 
vinity from  an  American  uni- 
versity. Brown;  how  fame 
came  to  him  through  his 
writings. 

Nothing,  however,  ever  sur- 
passed his  beautiful  hymn, 
for  neither  scholarship  nor 
craft  could  ever  produce  its 
like  or  equal.  That  song  was 
borne  by  love,  nurtured  by 
love,  and  is  even  now  a 
breathing  symbol  of  a  love 
that  proved  to  all  the  world  that  men  can  love  one  an- 
other, testifying  to  the  world  that  men  can  be  His  disciples. 
These  words  clearly  express  what  Christ  meant  when 
He  said,  "By  this  shall  all  men  know  that  ye  are  my  dis- 
ciples, if  ye  have  love  one  to  another": 

Before  our  Father's  throne, 

We  pour  our  ardent  prayers; 
Our  fears,  our  hopes,  our  aims  are  one, 

Our  comforts  and  our  cares. 

We  share  our  mutual  woes, 

Our  mutual  burdens  bear; 
And  often  for  each  other  flows 

The  sympathizing  tear. 


T 

The  fel  -  low  -  ship    of    kin  -  dred  minds  Is      like     to    that      a  -  bove. 

Onr  fears,  onr    hope9,  onr  aims  are    one,     Onr  com-forts  and    oor  cares. 

And  oft  -   en     for     each  oth  -  er    flows    The  sym  -  pa  -  thiz  -  ing  tear. 

Bnt  we    shall  still     be  joined  in    heart,  And  hope    to    meet    a  -  gain. 
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It  was  a  strange  voice  that  said,   "Miss  Judy  Moore?" 


An  original  story,  written  expressly  for  The  LIGHTED  PATHWAY. 


Zhe  Sacrifice 

By  Hope   G.  Powell 

Judy  must  make  a  sacrifice  either  way  she  turned.  The  sacri- 
fice of  brief  fame  was  a  small  thing,  she  reasoned — and  the 
sacrifice   of    her    influence   was    far   too    much   to    make. 
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It  was  Judy's  day  off  from  work,  so 
she  had  decided  to  really  be  a  lady 
of  leisure  and  sleep  late.  However,  as 
usual,  on  such  mornings,  Judy  could 
not  sleep.  As  she  lay  there  reminis- 
cing, stretching,  and  yawning,  the 
phone  rang.  Just  as  we  all  do  upon 
hearing  the  phone  ring,  she  wondered 
who  was  calling  and  what  they 
wanted.  Then  she  heard  her  mother 
say,  "Wait  just  a  moment  and  I'll  call 
her."  However,  before  her  mother 
could  call,  Judy  was  halfway  in  her 
housecoat  and  starting  for  the  hall. 

It  was  a  strange  voice  that  said, 
"Miss  Judy  Moore?" 

In  her  usual  gay  tone,  Judy  replied, 
"Yes." 

The  voice  on  the  other  end  of  the 
wire  began,  "Miss  Moore,  this  is  Jack 


LeFluer.  I  have  been  given  the  honor 
by  the  judges  of  'Queen  of  the  Air 
Show'  Contest,  to  announce  to  you 
that  you  have  been  chosen  Queen  of 
the  Air  Show  which  is  scheduled  to  be 
given  at  your  local  airport,  June  2." 

"But,  Mr.  LeFleur,  I'm  sure  there 
has  been  some  mistake  .  .  .  ,"  replied 
Judy. 

"Oh,  no,  Miss  Moore,  there  is  no 
mistake  about  it.  You  were  selected 
unanimously.  It  was  decided  that  in- 
stead of  having  a  contest  in  the  usual 
procedure,  the  judges  would  stand  up- 
town on  Main  Street  and  select  their 
queen  from  unposed  beauty  of  pas- 
sersby."  Mr.  LeFleur  continued,  "Miss 
Moore,  not  only  does  this  mean  that 
you  will  be  Queen  of  the  Air  Show 
here  at  the  local  airport,  but  also  the 


one  that  is  to  be  at  the  Municipal  Air- 
port in  Charlotte,  N.  C.  A  picture  will 
be  made  of  you  sitting  on  the  top  of 
an  airplane  in  a  bathing  suit  for  the 
papers.  You  will  rule  over  both  air 
shows,  in  which  famous  fliers  from 
all  over  the  nation  will  participate. 
You  will  award  all  the  prizes  and  sit 
on  your  royal  throne  with  the  gov- 
ernor of  North  Carolina.  You  will  re- 
ceive two  round-trip  tickets  by  air  to 
Myrtle  Beach  and  spend  two  weeks 
there  with  expenses  paid  for  yourself 
and  one  other  person,  whoever  you 
wish  to  take  with  you.  You  will  also 
have  the  opportunity  of  competing  for 
Miss  Myrtle  Beach  of  19 —  and  Miss 
Press  Photographer  of  19 —  .  .  .  ,"  and 
Mr.  LeFleur  continued  telling  Judy  all 
about  her  golden  opportunity,  so  he 
thought.  Before  Judy  had  hardly  said 
anything,  he  told  her  the  reporters 
and  photographer  would  be  at  her 
home  shortly  after  noon.  Then  he 
hung  up  the  receiver. 

As  she  slowly  replaced  her  receiver, 
a  million  thoughts  pounded  through 
Judy's  head:  "An  air  show  ...  a  bath- 
ing suit  ...  in  the  paper  .  .  ."  She  did 
not  get  a  chance  to  tell  Mr.  LeFleur 
she  could  not  accept  the  title,  or  on 
second  thought,  could  she?  It  was 
then  a  spiritual  battle  arose  within 
her.  Judy  had  been  converted  at  the 
age  of  fourteen  and  had  spent  her 
last  two  years  in  high  school  as  a 
Christian.  She  hadn't  forgotten  how 
they  made  fun  of  her  for  not  wearing 
make-up  and  called  her  grandma  be- 
cause she  had  long  hair  and  dressed 
modestly.  She  knew  the  girls  would 
give  most  anything  to  have  the  title 
themselves.  This  was  the  chance  to 
show  her  schoolmates  what  she  could 
do  even  if  she  was  an  old  fogy.  She 
would  just  show  them! 

However,  even  if  the  kids  with 
whom  she  went  to  school  did  tease 
and  chide  her,  she  had  won  their  con- 
fidence. They  knew  she  was  a  con- 
secrated Christian  and  she  did  not  go 
to  worldly  places  of  amusement  or  ap- 
pear in  public  half  nude.  If  she  ac- 
cepted the  offer,  all  she  had  suffered 
in  standing  for  her  convictions  would 
be  destroyed,  and  she  shuttered  as  she 
pictured  herself  as  a  spectacle  for  so 
large  a  crowd. 

All  these  thoughts  were  passing 
through  her  mind,  when  her  mother 
asked,  "From  whom  was  your  phone 
call,  dear?" 

Judy  and  her  mother  were  real  pals 
and  she  always  discussed  important 
matters  with  her  before  making  a  fi- 
nal decision.  Often  Judy  had  said, 
"Mother  is  so  understanding  and 
helpful  and  knows  just  the  right  solu- 
tion to  each  problem,  yet  at  the  same 
time  she  encourages  me  to  decide  for 
myself  if  at  all  possible." 

Since  her  father  had  died  the  year 
before,  the  two  were  alone  and  it 
seemed  they  lived  for  each  other. 

In  answer  to  her  mother's  question, 
she  reiterated  the  conversation  with 
Mr.  LeFleur  over  the  telephone,  after 
which  she  asked,  "Mother,  do  you 
think  God  would  be  pleased  if  I  should 
accept  such  an  offer?" 

"Perhaps  you  had  better  ask  the 
Lord   first,"  replied   the    wise  mother. 
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Judy  went  to  her  own  room  and, 
falling  on  her  knees  beside  her  bed 
prayed  to  the  heavenly  Father  for 
guidance  in  her  decision.  Her  prayer 
was  so  sincere  that  soon  the  Spirit  of 
God  gave  her  assurance  that  every- 
thing was  going  to  be  all  right,  for 
she  had  promised  the  Father  that 
whatever  she  did,  it  would  be  for  His 
glory.  As  she  arose  from  prayer,  she 
knew  just  what  answer  she  would 
give  to  the  photographer  and  report- 
ers that  afternoon. 

Judy  was  dressed  and  calmly  wait- 
ing when  the  doorbell  chimed.  Her 
mother  invited  the  men  in  and  after 
all  the  formality  was  over  and  every- 
one was  seated,  Judy  stood  up  to 
speak.  Everyone  was  silent  as  though 
he  sensed  something  out  of  the  ordi- 
nary. She  was  beautiful  as  she  stood 
there,  nature  in  all  her  glory.  Then 
with  all  the  tact  and  effort  she  had, 
Judy  told  them  simply  and  emphat- 
ically why  she  could  not  accept  their 
offer.  She  reviewed  the  night  of  her 
conversion  and  explained  why  accept- 
ing their  offer  would  leave  a  scar  up- 
on her  Christian  experience,  marring 
the  peace  she  had  found  in  living  a 
consecrated  life  for  Christ. 

They  were  baffled!  Simply  awe- 
stricken!  After  a  moment  of  silence 
one  of  the  reporters  blurted  out  with 
all  the  zeal  and  enthusiasm  of  a  re- 
porter, "I  have  it!  She  can  wear  col- 
ored air  goggles  and  we  shall  name 
her  the  'Mystery  Queen  of  the  Air 
Show'  and  people  will  flock  out  to  the 
show  to  see  if  they  can  identify  her! 
What  a  story!  What  about  it,  Miss 
Moore?" 

As  Judy  stood  there  with  an  open 
heart  before  God,  it  seemed  as  though 
the    Spirit    of    God    was    speaking 
through    her    as    she    replied,    "God 
would  know  who  I  am." 

When  the  men  knew  this  was  her 
final  answer,  there  was  a  dead  silence. 
Then  as  they  prepared  to  leave,  they 
shook  hands  with  Judy,  telling  her 
how  they  admired  her  for  standing 
for  her  convictions. 

Judy  did  not  wish  everyone  to  know 
about  this  experience;  nevertheless, 
just  as  other  things  get  out,  people 
found  out  about  it.  Those  who  learned 
why  she  would  not  accept  the  offer 
had  more  confidence  than  ever  be- 
fore in  Judy,  and  God  seemed  more 
real  to  her. 

In  a  few  days  after  this  experience, 
Judy  had  just  reached  home  from  her 
work  when  the  phone  rang.  Again  it 
was  for  her.  A  voice  on  the  other  end 
of  the  line  asked,  "May  I  speak  with 
Judy?" 

"This  is  she,"  was  her  reply. 

Then  the  masculine  voice  said, 
"Judy,  this  is  Bill  Wright.  I  hear  there 
is  a  revival  in  progress  at  your  church, 
and  I  have  been  wondering  if  I  could 
|  accompany  you  to  church?" 

Bill  was  a  handsome  young  ac- 
quaintance of  Judy's,  whom  she  had 
secretely  admired  for  some  time,  but 
(had  to  a  certain  extent  avoided,  since 
|  he  was  not  a  Christian.  Time  and 
again  when  he  would  ask  her  for  a 
date  she  would  reply,  "You  may  go 
with  me  to  church  if  you  like."  How- 
ever, this  was  the  first  time  he  had 
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ever  shown  any  real  interest  in  going 
to  church  with  her.  Bill  had  long 
watched  Judy's  life  and  when  he 
learned  of  her  latest  experience,  he 
made  up  his  mind  to  go  to  the  church 
where  she  had  acquired  her  belief. 

Judy  gladly  gave  Bill  permission  to 
take  her  to  church,  and  was  ready  and 
waiting  for  him  when  he  called  that 
evening.  They  had  a  lovely  ride  in 
his  sport  model  coupe  just  before 
church  time. 

That  night  when  the  altar  call  was 


given,  the  girl  was  surprised  and 
happy  to  see  Bill  go  to  the  altar,  and 
she  rejoiced  greatly  when  he  was  won- 
derfully converted.  After  that  night, 
Bill  came  to  her  home  often,  and  Judy 
proved  a  great  blessing  to  him  as  he 
grew  in  the  grace  and  knowledge  of 
God. 

Today  Judy  Moore  is  Mrs.  William 
Wright,  and  until  this  day  Bill  tells 
how  Judy's  rejection  to  be  queen  of 
an  air  show  resulted  in  her  becoming 
queen  of  his  heart. 


COMPROMISE 

As  time  goes  rolling  onward  with  ever  ceaseless  flow, 
Inventions,  schemes,  and  wonders  surprise  us  here  below; 
New  theories,  or  old  ones  dressed  up  in  newer  guise, 
Invite  our  thought  and  practice;  today  'tis — "Compromise!" 

When  Daniel  and  his  fellows  were  captives  in  the  land, 
They  resolutely  purposed  to  live  by  God's  command; 
What  though  the  heated  furnace,  or  lions,  faced  the  wise, 
The  mighty  God  was  with  them,  they  would  not  compromise. 

When  Christ  Himself  was  tempted,  and  Satan  in  that  day 
Showed  Him  earth's  glittering  kingdoms  in  all  their  grand  dis- 
play, 
He  trampled  on  the  devil  with  the  Cross  before  His  eyes; 
He  overcame  by  suffering:  He  would  not  compromise. 

When  Luther  saw  the  evil  existing  in  his  time, 
He  straight  away  denounced  it,  with  faith  in  God  sublime; 
The  martyrs,  too,  with  courage  gave  up  all  earthly  ties, 
Rather  than  bow  to  idols  or  make  a  compromise. 

Should  we  excuse  the  evil  practiced  by  some  we  love? 
God  sent  the  youthful  Samuel  old  Eli  to  reprove; 
And  Balaam,  too,  was  censured — he  sought  an  earthly  prize 
By  trying  double-dealing,  which  we  call  "compromise." 

Some  modern  Christians  linger  and  wonder  what  to  do — 
Say:  "Should  we  yield  to  mammon,  or  every  wrong  eschew?' 
No!  Let  us  check  the  tempter,  and  from  our  sloth  arise — 
Keep  clear  of  all  things  doubtful,  and  never  compromise! 
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TWENTIETH     ANNIVERSARY    OF 

THE  LIGHTED  PATHWAY 

Below  is  a  message  written  in  1937, 
the  year  the  Church  of  God  adopted 
The  LIGHTED  PATHWAY.  I  am  giv- 
ing you  this  as  my  contribution  to  this 
anniversary  number.  I  am  sure  our 
Home  Circle  will  be  glad  to  welcome 
this  on  their  page  this  month.  I'm  so 
glad  that  God  let  me  live  to  see  this 
twenty  years  that  our  tree  has  been 
growing  and  that  its  branches  have 
reached  to  the  ends  of  the  earth.  I 
am  so  very  happy  to  know  that  God's 
guiding  hand  is  still  upon  it.  We  thank 
Him  for  our  Editor,  who  is  doing  a 
good  job.  May  God  bless  you  all  and 
may  the  tree  continue  to  grow  until 
Jesus  comes.  Since  this  article  was 
published,  it  has  grown  to  one  hun- 
dred thousand  circulation  at  one  time. 
This  has  been  our  highest  peak. 

Did  you  know  every  day  we  are  each 
making  history?  Some  of  it  may  never 
be  recorded,  but  that  which  is  being 
made  just  now  of  which  we  are  about 
to  inform  you  will  be  recorded  on  the 
pages  of  history  in  the  Church  of  God. 

I  am  sure  you  will  be  glad  to  know 
that  the  Church  has  taken  over  The 
LIGHTED  PATHWAY  and  from  now 
on  it  will  not  be  an  independent  paper, 
but  a  really  Church  of  God-owned 
paper.  Aren't  you  glad?  Don't  you 
think  with  the  strength  of  the  Church 
of  God  back  of  it,  it  will  mean  much 
to  the  progress  of  our  paper?  I  hope  it 
will.  This  will  take  all  financial  strain 
off  the  Editor  and  leave  me  just  the 
work  of  editing  the  paper.  Now  I  know 
that  you  feel  like  praising  the  Lord, 
don't  you? 

Now  as  I  have  turned  the  paper 
over  to  the  Church,  it  makes  me  rem- 
iniscent this  morning  as  I  write  to 
you. 

In  the  center  of  this  page  I  am 
publishing  a  poem,  "A  Song  of  Life," 
used  in  the  Editor's  Message  in  the 
first  LIGHTED  PATHWAY  ever  pub- 
lished. The  thought  of  it  still  lingers 
and  is  just  as  appropriate  today  in 
regard  to  The  LIGHTED  PATHWAY 
as  it  was  when  I  first  found  it.  Stop 
and  read  it  just  now. 

Yes,  I  am  remembering  when  the 
Lord  began  to  definitely  lay  the  young 
people  on  my  heart  and  how  I  wept 
and  prayed  to  be  of  service  to  them. 
I  remember  how  definitely  the  Lord 
spoke  to  me  and  gave  me  a  plan  for 
our  paper.  The  name  "Lighted  Path- 
way" came  in  one  of  those  little  whis- 
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pers  from  the  Holy  Spirit.  The  pages 
came  to  me  one  by  one,  in  trying  to 
meet  every  need. 

Then  I  remember  it  was  right  in 
the  time  of  depression  when  every- 
thing looked  dark,  financially  speak- 
ing, and  friends  called  me  foolish  to 
attempt   such   a   thing   at  that  time. 


Alda  B.  Harrison 

A  SONG  OF  LIFE 

A  traveler  on  a  dusty  road 

Strewed  acorns  on  the  lea; 

And  one  took  root  and  sprouted  up, 

And  grew  into  a  tree. 

Love  sought  its  shade  at  eventide, 

To   breathe   its   early   vows: 

And   age   was   pleased    in    heights   of 

noon, 
To  bask  beneath  its  boughs. 
The     doormouse     loved     its     dangling 

twigs, 
The  birds  sweet  music  bore — 
It  stood  a  glory  in  its  place 
A  blessing  evermore. 

A  little  spring  had  lost  its  way 

Amid  the  grass  and  fern; 

A  passing  stranger  scooped  a  well, 

Where  weary  men  might  turn. 

He  walled  it  in  and  hung  with  care 

A  ladle  on  the  brink, 

He  thought  not  of  the  deed  he  did. 

But  judged  that  toil  might  drink. 

He  passed  again,  and  lo!  the  well 

By  summer  never  dried, 

Had     cooled     ten     thousand     parched 

tongues 
And  saved  a  life  besides. 

A  nameless  man  amid  the  crowd 

That  thronged  the  daily  mart, 

Let  fall  a  word  of  hope  and  love 

Unstudied  from  the  heart. 

A  whisper  on  the  tumult  thrown, 

A  transitory  breath, 

It  raised  a  brother  from  the  dust, 

It  saved  a  soul  from  death. 

Oh  germ!  oh  fount!   oh  word  of  love! 

Oh  thought  at  random  cast! 

You  were  but  little  at  the  first 

But  mighty  at  the  last. 

— Charles  Mackay. 


But  God  was  calling  and  I  must 
follow  on.  Yes,  we  planted  the  little 
acorn.  The  first  issue  contained  only 
eight  pages.  We  had  five  hundred 
printed.  The  acorn  had  sprouted  and 
we  could  see  the  little  tree  as  it  peeped 
its  head  above  the  ground.  I  didn't 
have  one  cent  to  pay  for  the  printing, 
but  God  laid  it  on  the  heart  of  my 
dear  old  father,  who  is  now  shouting 
God's  praises  with  my  precious  moth- 
er in  glory  land,  to  pay  the  printing 
bill.  I  am  sure  if  they  can  see  and  un- 
derstand now,  they  are  not  sorry  they 
did  it.  A  few  subscriptions  came  in  for 
the  next  issue,  which  was  a  sixteen  - 
page  paper;  and  my  father  helped  me 
on  this  one.  So  the  little  paper  began 
to  grow,  and  with  God  back  of  me  I 
pressed  on,  never  thinking  about  get- 
ting any  remuneration  for  my  work, 
only  to  pay  our  printing  bill,  and  so 
the  little  tree  kept  growing. 

At  this  time  my  home  cares  were 
heavy  and  being  a  minister's  wife, 
my  responsibilities  were  many.  I 
began  to  pray  for  help  in  the  work 
and  made  mention  of  needing  help, 
through  the  paper.  In  a  few  days  I 
received  a  letter  from  a  young  lady 
in  Louisiana  asking  for  the  place.  I 
wrote  and  told  her  I  could  pay  her  a 
very  small  salary.  But  she  came, 
God  bless  her,  and  gave  me  three 
years  of  wonderful  service,  giving  the 
same  consecrated  service  that  I  was 
giving,  taking  the  same  interest  in  the 
work  and  getting  under  the  burden 
with  me.  Yes,  many  are  the  tears  we 
shed  together  to  water  this  little  tree. 
This  young  woman  was  Minnie  Bell 
Jagers,  now  Mrs.  J.  D.  Clayton  of 
Greenville,  S.  C.  I  congi'atulate  the 
Greenville  Church  for  having  her  with 
them  there.  Two  years  ago  God  sent 
us  another  secretary,  Geneva  Prevo, 
now  Mrs.  William  Carroll,  who  was 
willing  to  sacrifice  with  us  in  this 
great  work  and  is  to  still  be  our  sec- 
retary. Geneva  is  one  of  the  reliables 
who  can  always  be  depended  upon. 

The  tree  is  growing  and  its 
branches  are  reaching  out,  but  we 
want  it  to  reach  out  still  farther  this 
year  'til  all  the  parts  of  the  earth 
shall  shelter  under  its  branches.  We 
are  going  to  do  our  best  and  we  are 
calling  on  you  to  help  us  make  it  grow. 

Recently,  just  after  I  arose  from 
bed  one  morning,  these  words  came  to 
me,  "Other  sheep  have  I  who  are  not 
of  this  fold."  Perhaps  it  was  God 
speaking  to  me  of  the  other  sheep  who 
need  the  inspiration  that  comes 
through  reading  this  paper.  I  wonder 
how  many  homes  we  could  place  it  in 
this  year,  where  it  could  be  a  blessing. 
Don't  work  just  in  your  own  little 
circle,  but  step  outside  and  put  it  in 
other  homes.  Perhaps  God  may  call 
you  to  reach  down  in  your  pocket  and 
send  a  subscription  to  some  friend 
you  are  interested  in  and  for  whom 
you  are  praying.  Perhaps  He  will  call 
on  you  to  buy  rolls  of  them  and  put 
them  in  jails  and  hospitals  for  Jesus' 
sake.  I  am  sure  you  will  be  glad  to  help 
this  tree  spread  out  this  year. 

God  bless  you  and  help  you  to  water 
this  tree  with  your  tears  and  prayers 
this  coming  year. 

The  Lighted  Pathway 
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PRAYER 

Our  Father  ivho  art  in  heaven,  we 
thank  Thee  for  the  privilege  of  living 
to  serve  Thee  and  to  serve  our  fellow- 
men.  We  thank  Thee  for  a  full  life  and 
that  we  do  not  dread  to  look  back, 
nor  are  we  afraid  to  look  into  the 
future,  because  Thou  hast  been  with 
us  down  in  the  past  and  we  have 
the  promise  that  Thou  wilt  go  with 
us  all  the  way.  Forgive  us  for  every 
mistake  that  we  have  made  down 
through  the  years. 

If  there  are  those  who  will  read 
this  message  who  are  facing  the  clos- 
ing of  life  without  Thee,  those  ivho 
have  lived  for  self,  please  open  their 
eyes  yet  to  the  beauty  of  a  surren- 
dered life  to  Thee  and  give  them 
peace. 

I  believe  I  promised  recently  that  I 
would,  in  the  near  future,  write  espe- 
cially to  our  older  members  of  our 
Tempted  and  Tried.  Perhaps  I  am 
writing  to  some  who  have  passed 
their  threescore  and  ten  years  and 
who  feel  that  life  has  not  lost  its  vim. 
I  have  found  some  who  have  reached 
middle  life  and  are  anxious  to  retire; 
some  ministers  who  are  waiting  im- 
patiently for  the  time  when  they  can 
lay  aside  the  burdens  of  the  ministry 
and  settle  down  and  be  at  rest.  But 
there  are  others  who  are  facing  old 
age  with  courage  and  adventure.  We 
hope  this  message  will  encourage  and 
lift  you  up.  Dr.  J.  Richard  Sneed,  in  a 
recent  national  radio  broadcast,  re- 
minded us  of  some  things  that  men 
of  later  years  have  to  say  about  ola 
age: 

We  have  recently  heard  from  a 
ninety-one-year-old  man  who  walked 
a  twenty-five-mile  round  trip  to  visit 
a  man  one  hundred  and  one.  When 
queried,  he  gave  as  his  reason  that 
he  wanted  to  find  out  how  it  felt 
to  be  one  hundred  and  one  years  old. 

People  so  often  forget  that,  unlike 
the  age  of  the  body,  the  mind  and  the 
soul  cannot  be  measured  in  years. 
We  have  recently  heard  of  a  young 
reporter  who  called  on  Chauncey 
Depew  to  congratulate  him  on  being 
ninety.  "But  I  am  not  ninety  years  of 
age,"  Mr.  Depew  protested.  The  re- 
porter checked  his  figures  and  took 
up  the  argument.  "Oh,  I  see,"  replied 
Mr.  Depew,  "you  are  one  of  those 
who  measure  life  by  years." 

Oliver  Wendell  Holmes  says  that  "It 
is  faith  in  something — an  enthusiasm 
for  something — that  makes  life  worth 
living." 

Cicero  says  there  are  four  causes  of 
misery  in  old  age:  (1)  The  enfeeble- 
ment  of  the  body;  (2)  Nothing  to  do; 
(3)  Deprivation  of  pleasures;  (4)  The 
fear  of  death.  Let  us  see  these  diffi- 
culties in  the  light  of  our  human  ex- 
periences and  together  plan  to  face 
them  bravely. 

Mark  Twain  felt  after  seventy  that 
he  was  in  a  new  country,  so  possessed 
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was  he  of  a  different  atmosphere. 
Everywhere  a  stream  of  generous 
privileges  seemed  to  be  accorded  him. 

When  a  friend  inquired  of  John 
Quincy  Adams  how  he  was,  he  re- 
plied that  the  house  in  which  he  lived 
was  sadly  dilapidated,  the  walls  badly 
shattered,  the  roof  worn,  the  building 
trembling  with  every  wind,  and  he 
voiced  the  feeling  that  he  would  have 
to  move  out  of  it  before  long.  He 
then  added  this  startling  answer,  "But 
John  Quincy  Adams  himself  is  very 
well." 

Cicero's  own  advice  was,  "Young 
men  for  action,  old  men  for  counsel." 
For  all  the  failure  of  our  powers,  there 
is  a  ripening  judgment  and  a  store- 
house of  experience  to  compensate. 
Dr.  W.  A.  N.  Dorland  tells  us  in  his 
book,  The  Age  of  Mental  Viril- 
ity, that  sixty-two  per  cent  of  the 
world's  greatest  work  is  done  by  per- 
sons over  fifty. 

Beyond  the  limitation  of  not  having 
anything  to  do,  there  is  a  glorious  ad- 
venture in  keeping  an  interest  in  the 
world  about  us — an  interest  beyond 
ourselves. 

H.  G.  Wells  suggested  in  his  Auto- 
biography that  every  individual 
have  some  creative  service  which  will 
give  him  escape  from  personal  vex- 
ations and  frustrations,  from  the  an- 
noyances and  pains  of  an  acutely 
egocentric  life.  That,  of  course,  invites 
us  to  a  new  range  of  interest  in  the 
world  about  us. 

John  Quincy  Adams  found  the  zest 
of  his  life  in  the  fact  that  he  had 
interests  to  fulfill  which  may  have 
helped  to  keep  together  his  physical 
stamina.  At  seventy-seven  he  slept  on 
the  rough  floor  of  a  canal  boat  as  he 
journeyed  to  Cincinnati  to  lay  the 
cornerstone  at  an  observatory.  His 
hope  was  to  kindle  an  interest  in 
science  in  the  West. 


PLAN  FOR  THE  YEAR 

By  Elaine  V.  Emans 

There  are  so  many,  many  souls  who  go 
Most  gallantly  and  tall   to   meet   old 

age; 
So  many  who  pin  courage  over  woe, 
And  such  a  throng  of  silent  ones  who 

wage, 
With  heads  held  high,  a  war  on  doubts 

and  fears, 
And,  so  many  bearing  flags  of  song. 
That,  Self,  we  must,  in  going  down  the 

years, 
Refuse  to  be  less  brave  and  gay  and 

strong! 
And  let  us  learn  to  keep  an  open  mind, 
A  se?ise  of  humor,  and  a  reverent  soul, 
And  never  be  too  busy  to  be  kind — 
Playing  so  valiantly  this  strange  new 

role 
That  watching   ones,  ivho   love   their 

youth,  can  say, 
"I  should   not   mind   so,  growing  old 

that  ivay!" 


Adventurous  living  in  the  later 
years  involves  the  exposing  of  your- 
self to  the  influence  of  people  younger 
than  you  are.  A  woman  who  had 
thought  of  herself  as  being  isolated 
by  the  younger  generation  came  up- 
on a  formula  which  revived  her  life 
and  restored  her  friends.  Every  day 
she  read  some  anecdote  designed  to 
interest  her  grandchildren.  Conse- 
quently she  always  had  a  fresh  story 
and  came  to  be  the  life  of  the  party. 
Her  secret  was  that  she  found  some- 
thing to  do.  Even  more  than  that,  she 
was  recapturing  life's  interest  because 
she  was  doing  something  for  someone 
else.  Like  Socrates  playing  for  the 
first  time  on  musical  instruments  at 
ninety,  or  Cato  starting  the  study  of 
Greek  at  eighty — she  conquered  her- 
self and  found  popularity. 

Again,  beyond  the  deprivation  of 
pleasures  is  the  glorious  adventure 
of  keeping  our  eyes  ahead,  facing  the 
future  rather  than  the  past. 

Dr.  Sneed  said  in  his  broadcast: 

"Recently  I  was  a  dinner  guest  of 
a  most  remarkable  woman  of  eighty- 
seven  years.  Surely  she  seemed  as 
keen  and  bright  as  if  she  were  forty- 
seven.  By  way  of  conversation  I  in- 
quired the  secret  of  her  gloriously 
advancing  life.  Quickly  she  respond- 
ed, saying.  If  I  have  any  secret,  it 
comes  in  the  fact  that  I  never  rem- 
inisce.' Then  she  added  zestfully,  T 
am  always  looking  ahead.'  Whatever 
the  pleasures  one  may  miss  from  his 
yesterdays,  multiple  delights  are  ever 
ahead.  Each  age  of  life  is  designed 
by  our  Creator  to  have  its  own  privi- 
leges and  surprises.  In  exploring  each 
one  zestfully  as  it  comes,  we  learn  the 
true  greatness  of  living." 

Holman  Hunt  painted  that  wonder- 
ful picture,  "The  Light  of  the  World," 
after  he  was  eighty  years  of  age. 

Near  the  Palestinian  plains  are 
memories  of  men  who  found  new  de- 
lights: Abraham  beginning  his  life's 
work  at  seventy-five;  Joshua  at  seven- 
ty-eight leading  his  people  to  the 
Promised  Land;  Isaiah  prophesying  at 
eighty-eight.  John,  living  to  be  a 
hundred,  received  his  immortal  vision 
in  exile  when  he  was  past  ninety. 

Finally,  beyond  the  fear  of  death 
comes  faith's  most  noble  adventure 
in  our  later  years — it  is  the  adventure 
which  brings  those  affirmations  which 
develop  personality,  those  which  build 
the  soul  into  the  enduring  temple  of 
the  Spirit. 

The  scriptural  promise  that,  "At 
eventide  it  shall  be  light,"  is  ours.  It 
is  our  invitation  to  a  "golden  sunset" 
and  to  those  indescribable  beauties  of 
color  which  no  painter  can  fully  re- 
cord. Beyond  the  predictable  time  of 
the  setting  of  the  sun,  there  is  an  un- 
predictable radiance  which  God  re- 
serves for  His  own. 

Thomas  Hobbes,  the  English  philos- 
opher, became  so  inspired  by  the 
(Continued  on  page  22) 
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"And  I  say  also  unto  thee,  That  thou  art  Peter,  and  upon  this 
rock  I  will  build  my  church  [called  out  ones];  and  the  gates  of 
hell  shall  not  prevail  against  it."  Matthew  16:18. 


The  man  Christ  Jesus,  as  one  com- 
ing from  a  far  country,  saw  in  a  field 
a  pearl.  This  field  was  the  world  and 
the  pearl  was  the  Church.  He  wished 
to  obtain  this  pearl,  but  the  only  way 
it  could  be  done  was  for  Him  to  buy 
the  field;  that  is,  the  world.  Thus, 
Jesus  gave  His  life  on  Calvary  that 
He  might  save  the  world,  but  the  whole 
world  will  not  be  saved.  "But  unto 
them  that  receive  him,  to  them  gave 
he  power  to  become  the  sons  of  God, 
even  to  them  that  believe  on  his 
name."  "And  unto  them  that  look  for 
him  shall  he  appear  the  second  time 
without  sin  unto  salvation."  The  apos- 
tle Paul  also  stated  in  Eph.  5:26,  27, 
"That  he  might  sanctify  and  cleanse 
it  with  the  washing  of  water  by  the 
word,  That  he  might  present  it  Lthe 
church]  to  himself  a  glorious  church, 
not  having  spot,  or  wrinkle,  or  any 
such  thing;  but  that  it  should  be  holy 
and  without  blemish."  Then  again  in 
Acts  20:28  he  stated,  "Take  heed  there- 
fore unto  yourselves,  and  to  all  the 
flock,  over  the  which  the  Holy  Ghost 
hath  made  you  overseers,  to  feed  the 
church  of  God,  which  he  hath  pur- 
chased with  his  own  blood."  Thus  He 
brought  the  Church  into  being.  How- 
ever, the  Lord  Jesus,  in  speaking  to 
the  apostle  Peter,  stated,  "I  will  build 
a  church.  I  will  build  it  upon  a  rock, 
and  the  church  that  I  build  upon  a 
rock,  the  gates  of  hell  [Hades]  shall 
not  prevail  against  it" 

There  have  been  many  interpreta- 
tions placed  upon  the  term,  "The  gates 
of  hell  shall  not  prevail  against  it,"  as 
to  what  the  gates  of  hell  actually  are. 
If  the  gates  of  hell  shall  not  prevail 
against  the  Church  that  Jesus  builds, 
the  question  arises,  Was  there  ever  a 
church  that  the  gates  of  hell  pre- 
vailed against?  The  answer  is  "Yes." 
It  prevailed  against  the  Old  Testa- 
ment Church  or  the  church  in  the 
wilderness. 

The  New  Testament  Church  which 
was  purchased  with  blood,  came  into 
being  and  had  its  inception  into  the 
world  at  Calvary.  It  had  its  enduement 
of  power  at  Pentecost  and  the  chal- 
lenge is  left  to  the  Church  to  carry  on 
for  its  divine  Head. 

EVANGELISM 

Jesus  said,  "I  am  the  light  of  the 

world,"  but  when  He  went  away,  He 

said,  "Ye  are  the  light  of  the  world." 

There  is  no  way  on  earth  of  propagat- 
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ing  the  gospel  of  the  Son  of  God  and 
carrying  the  message  of  the  Church  to 
a  dark  world,  unless  it  is  through  hu- 
man instrumentality.  God  needs  youth 
who  are  filled  with  vigor  and  enthu- 
siasm, by  the  supernatural  powers 
from  heaven,  and  an  undaunted  de- 
termination, with  clenched  fists  and 
chin  lifted  high,  whose  bosoms  are 
heaving  with  a  burden  for  the  lost  be- 
cause they  sense  the  value  and  the 
God-consciousness  of  the  soul  of  man 
that  is  destined  to  live  in  one  of  two 
estates  forever.  We  see  this  youth  of 
the  Church  of  God  going  from  our 
College  and  our  Bible  Schools  and  from 
our  churches  throughout  the  universe, 
not  only  in  America  but  in  the  far- 
flung  recesses  and  remote  sections  of 
the  world — in  Africa,  in  the  islands  of 
the  Pacific,  the  Atlantic,  in  the  heart 
of  Europe,  and  in  many  other  sections. 
They  are  unfurling  the  banner  of  King 
Emmanuel,  which  signifies  the  power 
of  His  atonement  to  deliver  the  world 
from  the  bondage  of  sin.  This  is  a 
challenge  of  the  youth  and  the  Church 
of  God  in  our  day. 

It  is  not  a  question  as  to  how  much 
they  will  pay  us,  or  how  much  public 
applause  we  shall  receive.  Our  reward 
is  in  heaven.  The  Lord  is  building  for 
us  an  eternal  mansion  and  its  con- 
struction is  dependent  upon  our  en- 
thusiasm and  development  in  service 
for  God  as  we  accomplish  the  redemp- 
tion of  the  souls  of  the  lost  by  preach- 
ing the  unadulterated  gospel  of  God's 
dear  Son. 

As  a  young  man,  I  remember  walk- 
ing down  the  streets  of  Princess  Anne, 
Maryland,  meditating  upon  my  evan- 
gelistic effort,  praying  for  God  to  open 
the  way,  when  the  Spirit  said  to  me, 
"Why  not  knock  at  this  door  and  ask 
for  the  privilege  of  renting  their  front 
room?"  I  listened  to  the  voice  that 
spoke  to  me  and  rapped  on  the  door. 
The  lady  responded  to  this  call  and 
when  I  asked  if  I  could  rent  her  front 
room  for  a  revival,  she  was  shocked. 
She  stood  gazing  at  me  for  a  moment 
and  tears  filled  her  eyes.  She  said, 
"Young  man,  you  can't  rent  it,  but 
you  can  have  it  for  nothing."  I  had 
nothing  by  way  of  evangelistic  help, 
such  as  a  quartet,  etc.,  but  I  did  have 
an  old  guitar  which  cost  me  $2.  It  was 
warped  in  the  middle  and  high  at  both 
ends.  Along  with  this  old  guitar  and 
with  a  vessel  that  the  Lord  could  use, 
He  anointed  these  lips  of  mine  for  His 


glory.  In  the  course  of  three  weeks, 
seventeen  had  received  the  baptism  of 
the  Holy  Ghost  and  the  first  Church 
of  God  that  represents  the  organiza- 
tion as  it  stands  today,  was  set  in  order 
on  the  eastern  shore  of  the  Maryland 
peninsula. 

Out  of  this  effort,  other  churches 
sprang  up.  We  were  arrested,  we  were 
hit  with  rotten  eggs  and  beaten  from 
pillar  to  post  as  we  were  harassed  by 
the  rowdies  and  by  the  political  ele- 
ment of  that  day.  Nevertheless,  the 
work  of  God  still  stands  and  many 
preachers  were  born  through  that  ef- 
fort nearly  thirty  years  ago.  This  was 
the  answer  to  the  call  of  evangelism. 

Evangelism  costs  a  great  price.  It 
costs  your  time,  your  talent,  your  mo- 
tives, your  ambitions,  and  your  desires 
and  is  based  upon  the  three  distinc- 
tive elements  in  Christian  disciple- 
ship:  If  you  will  be  my  disciples,  deny 
yourself,  take  up  your  cross  and  follow 
me.  The  negative  element  is  self-de- 
nial; the  positive  element  is  bearing 
the  cross;  and  the  progressive  element 
is  following  the  Lord. 
I'll  go  where  you  want  me  to  go,  dear 
Lord, 

Over  mountain  or  plain  or  sea, 
I'll  say  what  you  want  me  to  say,  dear 
Lord, 

I'll  be  what  you  want  me  to  be. 

THE  CHALLENGE  IN  THE  HOME 
The  Church  of  God  is  what  it  is  to- 
day because  of  its  membership.  Its 
membership  represents  the  people  who 
comprise  a  portion  of  the  American 
home.  If  in  that  home  there  is  nothing  * 
but  sentimental  music  and  boogie- 
woogie,  ash  trays,  and  other  things 
that  do  not  condone  to  the  right  type 
of  society,  you  cannot  expect  the 
church  to  be  anything  other  than 
what  it  is  made  by  the  people  who 
comprise  the  home. 

In  that  home  there  should  be  an  old 
family  altar  as  it  was  in  the  days  of 
Henry  Grady.  I  believe  it  is  told  in  his 
autobiography  that  after  he  had  stood 
on  Pennsylvania  Avenue  and  saw  the 
great  structure  of  our  capitol,  the 
granite  marble  and  concrete,  he  was 
overwhelmed  and  made  to  say,  "Here 
lies  the  foundation  of  our  democracy." 
On  his  return  home,  when  the  bridges 
were  washed  out  by  a  torrential  rain, 
he  ploughed  a  muddy  path  up  the  side 
of  a  mountain  where  he  was  invited 
by  a  tall,  brawny  mountaineer  to  enter 
his  humble  log  cabin.  When  the  old 
mountaineer  took  his  Bible  down  and 
read,  and  they  had  sung  a  hymn  and 
knelt  to  pray,  the  presence  of  God  so 
illuminated  that  place  that  Henry 
Grady  buried  his  face  in  his  hands  and 
exclaimed,  "Lord,  I  was  mistaken  when 
I  said,  'Here  lies  the  foundation  of  de- 

The  Lighted  Pathway 


Christ's  words  to  Peter  hove  be- 
come a  challenge  to  Christians 
everywhere,  to  hold  the  church 
against    the    forces    of    evil. 
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mocracy  in  these  buildings  in  Wash- 
ington.' The  foundation  of  our  democ- 
racy lies  in  homes  like  this."  We,  with 
him,  can  exclaim  that  the  foundation 
of  our  Church,  as  it  makes  success  and 
strides  today,  lies  within  the  home — 
the  home  of  prayer,  the  home  of  con- 
secration, the  home  filled  with  affec- 
tion and  reverence  and  love.  That  is 
the  challenge  to  the  church  in  the 
home. 

THE    CHALLENGE    IN    THE    SCHOOL 

I  have  before  me  a  recent  bulletin 
from  the  Scripture  Press  which  states: 

"Rumors  are  flying  that  startling 
changes  in  secular  education  are  be- 
ing considered.  The  idea  of  universal 
textbooks  has  been  introduced.  This 
may  mean  that  facts  of  history  which 
are  uncomplimentary  to  any  nation 
would  be  excluded  from  the  study.  It 
has  been  mentioned,  too,  that  perhaps 
the  story  of  the  Reformation  should 
not  be  taught,  in  deference  to  the 
Catholics,  and  the  account  of  the  cru- 
cifixion of  Christ  be  omitted  lest  the 
Jews  be  offended. 

"The  future  of  our  nation  and  all 
nations  will  be  determined  largely  by 
what  is  taught  in  today's  schools.  Re- 
ligion, of  course,  is  being  left  out  al- 
most entirely  even  in  Christian  Amer- 
ica." 

This  means  that  in  the  face  of  this 
trend  towards  complete  secular  inva- 
sion of  our  young  people,  we  need  the 
firm  and  sure  foundation  of  the  Word 
of  God.  The  weekday  church  school 
movement  is  one  answer  and  today  it 
is  reaching  thousands  of  America's 
youth,  but  more  must  be  done.  Thou- 
sands more  are  not  receiving  any  reli- 
gious education  whatsoever,  so  we 
must  reach  them.  Our  ministry  must 
prepare  themselves  to  be  capable  men 
and  women  so  that  they  can  go  into 
the  classroom  as  long  as  the  law  will 
permit.  We  recognize  the  Supreme 
Court  ruling,  but  in  accordance  with 
that  it  looks  like  we  should  take  off 
of  our  coin,  "In  God  we  trust."  When 
we  take  religion  out  of  our  educational 
system,  the  very  foundation,  the  planks 
in  the  platform  of  our  American  life 
as  conceived  in  the  hearts  of  our  Pil- 
grim Fathers  has  certainly  been  de- 
stroyed. This  the  Church  cannot  allow 
and  we  must  gird  ourselves  to  teach 
the  youth  of  our  land  in  our  Young 
People's  Endeavor,  in  the  Sunday 
School,  in  the  Home  Departments, 
around  our  family  altars.  We  must  in- 
fluence them  by  our  conduct,  our  at- 
titudes, our  motives.  Pastors  and  min- 
isters must  influence  them  by  whole- 
some, constructive  youth  programs,  en- 
vironment, social  functions,  and  this 
is  all  to  center  around  the  Man  of 
Galilee.  All  should  point  toward  the  ac- 


complishments of  Calvary,  redemption 
of  the  soul,  and  the  final  consumma- 
tion of  the  Church  when  it  shall  bask 
in  His  sunlight  forever,  worlds  without 
end. 

American  education  has  often  failed 
in  building  character.  Too  frequently 
our  schools  have  produced  brain  pow- 
er, but  not  moral  power.  We  certainly 
are  glad  for  Lee  College  and  the 
Church  of  God  Bible  Training  Schools 
which  not  only  produce  brain  power 
but  also  moral  power.  Schools  through- 
out the  nation  have  specialized  in 
graduating  nimble-minded,  but  not 
noble-minded  students.  Too  often  they 
have  given  information  but  not 
inspiration,  cleverness  but  not 
cleanness.  The  question  may  be 
asked,  "Why  do  our  penitentiaries 
list  enough  college  graduates  to 
supply  a  teaching  force  for  a  mod- 
erate college?"  Not  because  we  have 
neglected  education  and  means  to  pro- 
vide adequate  funds  for  the  schools. 
No  other  land  has  received  as  many 
hundreds  of  billions  of  dollars  every 
year  for  public  education.  Nor  are  the 
modern  teaching  methods  responsible 
for  the  crime  wave.  Too  often,  of 
course,  the  schools  fail  to  equip  youth 
for  the  opportunities  and  responsibili- 
ties of  life,  since  thrills  and  fads  and 
fancies  push  solid  learning  aside.  The 
reason  modern  education  has  helped 
to  produce  lists  of  criminals  lies  deep- 
er. This  appalling  condition  can  be 
explained  only  by  the  fact  that  many 
American  children  and  youth  receive 
a  daily  schooling 'which  is  either  un- 
religious,  irreligious,  anti-religious  or 
atheistic.  We  are  training  the  mind 
and  appealing  to  the  senses,  but  too 
often  perverting  the  spirit,  heart  and 
soul.  Because  no  single  issue  is  of  more 
vital  importance  to  this  nation,  as 
churches  and  the  world  of  tomorrow, 
we  protest  against  the  dangerous  ten- 
dencies in  our  modern  Christian  cul- 
ture and  church,  and  for  this  protest 
we  find  scriptural  endorsement  in  the 
words  of  the  Psalmist  (111:10),  "THE 
FEAR  OF  THE  LORD  IS  THE  BEGIN- 
NING OF  WISDOM." 

Because  men  fail  the  Lord,  crime 
keeps  marching  on.  Too  often  Ameri- 
can colleges  are  the  leaders  in  this 
procession.  I  have  at  my  finger  tips 
data  today  which  would  make  your 
heart  shudder.  It  concerns  the 
crimes  committed  during  one  week  or 
seven  average  days.  Campus  criminals 
and  academic  lawbreakers  usually 
make  heavy  headlines.  I  shall  not  list 
these,  but  I  assure  you  of  this,  that  the 
atheists  are  not  asleep.  I  quote  from 
a  leading  magazine  an  article  by  a 
university  student,  writing  his  own 
college  experiences  and  brazenly  de- 
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Glaring,  "Many  of  us  got  dead  drunk 
about  twice  a  week;  free  love  on  the 
campus  was  a  familiar  practice."  This 
is  contrary  to  the  Man  who  bought  the 
Church,  and  it  is  contrary  to  the  pulse 
of  the  Church  when  it  comes  to  ful- 
filling its  mission  and  carrying  out 
the  challenge  that  it  must  not  shrink 
from. 

Sometime  back,  the  men  at  the  head 
of  the  American  Association  of 
Atheism  (A.  A.  A.)  stated:  "Col- 
leges are  a  fruitful  place  for  us."  This 
is  certainly  the  indication  of  the  over- 
spreading of  the  spirit  of  the  anti- 
christ in  this  age,  and  is  an  index  fin- 
ger pointing  to  the  near  coming  of  our 
Lord  and  Saviour. 

THE    CHALLENGE   WITHIN    THE 
CHURCH 

Our  church  should  hold  its  banner 
high  and  we  should  have  great  re- 
spect and  regard  for  our  leadership. 
We  should  regard  our  general  officials, 
our  state  officials,  our  district  officials, 
our  pastors,  the  officials  of  our  Sun- 
day Schools,  our  teachers,  the  leaders 
of  our  Y.P.E.'s  throughout  the  nation, 
the  Willing  Workers'  Bands — all  these 
make  up  a  powerful  organization  in 
the  world  and  must  be  regarded  with 
great  reverence  and  sincerity.  The  de- 
struction of  spiritual  life  in  church  or- 
ganizations does  not  come  from  with- 
out. It  invariably  comes  from  within. 
The  subversive  elements,  the  disregard 
for  government  and  self-reliance  with- 
out God,  all  have  a  tendency  to  eat  as 
doth  a  canker,  and  to  deteriorate  our 
church  into  a  mere  fraternity.  This  we 
cannot  allow. 

The  cry  of  my  soul,  as  the  Church 
marches  forward  with  a  triumphant 
tread,  accepting  the  challenge  of  the 
universe,  is  that  we  do  not  slacken  our 
pace,  that  we  do  not  turn  aside  to  the 
right  or  to  the  left,  but  that  we  go  ever 
forward  and  onward,  holding  high  the 
blood-stained  banner  of  King  Em- 
manuel. Amen. 
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Logan,  West  Virginia,  gives  The  LIGHTED  PATHWAY  its  Spotlight 
personality  for  August.  Lovell  Ray  Carey  was  born  and  reared  in  a 
Church  of  God  home  in  Logan,  and  graduated  from  high  school  in 
that  city. 

Lovell  then  completed  the  Christian  Workers'  Course  at  Lee  College, 
during  which  time  he  studied  the  Chinese  language.  He  plans  to  go 
to   China  as  a  missionary   sometime  in   the   future. 

At  the  present  time,  however,  he  is  serving  the  Church  as  a  pastor. 
He  and  his  wife,  the  former  Virginia  Glass,  of  Winter  Haven,  Florida, 
did  some  evangelistic  work  in  Florida  and  West  Virginia.  Through  their 
combined  efforts  many  souls  were  led  to  the  salvation  of  Christ.  Con- 
sidering his  youth,  Lovell  has  been  very  instrumental  in  leading  souls 
to   the    Lord. 

At  the  present  time,  he  is  pastor  of  the  Church  of  God  in  St.  George, 
West  Virginia.  Since  he  has  accepted  this  charge  he  has  led  in  the 
building  of  a  nice,  modern  parsonage,  which  is  a  credit  to  the  local 
church.  He  is  an  efficient  pastor  and  speaker,  as  was  attested  by  his 
part  on  the  youth  forum  in  Cincinnati,  last  year.  His  ability,  coupled 
with  a  good  personality  and  a  sincere  love  of  God,  will  continue  to 
make  him  a  blessing  wherever  he  is. 


Amiable  Martha  Pullin  is  the  young  lady  in  the  limelight  this  month. 
Martha  is  the  daughter  of  missionaries,  who  have  spent  thirty-three 
years  on  the  mission  field.  She  was  born  in  the  Indian  village  of  Nebaj, 
Guatemala,  Central  America,  where  she  lived  until  she  was  four  years 
of  age,  after  which  she  came  to  the  states  and  stayed  for  four  years, 
returning  with  her  parents  to  Guatemala  when  she  was  eight  years 
of  age.  She  learned  to  speak  Spanish  before  she  learned  English.  Since 
she  was  twelve  years  old,  she  has  lived  in  the  States. 

For  the  last  five  years,  Martha  has  been  attending  B.T.S.  and  Lee 
College.  The  first  year  she  was  high  school  sophomore  and  now  she 
is  college  sophomore.  During  her  attendance  at  this  school  she  has 
been  Associate  Editor  of  CAMPUS  HI-LITES  for  two  years  and  Ad- 
ministration Editor  for  the  VINDAGUA  Staff  for  two  years.  She  was 
elected  in  the  "Who's  Who,"  National  Honor  in  1948,  and  chosen  by 
the  faculty  as  most  outstanding  student  of  Lee  College,  receiving  the 
honor  of  having  her  name  placed  on  Belfour  Memorial  Plaque  for 
1947  and  1948.  This  young  lady's  ambition  is  to  be  a  missionary  to  a 
Latin  American  country.  At  the  present,  she  is  attending  summer 
school  at  Lee  College  and  working  in  the  Spanish  Literature  Depart- 
ment at  the  Church  of  God  Publishing  House. 


TVfat  %  *%td  %zme? 


1.  He  was  born  in  a  country  home 
four  miles  west  of  Taylorsville,  Missis- 
sippi, in  Smith  County. 

2.  The  fourth  Sunday  in  May,  1911, 
he  was  saved  in  the  Fellowship  Baptist 
Church.  He  joined  the  church  on  that 
day  and  was  called  to  preach  four 
years  later,  in  which  church  he  be- 
came an  ordained  minister. 

3.  His  high  school  work  was  com- 
pleted at  Gilmer  High  School.  He  also 
attended  Smith  County  Agricultural 
school  and  Mississippi  College  where  he 
received  his  A.B.  degree  in  1927.  Before 
that  time  he  attended  Bowling  Green 
B.U.  and  did  bookkeeping  in  his  fa- 
ther's firm  of  General  Mercantile 
Business  for  two  years. 

4.  As  a  school  teacher  in  Mississippi 
he  taught  in  Summerland  High  School, 
Myrick  High  School,  Sons  Academy, 
Ruth  High  School,  and  Morgantown 
High  School.  During  eight  years  of  his 
teaching  career,  he  pastored  different 
churches  as  a  Baptist  minister,  his 
first  pastorate  being  at  Finkbine,  Mis- 
sissippi. 


For  Answer,  See  Page  22 

5.  When  he  saw  the  light  on  sanc- 
tification  and  the  Baptism  of  the  Holy 
Ghost,  he  went  to  an  altar  of  prayer 
and  received  both  as  definite  experi- 
ences, after  which  he  joined  the 
Church  of  God. 

6.  From  1934  to  1942,  he  taught  in 
our  Bible  Training  School  at  Cleve- 
land and  Sevierville,  Tennessee,  dur- 
ing which  time  he  was  principal  of  the 
high  school  department. 

7.  After  uniting  with  the  Church 
of  God,  May  14,  1933,  he  was  licensed 
immediately  as  an  evangelist  in  the 
Church,  ordained  bishop  in  1935  at 
Cleveland,  Tennessee,  during  which 
year  he  pastored  the  North  Cleveland 
Church,  and  at  the  same  time  he  was 
teaching  in  the  Bible  Training  School. 

8.  From  1942  until  1946,  he  pas- 
tored three  of  the  outstanding  church- 
es in  the  state  of  South  Carolina. 

9.  He  was  a  member  of  the  Su- 
preme Council  from  1937  to  1942,  and 
since  his  appointment  in  1946,  he  has 
been  a  member  of  the  Council. 

10.  In  1935  he  was  appointed  mem- 


ber of  the  Orphanage  Committee, 
which  committee  he  served  until  1938, 
then  again  he  was  appointed  to  the 
same  committee  in  1946  and  is  still  a 
member  of  that  board. 

11.  From  1942  to  1946  he  was  a 
member  of  the  Bible  Training  School 
Board,  which  is  now  Lee  College. 

12.  Since  1946  he  has  been  a  mem- 
ber of  the  Appointing  Board. 

13.  This  distinguished  Christian 
married  Miss  Ludie  Ella  Stewart,  July 
2,  1916,  at  the  bride's  home  in  Smith 
County,  Mississippi. 

14.  He  is  the  father  of  four  chil- 
dren, two  girls  and  two  boys. 

15.  At  the  General  Assembly  in 
1946,  he  was  appointed  General  Secre- 
tary and  Treasurer  of  the  Church  of 
God,  and  again  in  1948  he  received  the 
same  appointment,  in  which  office  he 
now  serves. 

His  testimony  is:  "By  the  leadership 
of  God's  Spirit,  I  am  pressing  on  for 
that  eternal  prize,  HEAVEN,  and  all  it 
has  in  store  for  those  redeemed  by  His 
blood."  Who  is  he? 
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Featured  this  month  are  four 
former  students  of  Lee  College,  Broth- 
er Cecil  B.  Knight  and  the  Triplett 
Trio,  who  have  proved  to  be  a  great 
blessing  in  the  progress  of  the  Laurel, 
Miss.,  Church  of  God. 

Reading  from  left  to  right:  Cecil  B. 
Knight,  pastor  of  Laurel  Church  of 
God  and  radio  director.  After  his  at- 
tendance at  Lee  College,  Brother 
Knight  attended  Mississippi  Southern 
College,  where  he  received  his  B.S.  de- 
gree and  is  now  working  on  his 
Master's  degree.  This  young  minister 
has  served  as  pastor  of  Laurel  Church 
for  two  years,  during  which  time  a 
new  brick  church  has  been  completed, 
which  building  was  started  and  most- 
ly finished  while  Brother  Colon  Dunn 
was  pastor.  Brother  Knight  has 
carried  on  a  daily  radio  program, 
"Moments  of  Meditation,"  and  now 
has  a  Sunday  night  radio  program 
direct  from  the  church,  the  "Church 
of  God  Hour,"  from  10:15  until  11  p.m. 

Miss  Pauline  Ellis,  a  Lee  College 
graduate  of  the  Music  Department,  is 
standing  second  from  left.  She  is  now 
attending  Mississippi  Southern  Col- 
lege and  will  receive  her  B.  S.  degree 
next  month.  This  young  lady  is  very 
active  as  a  leader  in  the  youth  depart- 
ment of  the  Laurel  Church.  She  has 
been  teaching  piano  and  is  an  out- 
standing member  of  the  radio  trio. 

Mrs.  Bennie  S.  Triolett,  formerly 
Miss  Helen  Williams,  is  the  other 
young  lady  in  the  picture.  She  at- 
tended Lee  College  for  two  years, 
graduating  in  1946.  Since  that  time, 
this   young  lady   has   been    active   in 
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church  work  at  Indianola,  Miss.,  her 
home  town,  and  Cincinnati,  Ohio, 
and  for  the  past  year  at  Laurel.  She 
has  worked  very  hard  as  a  member 
of  the  radio  trio,  and  the  church  is 
grateful  to  have  her  as  one  of  its 
members  and  workers. 

Seated  at  the  piano  is  Bennie  S. 
Triplett,  a  product  of  the  Church  of 
God  Or^hanaoe.  This  young  man  at- 
tended Lee  College,  where  he  was 
outstanding  in  the  Music  Department. 
He  traveled  extensivelv  with  the 
"Kingsmen  Four"  Quartet,  after 
which  he  worked  in  the  music  de- 
partment of  the  Cincinnati,  Ohio, 
Church  of  God  before  coming  to 
Laurel  a  year  ago.  Since  that  time, 
he  has  been  music  director  and  now 
has  a  trained  radio  choir,  which  is 
proving  a  great  blessing  to  the  church. 
He  has  written  several  songs,  includ- 
ing the  theme  song  for  the  daily  radio 
broadcast,  "Moments  of  Meditation." 
He  is  widely  known  for  his  achieve- 
ments in  music  and  the  Laurel  Church 
is  happy  to  have  Brother  Triplett  and 
his  wife  to  work  in  the  music  depart- 
ment. 


POINTED   PARAGRAPHS 

Martin  Miller 

Do  you  ask  God  each  morning  for  guid- 
ance through  the  day?  It  is  amazing  how 
the  difficulties  and  problems  of  life  dis- 
solve when  you  earnestly  follow  the  direc- 
tions   He   gives. 

— p— 

Truth,  though  often  abused  and  criti- 
cized, is  the  fundamental  principle  of 
character   building. 

— p— 

Happy  is  the  individual  who,  when  he 
lies  down  at  night,  can  say,  "I  have  no  re- 
grets for  my  actions  and  deeds  of  this 
day." 

~ P— 

Wanted — A  soul-winner  who  is  willing  to 
work.  Must  be  humble,  sincere,  consecrated, 
and  dedicated.  Full-time  work  with  ex- 
ceptionally high  wages.  For  full  information 
contact  the  Lord  Jesus  Christ,  who  can  be 
reached  only  through  prayer. 


•  The  preacher  who  puts  thought  in  his 
sermons  will  sooner  or  later  find  himself 
preaching  to  people  who  think. 

O  Everything  that  God  created  is  good 
for  the  purpose  for  which  it  was  created — 
man  only  can  misplace  that  purpose. 


A   FRIEND 

Mrs.   F.   M.   Renner 

Have  you   met  with   disappointment? 

Do  you  feel  distressed  and  blue? 
Did  that  friend  who  claimed  to  love 
you 

Prove  to  be  unkind,  untrue? 
It  was  never  said  of  Jesus, 

"He  forsook  ivhen   troubles  came"; 
No,  in  time  of  need  He  helps  you, 

If  you  call  upon  His  name. 
Just  the  same  in  sun  or  shadow, 

Jesus  hears  your  every  call; 
He  invites  you  cast  your  burdens 

On  Him — He  will  bear  them  all. 


Know  lfonr  •  •  • 
Missionaries 


This  warrior  of  the  faith  has  spent 
many,  many  years  on  the  mission 
field,  thirty-two  to  be  exact.  She  was 
born  on  September  15,  1886,  at  Martin's 
Ferry,  Ohio.  She  has  been  a  Christian 
for  forty-one  years,  and  a  Church  of 
God  missionary  for  sixteen  years.  Her 
husband  also  was  a  faithful  worker  on 
foreign  soil,  and  a  few  years  ago  he 
paid  the  supreme  sacrifice  on  the 
mission  field.  She  has  a  little  adopted 
Indian  girl,  five  years  of  age,  named 
Carol  Evelyn.  Her  field  of  labor  has 
been  in  Guatemala.  She  and  her  hus- 
band have  spent  untiring  efforts  to 
bring  those  dark-skinned  Indians  to 
a  knowledge  of  Christ.  They  were  our 
first  missionaries  in  that  country.  She 
is  still  waving  the  banner  of  salvation 
high,  in  that  benighted  land  full  of 
superstition  and  sin. 

The    missionary   mentioned    in   last    month's 
Lewis,  Apartado  2351,   Habana,  Cuba. 


By  J.  Herbert  Walker,  Sr. 


iiiii 


Who  is  she? 


'Know    Your    Missionaries"    was    Miss    Ruby 
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Of  qui  la  ana   1  rise  ilia 

Geneva  Carroll 

Aquila  was  born  in  Pontus,  having 
lately  come  with  his  wife  Priscilla  to 
Corinth  from  Italy.  The  reason  for 
their  leaving  Rome  was  because  the 
Emperor  Claudius  had  commanded  all 
Jews  to  depart  from  that  city.  When 
the  apostle  Paul  left  Athens  and  went 
to  Corinth,  he  found  this  couple 
there,  and  since  Aquila  was  a  tent 
maker  by  trade  like  Paul,  the  apostle 
stayed  in  their  home  and  the  two  men 
labored  together  in  making  portable 
tents.  If  this  Jew  and  his  wife  were 
not  Christians  when  they  first  met 
Paul,  it  was  not  long  before  they  were 
converted  to  the  Christian  religion. 
With  an  expert  teacher  like  the 
apostle,  they  became  well  versed  in 
the  teachings  of  the  gospel,  and  were 
qualified  to  instruct  others.  When 
Paul  left  Corinth,  this  couple  went 
with  him  as  far  as  Ephesus.  Paul 
spent  one  Sabbath  there  before 
going  on  to  Jerusalem,  promising  to 
return  later,  which  he  did  before  the 
end  of  that  year  and  spent  three  more 
years  with  this  good  Christian  couple. 

During  the  time  Paul  was  gone,  a 
certain  Jew  named  Apollos,  born  at 
Alexandria,  an  eloquent  man  and 
mighty  in  the  Scriptures,  came  to 
Ephesus.  Since  this  man  was  fervent 
in  the  Spirit,  he  spoke  and  taught 
diligently  the  things  of  the  Lord, 
knowing  only  the  baptism  of  John, 
and  it  wasn't  long  before  Aquila  and 
his  wife  discovered  that  Apollos  had 
an  imperfect  knowledge  of  God.  Per- 
haps they  invited  Apollos  home  to 
dinner.  At  any  rate,  they  explained 
the  truth  to  him,  and  it  may  have 
been  the  tact  of  Priscilla  that  kept 
Apollos  from  being  offended.  In  those 
days,  it  was  no  easier  to  set  a  man 
right  on  doctrinal  matters  than  it  is 
today.  However,  the  job  was  well  done, 
for  Apollos  went  forth  and  became  a 
mighty  worker  for  the  Lord. 

Wherever  Aquila  and  Priscilla  lived, 
their  home  became  a  center  of  church 
activity,  for  the  doors  of  their  home 
were  always  open  to  believers.  In 
those  days  they  did  not  have  church 
buildings;  therefore,  the  Christians 
met  in  certain  homes.  Prayer  meet- 
ings, Bible  study,  and  other  church 
services  were  held  in  this  Christian 
home.  In  one  of  his  epistles,  Paul 
said,  "The  churches  of  Asia  send 
greetings  to  Aquila  and  Priscilla,  to- 
gether with  the  church  that  meets  in 
their  house." 

After  the  death  of  Claudius,  it  is 
likely  that  this  Christian  couple  re- 
turned to  Rome,  for  in  Romans  16:3, 
4,  R.V.,  Paul  said,  "Greet  Priscilla  and 
Aquila,  my  helpers  in  Christ  Jesus: 
Who  have  for  my  life  laid  down  their 
own  necks:  unto  whom  not  only  I  give 
thanks,  but  also  all  the  Churches  of 
the  Gentiles."  We  do  not  know  when 
this  pious  couple  actually  took  upon 
themselves  the  great  risk  of  losing 
their  lives  for  the  sake  of  Paul,  or 
where  it  took  place,  but  one  thing  is 
certain,  they  were  real  friends  to  the 
apostle  and  in  turn  he  did  not  fail  to 
express  his  sincere  thanks  for  them. 


TRY  THIS  CROSSWORD  PUZZLE 


Across 


1.  and  7.  Pictured  Superintendent  of  Church 
of  God  Orphanage  is  • F.   -. 

11.  Last  word  in  1  Chron.  2:31. 

12.  "I    can    -        -    all    things    through    Christ 


13. 


Phil.  4:13. 

his    son,    Baal   his   son," 


1 

Chron.   5:5. 

15.  A    weight    resting    on    something    else    for 
its   support. 

16.  The    tough    external    covering    of    a    stem 
or  root. 

18    Wild   buffalo   of   India 

19.  ".    .    .    and   with   her   suburbs;    four 

cities,"    Josh.    21:18. 

20.  Railroad    (abbr.). 

21.  First  word  in  Col.  1:27. 
23.  Bold-faced  type   (abbr.). 
25.  An    affirmative  answer. 

28.  Slain  by  Joab  in  2  Sam.  3:27. 
30.  Rubidium   (abbr.). 

32.  Definite    article,    Masculine — French. 

33.  Any  of  several  oaks  of  California. 


34. 

36. 

37. 

38. 

39. 

41. 
42. 

43. 
45. 
50. 
52. 

53. 
56 

58. 
59. 

60. 

61. 


"And  he  dwelt  in  the  wilderness  of ," 

Gen.  21:21. 

English  Translation   (abbr.). 

"Now    he    walked     by    the    sea    of 

Galilee   .    .    .   ,"  Mark   1:16. 

".   .   .   and  ye  shall   eat   it  in  :    it   is 

the   Lord's    passover,"    Exod.    12:11. 

Fourth  word  in  1  Cor.  7:11. 

Indian   mulberry. 

His  Highness   (abbr.). 

Long  Meter  (abbr.). 

Brother  of  Moses. 

Three. 

Father    of    four    hundred    fifty    and     four 

children,   Ezra  2:15. 

A    prophetess,    Luke    2 :36. 

"Howbeit    there    came    other    from 

Tiberias  .   .  .  ,"  John  6:23. 

April    (abbr.). 

Compound  ether. 

Well   dug   by   Isaac's   servants.   Gen.    26:19, 

20. 

Isaac's  wife,  Gen.  26:8. 


Down 


1.  First  word  in   Acts  3:3. 

2.  Four-letter  word  in   1   Chron.   11:29. 

3.  Had  five  barley  loaves  and  two  small  fishes, 
John   6:9. 

4.  Chinese  measure  of  distance. 

5.  First    man. 

6.  Member  of   Moslem   tribe   of  the  southern 
Philippine   Islands. 

7.  Doctor    (abbr.). 

8    ".    .   .   it  shall    be   the    first   month   of  the 

to  you,"  Exod.   12:2. 

9.  ".    .    .    it   is  not   lawful   for   thee   to   

thy    bed,"    John    5:10. 

10.  Last  word   in   Exodus   30:24. 

11.  Same   as  41   across. 

14.  Associate    Arts    (abbr.). 

16.  Bachelor  of  Laws   (abbr). 

17.  Kronen  (abbr.). 

19.  A  six-letter  word  in   Hebrews  6:6. 

21.  ".  .  .  enemy  came,  and  sowed  among 

the  wheat,  and  went  his  way,"  Matt.  13:25. 

22.  Last  word  in  Numbers  21 :10. 

23  "     .    .    and    the    king    of    ,    which    is 

Zoar,"   Gen.    14:2. 

24  Child  bereaved  by  death  of  parents. 
26    Five-letter  proper  name  in  Deut.  2:8 


and    Ashtaroth," 


Matt. 


that  is  in 


27.  Last  word  in   1  Sam.   14:4. 
29.  New  Brunswick   (abbr). 
31.  ".   .    .    and   served    — 

Judges   2:13. 
35.  Revised   Statutes    (abbr.). 
40.  ".   .    .   this  man   calleth   for  - 

27:47. 

44.  "Why  beholdest  thou  the  

thy  brother's  eye,"  Matt.  7:3 

45.  Same  as    14   down. 

46.  Twelfth   month   of   the  sacred   year,   Esther 
3:7. 

47.  ".    .    .    for    the    harvest    of    the    earth    is 
—. ,"    Rev.    14:15. 

48.  "He  that  belleveth  him   is  not  con- 
demned .   .   .  ,"  John  3:18. 

49.  Pier  treated  as  a  pilaster. 

50.  Tuberculosis    (abbr.). 

51.  A   deer. 

53.  " ,  and   it  shall   be  given   you,"   Luke 

11:9. 

54.  Nehemlah    (abbr). 

55.  Arabic   (abbr.). 
57.  Sack    (abbr.). 

59.  Electrical   Engineer    (abbr.). 
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Conducted  by 

Mrs.  Charles  W.  Conn 


DARE  TO  OBEY 

Mrs.  G.  E.  Fearson 

One  boy's  obedience  may  affect 
many  others.  It  was  little  Arthur's 
first  night  at  boarding  school.  The 
little  schoolboys  went  quietly  to  their 
own  beds,  while  the  larger,  among 
whom  was  Tom  Brown,  sat  on  one 
another's  beds,  recounting  the  various 
happenings  of  the  day. 

Little  Arthur  felt  new  and  strange 
and  hardly  knew  how  to  act  among 
so  many  boys.  He  took  off  his  coat 
and  then  looked  at  Tom,  who  was  sit- 
ting at  the  foot  of  his  bed  talking  and 
laughing. 

"Please,"  he  whispered,  "may  I  wash 
my  hands  and  face?" 

"Of  course,  if  you  like,"  said  Tom. 
"That's  your  washstand  under  the 
window.  But  you'll  have  to  understand 
that  you  must  get  more  water  in  the 
morning  if  you  use  it  all." 

The  talk  and  laughter  went  on. 
Arthur  finished  his  washing  and  pre- 
pared for  the  night's  rest.  How  nerv- 
ous he  felt  as  he  looked  around  at  all 
the  boys!  Some  were  in  bed,  sitting  up 
with  their  chins  on  their  knees.  The 
light — only  a  candle — seemed  to  burn 
so  brightly.  It  was  a  trying  moment 
for  the  lonely  child,  but  this  time  he 
did  not  ask  Tom's  permission.  He  knelt 
down  by  his  bed  and  silently  poured 
out  his  heart  to  the  Lord,  as  he  had 
done  every  night  since  he  could  re- 
member. He  could  not  think  of  trying 
to  go  to  sleep  without  saying  his 
prayers. 

Tom  was  then  sitting  on  his  own 
bed,  unlacing  his  boots.  His  back  was 
turned  toward  Arthur,  so  he  did  not 
see  what  was  going  on,  but  he  looked 
up  because  of  the  sudden  silence.  Then 
some  of  the  boys  laughed,  and  one 
big  fellow  picked  up  his  slipper  and 
threw  it  at  Arthur,  calling  him  a  sniv- 
eling, young  shaver.  Then  Tom  saw  the 
whole  thing,  and  the  boot  he  had  just 
taken  off  he  threw  straight  at  the 
head  of  the  bully,  who  had  just  time 
to  throw  up  his  arm  and  let  his  elbow 
take  the  sting. 

"What's  that  for?"  he  roared, 
stamping  with  pain. 

"Never    mind    what    it's    for,"    said 


Tom,  standing  up.  "If  any  fellow 
wants  the  other  boot,  he  knows  how  to 
get  it." 

At  this  moment,  they  heard  the  old 
verger  coming,  and  all  were  quickly  in 
bed.  He  put  out  the  candle  and  with 
his  customary  "Good  night,  gen'l'm'n," 
shut  the  door  behind  him. 

Many  of  the  boys  lay  awake  think- 
ing of  what  had  happened.  Tom  was 
among  them.  Thoughts  of  his  mother 
came  to  his  mind,  and  he  remembered 
the  promise  he  had  made  at  her  knee, 
never  to  forget  to  kneel  by  his  bed- 
side and  pray  before  he  should  lay 
his  head  on  the  pillow  from  which  he 
might  never  rise.  He  cried  softly  long 
after  Arthur  had   fallen  asleep.   How 

DARE  TO  DO  RIGHT 

Lillie  A.  Faris 

Dare  to  do  right!  Dare  to  be  true! 
You  have  a  work  that  no  other  can  do; 
Do  it  so  bravely,  so  kindly,  so  well, 
Angels  will  hasten  the  story  to  tell. 

Dare  to  do  right!  Dare  to  be  true! 

Other  men's  failures  can  never  save 
you; 

Stand  by  your  conscience,  your  hon- 
or, your  faith, 

Stand  like  a  hero,  and  battle  till  death. 

Dare  to  do  right!  Dare  to  be  true! 
God,  who  created  you,  cares  for  you, 

too; 
Treasures  the  tears  that  His  striving 

ones  shed, 
Counts  and  protects  every  hair  of  your 

head. 
— Standard  Bible  Story  Readers. 

cowardly  he  had  been!  He  had  lied 
to  his  mother  and  more  than  that  to 
God. 

And  poor  little  Arthur,  weak  and 
frail  as  he  was,  had  done  that  which 
he  himself  had  been  afraid  to  do.  He 
vowed  that  he  would  do  anything  he 
could  for  the  newcomer;  that  he 
would  cheer  him  and  help  him  to  bear 
his  burdens  for  the  good  deed  he  had 
done  that  night.  Moreover,  he  resolved 
to  write  home  to  his  mother  and  tell 
her  how  cowardly  he  had  been.  He 
knew  it  would  be  hard  to  begin  pray- 
ing in  the  morning,  for  the  boys  would 
make  fun  of  him  and  call  him  names, 
but  he  was  determined  to  keep  his 
promise   to  his   mother,  even   though 


he  had  neglected  it  for  so  long. 

Morning  came.  Up  he  got,  washed 
and  dressed,  and  then  before  all  the 
boys,  he  knelt  down  to  pray.  He  could 
hardly  think  and  listened  for  the 
whispers  in  the  room,  but  he  heard 
none.  What  were  they  all  thinking 
about?  He  repeated  over  and  over 
again,  "God,  be  merciful  to  me  a  sin- 
ner." 

The  bell  was  ringing,  so  Tom  arose 
from  his  knees,  but  he  had  won  per- 
haps the  greatest  victory  of  his  life. 
Two  other  boys  besides  Arthur  and 
Tom  had  knelt  down  to  pray  to  their 
heavenly  Father. 

For  a  few  mornings  and  nights 
there  was  a  sneer  or  a  laugh  when  the 
boys  prayed,  but  soon,  one  by  one,  all 
the  boys  except  three  or  four  were 
following  Arthur's  example.  The  brave, 
little  lad  had  conquered. 

— Paths  of  Uprightness. 


LITTLE  THINGS 


When  Elsie  started  for  school  on 
Monday  morning,  Mother  said  as  she 
kissed  her,  "Remember  to  help  some- 
body today."  Elsie  hurried  off,  but 
deep  down  in  her  heart  was  the  wish 
to  do  as  Mother  had  suggested. 

Mother  had  a  way  every  morning  of 
whispering  some  such  suggestion  into 
Elsie's  ear  just  as  she  was  ready  to  go. 
Elsie  thought  it  was  great  fun  to  guess 
what  mothers  new  idea  would  be  each 
day,  for  every  day  she  whispered 
something  different. 

All  day  long  Elsie  was  looking  for 
some  very  big  way  to  help.  Oh,  how 
she  hoped  that  something  big  would 
show  up  that  needed  to  be  done,  and 
that  she  would  be  the  one  to  do  it! 
But  it  seeemed  a  poor  day  for  great 
deeds.  Her  teacher  did  not  have  any 
errands  to  be  done;  she  did  not  come 
across  any  lame  people  to  help  over 
the  streets;  she  found  no  opportunity 
to  carry  out  her  mother's  idea. 

When  night  came  and  she  talked 
over  the  day  with  Daddy  and  Mother, 
she  was  upset  because  she  had  noth- 
ing to  report. 

"I  saw  you  lift  little  Mary  over  a 
mud  puddle,"  said  Mother.  "She  is 
such  a  tiny  girl  that  she  would  have 
had  to  go  way  around  to  get  home  if 
you  hadn't  helped  her." 

"I  saw  you  come  home  with  the 
little  lame  dog  this  noon,"  remarked 
brother  Jack,  "and  I  suppose  you  gave 
him  his  dinner  before  you  took  him 
home." 

"Who  helped  mother  with  the  dishes 
tonight?"  asked  Daddy. 

"But  those  are  all  little  things," 
sighed  Elsie.  "They  don't  count.  I 
wanted  to  do  some  big  thing." 

"You've  got  the  wrong  idea,  little 
daughter,"  said  Daddv,  smiling.  "It's 
the  little  things  that  count.  Often 
they  create  more  happiness  than 
the  big  things,  and  I  am  sure  that  you 
will  have  several  gold  stars  to  paste 
on  your  chart  tonight,  just  because 
you  did  so  many  little  things  that 
were  kind  and  helpful." 

"I  guess  after  this  I'll  think  more 
about  little  acts,  and  not  wait  for  big 
things  to  come,"  said  Elsie. — The  Sun- 
beam. 
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Houston  R.  Morehead 

South  Carolina  sponsored  six  re- 
gional youth  rallies,  featuring  special 
speakers  and  music  by  Glad  Tidings 
Trio  of  Lee  College,  under  the  man- 
agement of  the  state  youth  director, 
Rev.  Brady  Dennis. 

The  rallies  were  held  in  Charleston, 
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Odine  Morse 


Dillon,  Columbia,  Anderson,  Green- 
ville, and  Rock  Hill. 

Special  speakers  were  Earl  P.  Paulk, 
Houston  R.  Morehead,  Charles  W. 
Conn,  and  Stewart  Brinsfield.  Brother 
Conn  and  Brother  Brinsfield  each 
spoke  at  two  rallies. 

One  interesting  part  of  the  program 
was  the  awarding  of  ribbons  in  school 
colors  to  all  alumni  and  former  stu- 
dents who  assembled  on  the  platform. 

The  response  to  these  rallies  was 
wonderful.  A  greater  fellowship  was 
created  among  the  alumni,  and  a  new 
interest  was  promoted  for  the  young 
people  of  the  Church  of  God. 

The  1948-49  term  of  school  closed 
with  the  same  enthusiasm  with  which 
it  began.  The  total  enrollment  reached 
872.  The  wholesome  Christian  atmos- 


Rev.  and  Mrs.  Brady  Dennis 

phere,  which  has  always  prevailed, 
seemed  especially  enriched  this  year. 
Students  left  the  campus  with  tears 
in  their  eyes. 

The  closing  exercises  were  excep- 
tionally good.  The  Senior  play,  "Glo- 
rious Morning,"  was  a  great  inspira- 
tion; the  alumni  program  brought 
back  many  precious  memories  to  for- 
mer students;  the  singing  convention 
was  outstanding;  the  musical  pro- 
grams presented  talent  and  fine  mu- 
sic; and,  of  course,  the  graduation 
exercises  were  the  best  yet,  especially 

The  Lighted  Pathway 


to  those  who  marched  up  the  aisle  for 
the  sheepskin. 

The  enrollment  for  the  summer 
term  is  the  largest  in  the  School's 
history.  Two  hundred  and  thirty-nine 
students  have  registered,  and  they 
seem  to  have  the  same  enthusiasm 
and  Christian  fellowship  that  was 
present  in  the  fall  term. 

Lee  College  is  marching  on  to  bigger 
and  better  things,  for  which  we  hum- 
bly, yet  proudly,  thank  God. 


NOTICE  OF  LEE  COLLEGE  $100 
SCHOLARSHIP  AWARD 

The  Junior  College  Division  of  Lee 
College  is  giving  a  $100  scholarship 
award  to  boys  and  girls  graduating 
from  accredited  high  schools  with  the 
class  scholarship  honor  of  valedictori- 
an or  salutatorian. 

The  rules  for  receiving  this  scholar- 
ship are  as  follows: 

1.  The  applicant  must  be  either  a 
member  of  the  Church  of  God,  or  a 
member  of  a  church  family,  or  other- 
wise acquainted  with  our  Church  so 
that  he  can  be  recommended  to  the 
college  by  local  Church  of  God  pastor. 


2.  The  scholarship  award  is  not 
limited  to  one  person,  but  will  be 
given  to  as  many  qualified  persons  of 
good  Christian  character  as  apply. 

3.  Qualified  young  people  who  are 
high-school  graduates  should  apply 
immediately.  The  award  will  be  given 
upon  receipt  of  all  application  blanks 
properly  filled  for  admission  to  the 
college,  an  official  transcript  from 
your  high  school,  a  statement  from 
your  principal  certifying  that  you 
were  either  valedictorian  or  saluta- 
torian of  your  class,  and  a  certifica- 
tion from  your  local  pastor  that  you 
are  a  person  of  good  character  and 
worthy  of  this  award. 

4.  The  Scholarship  award  will  be 
applied  on  your  freshman  year  at 
Lee  College.  It  will  be  credited  to  your 
tuition  at  the  rate  of  $50  a  semester 
during  the  two  semesters  of  the  fresh- 
man year. 

5.  The  Scholarship  will  apply  to  the 
term  for  which  it  has  been  awarded 
only.  Any  part  of  the  award  which  is 
not  used  during  the  two  consecutive 
semesters  for  which  it  is  awarded  will 
be  forfeited. 


BEFORE    GOD'S    ALL-SEEING    EYE 

John  Wesley  once  said,  "If  you  be- 
lieve that  God  is  about  your  bed,  and 
about  your  path,  and  spieth  out  all 
your  ways,  then  take  care  not  to  do  the 
least  thing,  nor  to  speak  the  least  word, 
nor  to  indulge  the  least  thought,  which 
you  have  reason  to  think  would  offend 
Him.  Suppose  a  messenger  of  God,  an 
angel,  was  now  standing  at  your 
right  hand,  and  fixing  his  eyes  upon 
you,  would  you  not  take  care  to  ab- 
stain from  every  word  or  action  that 
you  knew  would  offend  him?  Yea, 
suppose  one  of  your  mortal  fellow 
servants,  suppose  only  a  holy  man, 
stood  by  you,  would  you  not  be  ex- 
tremely anxious  how  you  conducted 
yourself  both  in  word  and  action? 
How  much  more  cautious  ought  you 
to  be  when  you  know,  not  a  holy  man, 
not  an  angel  of  God,  but  God  Himself, 
the  Holy  One,  is  inspecting  your  heart, 
your  tongue,  your  hand,  every  move- 
ment, and  that  He  Himself  will  surely 
call  you  to  an  account  for  all  you 
think,  speak,  or  act!" 


Northwest  Bible  and  JMusic  Acad* 

Minot,  North  Dakota 

October  17,  1949  to  April  14,  1950 


emy 


REGISTRATION  DAY,  OCTOBER  17 


Courses   offered  in: 
FIRST    YEAR 
Church   History 
Personal  Soul-Winning 
Teacher  Training 
Prophecy   I 
English 
New  Testament 


SECOND    YEAR 

Homiletics 

Prophecy   II 

Bible  Atlas 

Modern  Cults  and  World 

Religions 
Principles  of  Teaching 
General  Epistles 
Philosophy 


THIRD    YEAR 

Pauline  Epistles 
Theology 
Pastoral  Science 
Psychology 
Missions 
Bible  Synthesis 


Registration  Fee 


EXPERT    MUSIC    DEPARTMENT 

Accredited  for  Veterans  G.I.  Bill 

$2.00;  Tuition,  per  month                  $8.00;   Board  and  Room,  per  month 
Total  for  Full  Term $225.00 

GLENN   C.   PETTYJOHN,  Overseer  of   North  and  South  Dakota — Superintendent 


$30.00 
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Don't  Use  Jt  ~-  Zkww  Jt^way 


Strong   men   are   revealed   by   the   sam 
men.    Don't   excuse   yourself — prove   you 

Luke  14:18a,  And  they  all  with  one 
consent  began  to  make  excuse. 

We  are  a  very  practical-minded  peo- 
ple, thinking  that  everything  good 
should  be  used  to  its  fullest  capacity. 
I  suppose  that  is  ordinarily  true,  but 
there  is  at  least  one  good  thing  that 
we  should  steer  away  from.  I  refer  to 
a  good  excuse. 

Every  excuse,  good  or  bad,  is  an 
admission  of  fault,  error  or  omission, 
and  an  attempt  to  justify  ourselves 
in  that  wrong  or  lack  which  we  rec- 
ognize. 

While  we  are  accomplishing  some- 
thing there  is  no  need  to  offer  an  ex- 
cuse about  it.  Did  you  ever  hear  the 
valedictorian  of  a  class  say  that  she 
couldn't  help  making  the  highest 
grades,  that  the  teachers  just  forced 
them  on  her,  that  it  was  not  her  fault 
at  all?  No,  but  you  have  heard  many 
who  failed  a  subject  say  it  was  the 
teacher's  fault. 

Realizing  the  fact,  then,  that  the 
winner  never  needs  an  excuse,  we 
begin  to  recognize  the  fact  that  every 
excuse  is  a  personal  admission  of 
failure.  Then  an  excuse  really  defeats 
its  purpose,  doesn't  it?  We  tell  it  to 
keep  someone  from  thinking  we  have 
failed  and  it  loudly  proclaims  "fail- 
ure." 

To  whom  do  we  offer  excuses?  Sure- 
ly not  to  God — for  the  Bible  teaches, 
explicitly,  that  He  does  not  accept 
them.  See  Luke  16:15;  10:29;  14:16-24. 

To  whom  do  we  offer  them?  Our 
friends?  No,  because  they  know  us  too 
well.  They  can  see  right  through  even 
the  best  excuses  we  can  prepare.  Any- 
way our  friends  love  us  in  spite  of 
our  faults,  so  why  try  to  hide  them! 

Our  enemies?  No,  they  will  think  the 
worst  of  us  anyway,  so  why  give  them 
more  proof  that  we  are  weaklings? 
They  would  be  sure  to  recognize  ex- 
cuses on  sight  because  they  are  also 
well  acquainted  with  them. 

Ourselves?  Now  we  know  we  cannot 
fool  ourselves!  No  need  to  try  to  per- 
suade myself  that  I  am  too  busy  to  do 
that  church  work,  because  I  know  I 
can  do  anything  I  set  my  mind  to 
do.  (For,  God  will  supply  the  neces- 
sary grace.) 


BY  AVIS  SWIGER 

e   adverse   conditions   that   expose   weak 
rself! 

Then  to  tell  the  truth,  there  is  no 
one  I  need  offer  an  excuse  to — none 
will  accept  it.  Even  my  very  best  ex- 
cuses must  go  to  waste! 

When  God  called  Moses  to  return 
to  Egypt  and  demand  the  release 
of  the  Israelites,  Moses  thought  he 
had  a  first-class  excuse.  He  said, 
"They  won't  believe  me."  No  doubt 
he  reminded  God  that  he  had  be- 
longed to  the  household  of  Pharaoh 
while  he  was  in  Egypt  and  therefore 
the  people  would  mistrust  him  and  his 
intentions.  God  refused  to  accept  the 
excuse  and  gave  him  three  signs.  Next, 
Moses  had  another  excuse  ready.  He 
said  he  was  not  eloquent  of  speech,  so 
it  would  be  unwise  for  him  to  try  to 
talk  to  Pharaoh.  Again  God  refused 
to  accept  it  and  Moses  went  on  to  be 
a  very  great  leader — in  spite  of  his 
excuses. 

Peter  utterly  failed  Jesus — even 
after  he  had  been  warned  about  it. 
When  Jesus  sent  a  personal  invitation 
to  Peter  to  meet  Him  in  Galilee,  Peter 
could  have  said,  "It  is  no  use;  I  tried 
before  and  failed,"  but  he  threw  away 
that  excuse  and  became  one  of  the 
greatest  among  the  early  Christians. 

Paul  had  a  "thorn  in  the  flesh," 
had  been  imprisoned,  beaten,  ship- 
wrecked, stoned,  mistreated  by  friends 
and  abused  by  enemies.  Each  of  these 
would  have  been  a  good  excuse  for 
him  to  quit  his  ministry,  but  he 
threw  them  all  away  and  became  the 
great  apostle  to  the  Gentiles. 


John,  on  Patmos,  was  in  a  hopeless 
situation  and  had  good  excuse  for  de- 
spair and  self-pity.  Let  me  warn  you 
that  self-pity  will  defeat  you,  will 
steal  away  your  victory,  John  threw 
away  all  his  excuses  and  contacted 
God. 

Turn  now  from  Bible  characters — 
to  some  of  you  they  do  not  seem  like 
real  people  anyway,  just  characters 
in  a  story — to  the  more  modern 
world  for  some  examples. 

The  late  Franklin  D.  Roosevelt  was 
stricken  in  his  young  manhood  by 
infantile  paralysis.  That  was  an  ex- 
cellent excuse  to  quit  trying  to  make 
a  place  for  himself.  He  refused  to  rest 
on  that  excuse  and  pushed  on  to  be- 
come one  of  the  "strong  men"  of  his 
day. 

Beethoven  the  great  musician  was 
deaf!  No  sound  could  he  hear,  so  how 
could  he  compose  music  to  stir  the 
world? 

Robert  L.  Stevenson  had  tubercu- 
losis. Could  he  not  use  that  as  an  ex- 
cuse to  do  nothing? 

Milton  was  blind  when  he  did  his 
greatest  work! 

Helen  Keller,  both  blind  and  deaf, 
made  a  place  for  herself  in  the 
hearts  of  millions  of  people. 

Young  people,  no  good  excuse  is 
worth  using  for  it  will  keep  you  from 
accomplishing  what  you  have  the 
ability  to  do.  If  you  want  to  be  God's 
man  or  woman — do  not  use  excuses — 
throw  them  away  and  attempt  any- 
thing that  comes  your  way.  Remember 
Phil.  4:13,  /  can  do  all  things  through 
Christ  which  strengthened  me. 


•mm** 


IT'S  EASY  TO  QUIT 

It  is  easy  to  quit.  Anyone  can  say, 
"The  hill  is  too  high,"  or  "It's  too  far  away." 
Anyone  can  say,  "I'm  too  tired  to  keep  on," 
And  stop  halfway  there.  But  don't  be  that  one. 

Whenever  life  gives  you  a  task  hard  to  do 

Don't  stop  in  the  middle,  but  see  the  thing  through. 

It  is  easy  to  Quit.  Anyone  can  explain 

To  himself  and  his  friends  why  the  struggle  ivas  vain. 

It  doesn't  take  brains,  when  you  start  cutting  loose 
From  the  difficult  task,  to  think  up  an  excuse. 
There  is  always  a  plausible,  soothsaying  excuse 
On  the  tongue  of  the  chap  ivho  says  "It's  no  use." 
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BOOK    RE  VIE  W  S 

All  books  reviewed  can  be  purchased  from 
the  Church  of  God  Publishing  House,  2502 
Montgomery  Avenue,  Cleveland,  Tenn. 


WITHERING  GRASS,  by  Bernard  Palmer,  175 
pages,  hard  covers,  Van  Kampen  Press,  $2.00 
To  be  surpassed  in  every  endeavor  by  a 
younger  brother,  to  always  fade  into  obscurity 
beside  him — must  this  be  the  inevitable  re- 
ward for  Ernie's  sincere  convictions,  his  non- 
tiring   efforts? 

When  it  followed  that  both  the  Henning 
brothers  pledged  themselves  to  the  all-Impor- 
tant mission  of  proclaiming  the  message  of 
Christ,  and  that  same  glaring  eminence  of  the 
one  persisted  in  casting  its  shadow  over  the 
less  glowing  accomplishments  of  the  other, 
it  became  Increasingly  difficult  for  Ernie  to 
suppress  a  bit  of  envy.  How  this  tinge  of 
jealousy  colored  his  entire  ministry  makes 
an   absorbing   story    for    the    young    folk. 

Author  Palmer's  book  is  basically  good.  The 
serious  vein  in  which  it  is  written  does  not 
lessen  its  emotional  appeal,  but  rather  height- 
ens its  significance  by  placing  special  em- 
phasis on  the  larger,  eternal  values.  And,  in 
finality,  the  reader  cannot  escape  the  fact 
that  man's  days  on  earth  are  but  as  grass, 
withering    grass. — E.   H. 

— o — 
MY    NOTES    FOR    ADDRESSES    AT    FUNERAL 
OCCASIONS,  by  W.  P.  Van   Wyk,   140  pages, 

cloth  bound,  Baker $1.50 

There  are  few  ministers  who  are  never  at  a 
loss  for  fresh  funeral  sermon  material;  most 
are  often  embarrassed  because  of  the  neces- 
sity of  repetition.  The  sorrow  that  creates  the 
need  for  such  sermons  also  thrusts  upon  the 
pastor  other  responsibilities  and  work  that 
forbid  adequate  time  for  preparation  for  the 
sermon.  For  these  reasons  It  is  a  comfort  to 
a  pastor  to  have  assistance  such  as  this  book 
supplies.  It  is  one  of  the  best  collections  of 
notes  and  outlines  and  other  materials  for 
funerals  that  I  have  had  the  pleasure  of  see- 
ing. 

I  deem  it  advisable  under  no  conditions  for 
one  minister  to  reduce  his  own  pulpit  powers 
by  lazily  resorting  to  other  men's  sermons  and 
sermon  outlines,  and  attempting  to  preach 
them  outright,  or  even  to  imitate  them.  The 
chief  value  of  this  excellent  volume  is  not 
that  It  does  the  pastor's  work  for  him,  but 
that  it  is  such  a  fountain  of  materials  that 
it  can  assist  in  creating  a  reservoir  of  inspira- 
tion within  the  pastor's  mind  and  heart.  Thus 
enriched,  he  becomes  a  more  capable  funeral 
preacher. 

The  notes  are  purely  Biblical  in  content  and 
well  presented,  making  it  a  rewarding  volume. 

— o — 
YOUTH  SPEAKS,  compiled  by  Charles  Well- 
born, 111  pages,  cloth  bound,  Broadman,  $1.50 
One  of  the  most  striking  qualities  of  this 
book  is  its  vigor  and  earnestness.  One  sermon 
each,  by  ten  youthful  preachers,  of  the  Youth 
Revival  in  Texas,  are  brought  together  in  an 
unusually  refreshing  volume.  Since  the  preach- 
ers are  all  young  men,  their  works  naturally 
are  not  the  finished  products  of  older,  more 
experienced    ministers. 


What  the  sermons  lack,  however,  in  polish 
and  form  and  organization  they  make  up  in 
impassioned  eloquence,  undeniable  sincerity, 
zeal  and  ardor.  I  do  not  mean  to  imply  that 
the  sermons  lack  intelligence,  or  that  they 
possess  anything  that  resembles  ranting.  They 
do  neither;  they  are  simply  good  sermons  by 
ten  earnest  young  Christians,  directed  toward 
other  young  people  in  welcome  evangelistic 
fervor,  in  the  cause  of  winning  youth  for  the 
Master.  Any  boy  or  girl  who  reads  the  book 
can  well  be  touched  and  inspired  by  its  words 
and  testimonies  to  the  point  of  beginning  or 
improving  his  personal  relationship  with 
Christ. 

— o — 
THE    HAUNTED    HOUSE    AT    SUGAR    CREEK, 
by    Paul    Hutchens,    76    pages,    hard    covers, 

Van  Kampen $1.00 

Paul  Hutchens  has  presented  us  another,  the 
fifth,  enjoyable  book  in  his  Sugar  Creek  Gang 
Series.  Cleverly  blended  into  the  story  are 
gems  of  truth  that  will  be  sure  to  take  root 
in  the  heart  of  the  observing  young  reader. 

As  the  title  suggests,  the  book  is  one  of 
suspense  and  excitement.  Young  Bill  Collins 
tells  the  adventures  of  himself  and  his  five 
pals.  Together  the  six  typical  country  boys 
enjoy  exploring  a  haunted  house,  coon  hunt- 
ing, and  many  other  things  which  are  char- 
acteristic of  healthy,  inquisitive  youngsters. — 
C.   C.   H. 

— o — 
THE    LIFE    AND    TEACHINGS    OF    CHRIST,    by 
W.    O.    H.    Garmon,    152    pages,    cloth    bound, 

Union   Gospel  Press $1.50 

This  book  is  an  excellent  aid  in  the  study 
of  the  life  of  Christ,  dealing  not  so  much  with 
His  history  as  it  does  with  His  gospel.  The 
author's  chief  references  are  always  the  books 
of  Matthew,  Mark,  Luke  and  John;  although 
he  has  referred  to  various  scholars  of  the  life 
of  Christ,  when  doing  so  will  throw  added  light 
upon  the  subject  at  hand.  The  book  is  fun- 
damental and  deals  with  the  great  themes  of 
His   life. 

The  life  of  Christ  is  divided  into  nine  parts, 
from  His  birth  in  Bethlehem  to  His  Chris- 
tophanies,  and  ascension  into  heaven.  The  ar- 
rangement of  the  material  makes  it  a  suit- 
able volume  for  a  textbook,  or  for  study  in  the 
home. 

— o — 
LET  ME  COMMEND,  by  W.  E.  Sangst-er,  150 
pages,  cloth  bound,  Abingdon-Cokesbury,  $1.75 
One  of  the  most  heartening  trends  in  pres- 
ent-day publishing  is  the  increasing  empha- 
sis on  Christian  evangelism.  This  is  one  of 
the  better  books  to  appear  on  that  subject, 
being  the  "Sam  P.  Jones  Lectures"  at  Emory 
University,  by  a  noted  English  pastor. 

Dr.  Sangster  takes  the  title  of  his  book  from 
words  of  Charles  Wesley,  "O  let  me  commend 
my  Saviour  to  you."  The  book  actually  sparkles 
with  sage  counsel  and  urgent  proddings.  It  is 
no  weak  effort  to  modify  the  word  evangelism, 
but  it  is  an  honest  reminder  to  Christians  of 
what  evangelism  really  is. 

"It  is  not  Christian  education,  or  the  deep- 
ening of  the  spiritual  life,  or  the  quest  of 
sanctification,  or  the  outworking  of  the  Chris- 
tian ethic  in  the  social  order,  though  it  will 
relate  itself  to  all  of  these;  it  is  the  sheer 
work  of  the  herald  who  goes  in  the  name  of 
the  King  to  the  people  who,  either  openly  or 
by  their  indifference,  deny  their  allegiance  to 
their  rightful  Lord.  He  blows  the  trumpet  and 
demands  to  be  heard.  He  tells  the  people  in 
plain  words  the  melting  clemency  of  their 
offended  King  and  the  things  which  belong 
to  their  peace." 
It  is  a  delight  to   read   the   book   and   faith 


in,  and  practice  of  its  message  will  be  health- 
ful for  the  Christian  as  an  individual  and  as 
a  part  of  the  corporate  church. 

BARNES'   NOTES    ON   MATTHEW    AND   MARK, 

edited    by    Robert    Frew,    D.  D.,    400    pages, 

cloth  bound,  Baker $3.00 

Baker  Book  House  is  due  our  compliments 
for  bringing  BARNES'  NOTES  back  into  print 
This  is  the  first  volume  of  what  will  be  an 
eleven-volume  set,  which  is  to  be  published  in 
an  attractive,  uniform  binding. 

Dr.  Barnes'  notes  on  the  New  Testament 
are  distinctive  for  their  kind  treatment  of  the 
Word  of  God.  They  have  been  a  favorite  of 
ministers  and  Bible  students  since  1832,  when 
they  were  first  published.  This  attractive  new 
edition  will  be  welcomed  by  all  who  are  ac- 
quainted with  its  rich,  plausible  contents. 
The  author  was  gifted  with  an  unusual  ability 
to  understand  the  Scriptures'  spiritual  im- 
port; he  was  ever  the  faithful  scholar  and  de- 
fender of  the  faith.  This  does  not  mean  that 
there  is  nothing  with  which  you  will  disagree 
as  with  all  commentaries,  you  will  not  see  eye- 
to-eye  with  all  his  interpretations — but  you 
will  be  helped  and  blessed.  It  is  an  admirable 
work,  which  we  feel  deserves,  and  will  receive, 
a  wide,  warm  reception. 

— o — 
JAN'S  VICTORY,  by  Betty  Morgan  Bowen,  169 
pages,    cloth    bound,    Longmans,    Green    and 

Company $2.25 

As  if  to  complete  the  damage  already  ef- 
fected by  merciless  bombs,  the  battered  dikes 
released  the  sea,  in  all  its  fury,  to  flood  the 
little  island  of  Walcheren.  With  scarcely  an 
alternative,  and  no  time  for  deliberation,  the 
Maartens  were  forced  to  abandon  their  rightful 
estate.  Linden  Hoeve,  and  seek  refuge  else- 
where. 

Neither  distance  nor  time  could  erase  the 
horror  of  those  experiences.  Now,  after  two 
years,  Jan  is  reliving  them.  Above  all  is  the 
harassing  memory  of  his  father's  noble  life 
sacrificed  in  an  effort  to  save  a  man  now 
tagged  by  society  as  traitor  to  friend  and  coun- 
try. The  huge  task  of  reconstructing  the  house 
and  reclaiming  the  soil  to  productivity  offers 
less  complication  to  Jan  than  his  struggle 
with  a  growing  bitterness,  nurtured  by  the 
thought  of  such  injustice,  which  all  but  suc- 
ceeds in  alienating  him  from  those  he  loves. 
Revolving  around  a  Dutch  family,  caught  in 
the  aftermath  of  World  War  II,  this  book  pre- 
sents a  sharp  analysis  of  clashing  human  emo- 
tions. Yet,  here  and  there,  flashes  of  humor 
relieve  the  grave  sensitivity  that  permeates  the 
story,  one  which  has  obvious  parallels  in  recent 
events. — E.  H. 

— o — 
AROUND    THE    WORLD    WITH    THE    GOSPEL 
LIGHT,    by    J.    H.    Ingram,    132    pages,    hard 
covers,    Church    of    God       ....       $1.00 
The    author,    who    is    a    missionary,    writer, 
lecturer,  and  world-traveler,  gives  a  brief  his- 
tory of  his  life,   which  relates  varied  and  in- 
teresting   experiences.    Many     subjects     which 
have  to  do  with  the  spiritual  and  social  order, 
geography,    history,    geology,    and    general    sci- 
ence, are  dealt  with  under  the  focus  of  "The 
Gospel   Light." 

The  events  chiefly  recorded  in  these  writings 
cover  a  period  of  thirty-one  years,  during 
which  time  the  writer  has  traveled  over  a 
large  part  of  the  world,  having  visited  forty- 
five  states  and  forty  foreign  countries  and 
colonies.  The  last  eighteen  years  were  spent 
in  home  and  foreign  mission  work  which  was 
brought  to  a  climax  in  1936  by  a  complete 
globe-circling  tour,  during  which  time  he 
visited  thirty-one  countries.  The  book  con- 
tains more  than  one  hundred  illustrations,  in- 
cluding a  map  of  the  world. 
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(Continued  from  page  6) 
tributed.  Several  months  in  succession 
it  took  more  than  80,000  to  meet  the 
demand,  and  one  month  at  least  100,- 
000  were  printed. 

It  has  been  a  real  home  paper  for 
multitudes  of  boys  and  girls,  both  in- 
side and  out  the  Church.  Scores  of 
people  outside  the  Church  of  God 
prize  the  paper  very  highly  and  feel 
it  is  an  asset  to  any  home  to  have  a 
copy  on  their  library  table  for  their 
children  to  read.  There  is  such  a  con- 
trast between  it  and  the  novels  and 
comic  books  and  papers  that  are  so 
prevalent  in  the  homes  and  play  such 
an  important  part  in  the  lives  of 
many  of  our  young  people.  Its  influ- 
ence is  of  untold  value  upon  the  life 
of  any  child  or  young  person.  There 
is  a  great  possibility  of  its  influencing 
a  young  person's  life  until  it  will 
change  him  completely,  both  morally 
and  spiritually.  Its  pages  are  a  lamp 
unto  our  feet  and  a  light  unto  our 
pathway.  It  should  be  in  every  Amer- 
ican home.  It  should  be  boosted  by 
every  old  person  as  well  as  every  young 
person  in  the  Movement.  It  is  a  paper 
of  which  no  one  needs  to  be  ashamed. 
You  may  consider  it  an  honor  to  have 
the  privilege  of  introducing  such  a 
paper  into  the  home  of  any  family, 
regardless  of  the  organization  to 
which  they  belong.  It  is  a  paper  which 
any  father,  even  though  he  be  a  sin- 
ner, should  appreciate  being  read  by 
his  children.  There  is  no  other  like  it. 
Let's  spread  the  gospel  through  The 
LIGHTED   PATHWAY! 


ANSWER  TO  CROSSWORD 
PUZZLE 


HELPS  FOR  TEMPTED  AND  TRIED 

(Continued  from  page  ID 

sunset  radiance  that  he  had  an  ink- 
well built  into  his  walking  cane  so 
that  he  could  stop  and  record  his 
thoughts.  At  eighty-seven  we  find  him 
publishing  his  ODYSSEY  and  at 
eighty-eight  his  ILIAD. 

Titian,  a  victim  of  the  plague,  leaves 
the  common  scene  of  life  at  ninety- 
nine,  he  being  nine  score  years  when 
he  painted  "Christ  Crowned  with 
Thorns."  Verdi  was  eighty-five  when 
he  wrote  "Ave  Maria,"  and  John 
Wesley  at  eighty-five  was  still  travel- 
ling with  saddlebags  preaching  every- 
where the  eternal  verities.  Tennyson 
at  eighty-three  was  writing  "Crossing 
the  Bar." 

Life's  adventurous  sunset  years  with 
their  whispered  secrets  make  glad  the 
joy  of  life.  You  may  not  yet  be  one 
hundred  and  one,  but  if  you  are  living 
in  the  luminous  eventide  of  life,  may 
yours  be  a  glorious  afterglow  of  faitn, 
a  faith  which  passes  from  the  beauty 
of  the  twilight  to  the  radiance  of  the 
dawn. 

Thus  with   seventy-year-old  Robert 
Browning  we  say: 
"Grow  old  along  with  me, 
The  best  is  yet  to  be. 
The  last  of  life,  for  ichich  the  first  was 

made; 
Our  times  are  in  His  hand, 
Who  saith,  'A  whole  I  planned: 
Youth  sees  but  half;  trust  God:  see  all, 

nor  be  afraid.'  " 
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WHAT  IS  HIS  NAME? 
Answer:    Rev.   R.   R.   Walker 


THE  CRIME  OF  UNCONCERN 

"No  man  cared  for  my  soul" 
Ps.  142:4 

Ever  since  Cain  tried  to  shirk  his 
responsibility  by  exclaiming:  "Am  I 
my  brother's  keeper?"  men  have  been 
guilty    everywhere    of   unconcern. 

Some  years  ago  a  well-known 
Christian  was  stopped  on  the  street 
by  a  friend  with  the  question:  "Mr. 
R.,  how  long  have  we  known  each 
other?" 

"About  fifteen  years,"  was  the  re- 
ply. 

"You  claim  to  be  a  Christian?" 

"Yes." 

"Well,  do  you  believe  I  must  accept 
Christ  if  I  am  to  be  saved?" 

"Why,   certainly!" 

"Pardon  me,  I  do  not  wish  to  hurt 
you,  but  I  do  not  believe  it.  Through 
these  years  we  have  discussed  all  sorts 
of  topics,  yet  you  have  never  uttered 
one  word  to  indicate  to  me  that  you 
cared  for  my  soul.  If  you  had  cared 
you  surely  would  have  spoken." 

Every  Christian  should  read  Ezekiel 
33:1-9,  and  take  it  as  a  personal  mes- 
sage from  God. 

The  soul  that  has  not  come  in 
touch  with  God  is  lost.  It  is  without 
hope  and  without  excuse.  The  natural 
man  is  lost  and  needs  a  Guide.  He  is 
sin-sick  and  needs  a  Physician.  He  is 
a  slave  to  sin  and  needs  a  Redeemer. 
He  is  tempted  and  needs  a  Helper.  He 
is  condemned  now  and  needs  a  De- 
liverer. 

If  we  are  to  be  successful  soul  win- 
ners we  must  believe  that  there  is 
something  to  save  men  from,  as  well 
as  something  to  save  them  to.  Listen! 


"Let  him  know,  that  he  which  con- 
verteth  the  sinner  from  the  error  of 
his  way  shall  save  a  soul  from  death, 
and  shall  hide  a  multitude  of  sins." 
Those  three  words,  "save,"  "soul," 
"death,"  should  be  seriously  consid- 
ered. Who  can  estimate  the  value  of 
one  soul?  Who  can  picture  the  aw- 
fulness  of  the  full  meaning  of  the 
word  "death"? 

When  we  sit  down  beside  another 
and  tell  him  of  Jesus  and  see  him 
surrender  to  Him,  we  have  been  used 
"to  save  a  soul  from  death."  A  whole 
township  of  men  worked  all  night 
in  relays  to  save  one  man  from  phy- 
sical death.  How  many  nights  have 
we  spent  in  trying  to  win  souls  for 
the  Master?  There  they  are.  the 
unsaved — in  our  homes,  in  our 
churches,  outside  on  the  streets — ev- 
erywhere, young  and  old,  and  they  do 
not  know  Jesus.  Shall  we  go  out  and 
bring  them  in?  It  may  take  more  than 
one  person  to  do  the  work.  It  took 
four  to  bring  the  man  sick  with  palsy 
to  Jesus.  They  could  not  heal  him 
but  they  could  do  their  part — bring 
their  friend'    to  Jesus. 

One  day  as  Jesus  came  to  a  certain 
place,  the  people  heard  He  was  com- 
ing. The  strong,  healthy  men  went 
out  and  brought  all  the  sick  of  that 
region,  placed  them  before  Jesus, 
and  He  healed  them  all.  If  these  men 
who  were  strong  and  well  had  neg- 
lected to  bring  the  sick  ones  to  Jesus 
that  day,  when  He  was  passing  that 
way,  they  would  have  always  re- 
proached themselves  and  have  been 
everlastingly  ashamed.  Jesus  is  pass- 
ing by  today;  should  not  every  Chris- 
tian seek  out  the  sin-sick  and  bring 
them  to  Him? 

Men  are  dying  everywhere  without 
Christ.  The  obligation  to  reach  them 
rests  with  equal  weight  upon  every 
confessed  follower  of  Christ.  Failure 
to  act  is  disloyalty  to  our  Master.  He 
is  counting  on  us.  Shall  we  fail  to 
give  the  warning  and  point  them  to 
the  way  of  life? 


PLANNING 

Ethel   Hope   Hodson 

It's  all   right  to  plan  future  things 

To  do  in  a  splendid   way; 
But,    since    the     present    its    task     brings. 

Just  what  about  today? 

It's  all   right  to  plan  future   needs 

In  wonderful  array; 
But,  since  each    minute   has   its    needs 

Just    what   about    today? 

It's    all    right    in    your    future    hopes 

To  let  the  good  hold  sway; 
But,    since    with    problems    this    hour    copes, 

Just  what  about  today? 
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9  Our  calendar  is  steeped  in  religion.  In  fact,  every  time 
you  write  the  date  you  refer  to  some  religious  personality, 
or  some  heavenly  body  that  has  been  in  time  past  an 
object  of  worship.  The  development  of  the  calendar  was 
a  slow  process  that  was  handed  down  from  one  race  to 
another  until  we  have  it  in  its  present  form  today. 
Naturally  the  religious  or  the  various  nations  would  slow- 
ly become  fixed  in  the  annual  record  of  days. 

The  names  of  the  days  of  our  weeks  were  taken  from 
the  religion  of  the  old  Anglo-Saxons.  They  designated 
each  of  these  days  as  the  day  of  one  of  their  gods:  Sun- 
day means  the  Sun's  day;  Monday,  the  Moon's  day;  Tues- 
day, Tiw's  day;  Wednesday,  Woden's  day;  Thursday,  Thor's 
day;  Friday,  Frigga's  day;  Saturday,  Saturn's  day.  These 
three  heavenly  bodies,  three  gods  and  one  goddess  were 
naturally  important  to  the  Anglo-Saxon  worship. 

The  names  of  our  months  are  of  Latin  origin,  and  six  of 
them  definitely  have  a  religious  significance,  and  still  a 
seventh  is  considered  by  many  to  be  named  after  a 
goddess.  January  is  named  for  Janus;  February  is  named 
for  the  Feast  of  Purification  that  was  observed  on  the 
fifteenth  of  that  month;  March  is  named  for  Mars,  the 
god  of  war;  originally  May  referred  to  a  phase  of  the 
worship  of  Jupiter;  July  was  named  after  Julius  Caesar, 
who  became  a  god  in  the  Roman  religion;  August  is 
named  for  Augustus  Caesar,  who  likewise  was  deified  in 
the  Roman  religion.  Many  think  that  June  was  named 
for  Juno,  a  Latin  goddess,  but  that  is  not  definitely  known. 

Of  course,  we  know  that  our  years  are  reckoned  from 
the  time  of  Christ,  the  number  of  the  year  being  approxi- 
mately the  number  of  years  since  His  birth.  The  abbrevi- 
ation A.  D.  stands  for  Anno  Domini,  or  the  year  of  our 
Lord.  Here  is  the  confusion  of  religions  which  our  calendar 
has  brought  about:  Wednesday,  August  17,  1949,  is  actually 
"Woden's  third  day  in  Augustus  Caesar's  month  in  Jesus 
Christ's  1949th  year."  It  appears  that  someone  in  time 
past  has  been  afraid  of  offending  some  religion  through 
the  sin  of  omission!  The  irony  is  that  the  Son  of  God,  the 
Father  of  Eternity  has  been  used  in  cooperation  with 
pagan  gods  in  the  divisions  of  time. 

e  More  than  twenty-five  million  Bibles  have  been  dis- 
tributed throughout  the  world  during  the  past  twenty- 
five  years,  which  means  that  the  Bible  has  today  a  cir- 
culation of  more  than  one  million  new  copies  each  year. 
Despite  this  tremendous  circulation  there  are  more  than 
seven  million  families  in  the  United  States  who  do  not 
own  a  copy  of  the  Bible.  These  are  not  the  homes  of  infi- 
dels (they  have  Bibles!)  but  the  homes  of  those  who  claim 
to  believe  in  God  and  to  respect  His  Word. 


•  It  was  Voltaire,  French  philosopher  and  encyclopedist, 
who  made  the  brash  statement  that  one  hundred  years 
from  his  lifetime  the  Bible  would  have  become  a  book  of 
the  past.  More  Bibles  are  published  in  one  single  year 
than  were  in  existence  at  the  time  of  the  statement.  It 
was  this  same  Voltaire  who  said,  "You  must  have  the  devil 
in  you  to  succeed  in  any  of  the  arts."  It  requires  ninety- 
nine  volumes  to  contain  all  the  writings  of  this  vicious 
atheist.  He  was  a  prolific  literary  genius,  goaded  by  an 
uncurbed  hatred  of  God. 

•  De  Maistre  described  Voltaire  as  a  man  "into  whose 
hands  hell  had  given  all  its  powers."  Contemporary  Will 
Durant,  in  The  Story  of  Philosophy,  said,  "Italy  had  a 
Renaissance  and  Germany  had  a  Reformation,  but  France 
had  Voltaire;  he  was  for  his  country  both  Renaissance  and 
Reformation  and  half  the  Revolution." 

•  The  Bible  has  been  translated  into  185  languages. 
Parts  of  it  have  been  translated  into  1,068  languages.  No 
other  book  has  ever  shared  this  world-wide  reception 
and  no  other  book  has  ever  been  made  so  accessible  to  all 
men  regardless  of  their  language  and  dialect.  Yet  there 
are  thousands  upon  thousands  of  people  throughout  the 
world  who  have  not  yet  had  the  opportunity  of  owning 
the  Word  of  God,  or  hearing  the  name  of  Christ. 

•  "Knowledge  is,  indeed,  that  which,  next  to  virtue,  truly 
and  essentially  raises  one  man  above  another." — Addison. 

•  "When  you  know  a  thing,  to  hold  that  you  know  it; 
and  when  you  do  not  know  a  thing,  to  allow  that  you  do 
not  know  it;   this  is  wisdom." — Confucius. 

•  "An  humble  knowledge  of  thyself  is  a  surer  way  to 
God  than  a  deep  search  after  knowledge."  —  Thomas  a 
Kempis. 

o  From  many  standpoints  the  Bible  looks  at  our  spirit- 
ual life.  Sometimes  it  is  as  a  life  of  faith,  again  as  a  life 
of  holiness,  evermore  as  a  life  of  service  .  .  .  but  the 
highest  and  divinest  view  of  it  is  a  life  of  love.  .  .  .  The 
Forty-fifth  Psalm  is  David's  song  of  heavenly  love  and  the 
divine  Lover,  and  its  tender  call  has  reached  many  a 
Christian  heart.— A.  B.  Simpson. 

•  From  the  sacred  source  of  creation — love  and  fellow- 
ship shines  supreme  on  the  earth. 

•  Life's  goodness  and  happiness  is  the  one  thing  worth 
while. 
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Don't  Fail  to   Read 

THE  DREAMER  DREAMS 

By  Dorothy  Poteat 

In  the  October  issue  of 
The   Lighted   Pathway 


The  Hall  of  Fame  for  Great  Americans  is 
located  on  the  campus  of  New  York  Uni- 
versity and  contains  the  busts  of  seventy- 
five  great  Americans.  In  the  section  of 
the  open-air  colonnade  pictured  on  our  cover 
page,  we  see  busts  of  seven  of  these  famous 
persons.  Reading  from  left  to  right,  they 
are:  William  Ellery  Channing,  clergyman; 
Henry  Ward  Beecher,  clergyman;  Phillips 
Brooks,  clergyman;  Roger  Williams,  clergy- 
man and  colonizer;  Emma  Willard,  educator, 
Booker  T.  Washington,  educator;  and  on  the 
extreme  right  of  the  colonnade,  Horace 
Mann,  educator.  Each  of  these  persons  has 
been  of  inestimable  value  to  our  country 
and  the  cause  of  Christ.  They  make  a  proper 
cover  picture  for  our  "Back-to-School  Issue." 
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INFLUENCE 


OTHING  IS  MORE  PRECIOUS  TO  THE  CHRISTIAN 
than  his  influence.  The  word  "influence"  itself  comes 
from  two  Latin  root  terms,  in,  meaning  "in";  and  fluere, 
meaning  "to  flow."  The  word  "influence"  means,  literally, 
then,  "to  flow  in";  therefore,  our  personal  influence  is 
what  we  cause  to  flow  into  someone  else. 

If  I  cause  to  flow  into  someone  else  a  spirit  of  fear,  then 
I  have  influenced  him  to  fear;  if  my  calmness  causes'  to 
flow  into  his  heart  and  mind  a  like  calmness  and  trust- 
fulness, then  I  have  influenced  him  to  a  greater  measure 
of  trust  and  confidence.  When  we  begin  to  realize  that 
our  influence  is  actually  what  we,  with  our  words  or  ac- 
tions, or  attitudes,  cause  to  enter  our  companions'  minds, 
we  also  begin  to  realize  that  influence  is  two-edged — it  can 
help  or  hurt,  it  can  build  up  or  tear  down,  it  can  be  good 
or  bad.  Since  all  of  us  affect,  to  some  degree,  those  with 
whom  we  associate,  we  all  have  some  sort  of  influence — • 
some  good  and  some  bad.  To  an  extent,  everything  you 
do  influences  someone. 

There  are  many  things  to  consider  when  we  become 
aware  that  we  are  either  directly  or  indirectly  causing 
those  about  us  to  be  either  better  or  worse  people.  Do  our 
sloven  Christian  habits  fill  them  with  a  spirit  of  care- 
lessness that  fosters  lukewarm  Christianity?  Or,  do  our 
consistent  Christian  habits  inspire  our  friends  to  be  bet- 
ter Christians?  Remember  this,  one  way  or  the  other  you 
and  I  are  influencing  those  about  us. 

I  like  to  see  a  person  whose  home  life  has  been  such 
that  his  children,  or  his  wife,  or  his  parents  are  influenced 
to  a  better  life  by  him;  they  are  built  up  somehow  by  his 
actions  and  words. 

One  man  we  hear  very  little  about  is  Andrew,  a  man 
whose  influence  in  his  home  was  tremendous,  for  when 
he  met  the  Lord  he  came  to  his  brother  Peter  with  the 
message  that  he  had  found  the  Saviour — and  Peter  lis- 
tened to  him  and  went  with  him.  All  Andrew  had  to  do 
was  speak  to  his  brother,  and  there  flowed  into  Peter  a 
desire  to  find  the  Lord.  This  would  not  have  been  the  case 
if  Andrew  had  constantly  joked  and  teased,  or  tricked  and 
deceived  the  members  of  his  family.  Andrew  had  built  up 
a  great  influence  in  the  home  circle.  Does  your  family  de- 
sire to  have  religion  like  yours,  or  does  your  home  in- 
fluence make  your  religion  undesirable  to  them?  You  are 
either  pulling  them  toward  God  or  away  from  God. 

Timothy  became  one  of  the  great  figures  of  the  New 
Testament  because  someone  had  lived  a  life  that  influ- 
enced him  for  the  good.  In  2  Timothy  1:5,  Paul  supposes 
that  Timothy's  great  faith  was  inspired  by  the  faith  of 
his  mother  and  his  grandmother. 

There  is  another  case  of  influence  in  the  Bible,  however, 
that  is  not  quite  as  pleasant  as  this,  and  that  was  the 
influence  of  Lot.  Lot  had  a  bad  influence,  for  his  words 
of  warning  prompted  laughter  and  derision  among  his 
children  instead  of  obedience  and  respect.  The  price  of 
his  bad  influence  was  that  some  of  his  children  were 
destroyed  in  the  destruction  of  Sodom.  If  our  message  is 


to  be  of  value,  then  we  must  guard  our  influence  with  dil- 
igence even  in  the  home. 

Your  influence  needs  to  be  good  in  the  church.  It  is  not 
the  man  who  appears  to  be  the  greatest  Christian  to  the 
onlooker  who  has  the  greatest  influence  in  the  group,  but 
there  are  hidden  in  every  congregation  little  seeds  of  spir- 
itual influence  without  which  no  church  could  thrive  or 
grow.  Perhaps  you  personally  know  many  who  are  not  the 
most  outstanding  workers,  and  who  are  not  the  most  con- 
spicuous persons  in  the  group,  yet  many  people  lean  up- 
on them  for  strength  and  guidance.  What  about  the  group 
with  which  you  associate  in  your  church?  Are  they  really 
your  ideal  Christians?  If  not,  an  increased  spiritual  life 
in  you  would  perhaps  make  them  better  Christians',  and 
it  may  be  that  it  is  your  carelessness  which  helps  make 
them  careless  now. 

God  needs  your  influence  for  Him  at  your  work  or  in 
your  school.  Do  those  among  whom  you  work  or  study  see 
in  you  those  qualities  that  inspire  them  to  be  better  per- 
sons, or  does  your  careless  life  influence  them  to  disdain 
or  scorn  the  holy  name  of  Christ?  Naturally,  they  observe 
your  demeanor  under  strain  or  duress;  they  observe 
whether  or  not  you  do  your  portion  of  the  work; 
they  observe  your  fairness  in  dealing  with  your  com- 
panions; they  observe  your  sincerity  and  sobriety  con- 
cerning sacred  things.  You  must  realize  that,  as  a  Chris- 
tian, you  are  watched  closely  by  those  who  will  never 
know  any  more  about  Christianity  than  they  see  in  you. 
How  do  you  influence  their  understanding  of  our  high 
cause  and  calling? 

You  also  have  some  sort  of  influence  in  your  community. 
Your  neighbors  consider  you  a  good  neighbor,  or  a  bad 
neighbor.  Remember  how  Christ  stressed  the  importance 
of  neighborliness,  and  mark  carefully  that  every  good 
Christian  is  also  a  good  neighbor.  We  must  not  allow  the 
unsaved  people  in  our  communities  to  do  more  to  relieve 
distress  and  to  lend  a  helping  hand  than  we  do.  We  must 
lead  the  way  to  peace  —  quarrelling  across  the  street  or 
over  the  back  fence  will  kill  any  influence  for  good  you 
might  have  ever  had. 

Influence  is  such  a  tremendous  element  that  people  you 
may  never  see  can  be  wonderfully  or  tragically  influenced 
by  you.  Peter  the  apostle  had  such  a  reputation  for  god- 
liness that  even  his  shadow  caused  faith  to  flow  into  the 
hearts  of  those  upon  whom  the  shadow  fell — and  they  who 
were  afflicted  were  healed!  Among  the  most  precious 
portions  of  the  New  Testament  is  Paul's  reminding  the 
various  congregations  that  others  had  heard  of  them,  and 
were  influenced  by  them.  If  you  will  dare  to  be  a  truly 
consecrated  person,  there  will  emanate  from  you  such 
sweet  influences  that  the  cause  of  Christ  will  be  forwarded 
by  your  life,  even  though  you  are  not  aware  of  it.  The 
mere  mention  of  your  name  in  distant  conversations  will 
help  others  if  you  will  live  a  life  that  influences  such 
confidence.  Others  will  try  to  determine  what  you  would 
do  under  certain  conditions,  and  will  pattern  their  lives 
after  that,  even  though  you  may  never  hear  about  it.  Your 
influence  can  and  will  go  places  that  you  may  never  per- 
sonally see — if  you  will  become  a  good  influence. 

Understanding  what  influence  means  and  is,  we  should 
protect  our  good  influence  as  we  would  our  greatest  treas- 
ure— it  is  just  that — for  when  we  lose  our  good  influence, 
we  come  into  the  possession  of  a  bad  influence.  But  this  is 
certain,  your  life  and  my  life  cause  good  or  ill  to  flow 
into  the  hearts  and  minds  of  many  of  those  about  us. 


September,  1949 
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"Now  go,  and  never  let  me  hear  you  speak 
of  this   again." 
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by  LULA  HUDSON 

Illustrated    by    CHLOE    STEWART 
Part  One 


^  Torn  between  a  father's 
wrath,  a  sweetheart's  love, 
and  the  call  of  God,  La  Dale 
leaves  her  beloved  Mimosa 
Island  to  prepare  for  her 
God-given   task.  ^ 


AN    ORIGINAL    STORY,     WRITTEN    EXPRESSLY    FOR 

THE   LIGHTED    PATHWAY. 


"But  La  Dale,  you  can't  leave.  We 
need  you.  What  will  Mimosa  Island 
do  without  you?  What  shall  I  do?" 

These  words  came  uncontrolled 
from  Gil's  lips  when  La  Dale  told  him 
she  was  leaving  the  island  to  go  and 
work  for  God. 

La  Dale  knew  it  would  be  difficult 
to  help  Gil  understand,  but  she  broke 
the  news  as  gently  as  she  could.  He 
was  such  a  fine  person  and  she  felt 
she  just  couldn't  hurt  him.  "Lord, 
please  help  him,"  she  silently  prayed 
as  they  walked  home  together  after 
church. 

It  was  a  beautiful  night  and  the 
path  that  they  took  led  them  along 
the  beach  beside  the  rolling  waters 
of  the  Atlantic.  The  moon  made  a 
silver  path  on  the  breast  of  the  blue 
waters  and  as  the  waves  broke  at 
their  feet,  moonbeams,  as  tons  of 
diamonds,  piled  up  on  the  shore  and 
then  drifted  back  to  sea.  The  night 
seemed  to  be  enchanted  as  the  per- 
fume of  the  mimosa  trees  floated 
from  the  island  and  rested  on  the 
pure,  refreshing  air  that  pushed  its 
way  in  from  the  deep  ocean.  There 
was  such  a  calm  tonight,  that  one 
could  believe  that  God  had  asked  the 
universe  for  quietness.  Even  the  wild, 
boisterous  waves  seemed  to  break 
gently. 

"I  can't  see  how  you  can  do  it,  La 
Dale.  Does  God  expect  us  to  sacrifice 
our  very  life  and  go  to  some  remote, 
uninteresting  corner  of  the  globe?  We 
are  the  ones  who  will  have  to  give  you 
up.  If  you  go  away,  what  will  become 
of  Toby?  You  know  you  are  the  only 
one  who  can  do  anything  with  him. 
You  can  talk  to  him  about  God  and 
pour  his  whiskey  in  the  sea  at  the 
same  time,  and  he  wouldn't  lift  a 
finger  against  you.  He  will  go  home 
to  his  mother  and  not  cause  any 
trouble  at  all  for  you,  but  there  is  no 
one  else  on  this  island  for  whom  he 
would  do  that." 

Gil's  face  was  very  grave  as  he 
pleaded  with  La  Dale.  "You  are  the 
honor  student  at  school  and  next 
year  you  will  graduate  with  the 
highest  honors  in  our  class.  What 
about  your  Sunday  School  class  of 
young  girls  who  are  patterning  their 
lives  by  yours?  What  are  you  going  to 
do  about  your  family?  They  will  never 
consent  to  your  leaving,  and  Dale," 
his  voice  dropped  almost  to  a  whisper 
and  a  moonbeam  caught  something 
on  his  face  and  turned  it  to  a  tear 
diamond,  "our  little  white  house  with 
its  fireplace  and  bookshelves 
that  we  are  going  to  build  some  day 
in  Mimosa  Grove,  what  of  it?  If  you 
leave,  La  Dale,  I  feel  my  life  will  be 
ruined." 

She  looked  up  into  his  serious  face 
that  was  pale  in  the  moonlight  and 
felt  she  could  never  give  him  up. 
He  offered  everything  a  girl  would 
need  for  happiness.  Them  in  the  si- 
lence of  that  night  she  thought,  "I 
need  security;  I  want  a  home;  Gil 
can  give  me  this.  What  will  become  of 
me  when  I  am  too  old  to  work  for  God? 
I  will  have  no  money,  no  home.  Will 
I  regret  giving  him  up  after  I  am 
away  from  him  for  awhile?  Will  I  go 


through  life  with  no  one  to  love  me 
because   I  have  broken  Gil's  heart?" 

With  Gil's  pleading  eyes  searching 
her  face,  it  was  hard  to  think 
straight.  How  could  God  ask  her  to 
make  such  a  sacrifice?  This  was  her 
supreme  test!  She  prayed  for  strength 
and  wisdom  to  do  what  she  felt  she 
must  do  and  to  help  Gil  understand. 
In  the  beauty  of  that  night  God  was 
very  near  and  very  real. 

"Gil,  if  you  analyze  my  reasons  in 
a  spiritual  light,  you  will  be  able  to 
understand,  but  even  I  can  under- 
stand, that  in  the  natural,  I  am  being 
unreasonable.  Honors  will  pass  away, 
even  in  this  life.  My  family,  in  a  few 
years,  will  be  scattered  through  the 
world.  O  Gil,"  her  voice  was  almost  a 
whisper  now,  and  tears  rested  in  her 
eyes  until  she  could  no  longer  see  the 
moonpath  on  the  water,  "our  dream 
house  in  Mimosa  Grove,  with  its  fire- 
place and  bookshelves  and  flowers, 
would  become  a  prison  if  we  were  not 
in  God's  will  and  if  He  could  not  bless 
our  home.  You  see,  Gil,  if  I  live  for 
myself,  when  this  life  is  over,  I  shall 
have  to  go  before  God  with  empty 
hands.  If  I  obey  His  call  here,  and 
lead  lost  souls  to  Him,  when  I  go  to 
be  with  Him,  I  shall  receive  His  smile 
of  welcome,  and  hear  His  words,  'Well 
done.'  O  Gil!  you  do  understand, 
don't  you?  I  want  you  to,  above  every- 
thing else  in  the  world." 

The  next  morning  La  Dale  arose 
early,  long  before  the  sunrise,  and 
went  down  to  the  ocean  to  pray. 
"What  a  lovely  morning!"  she  ex- 
claimed to  herself  as  she  walked 
along  the  beach  path.  She  thanked 
God  for  giving  her  strength  to  tell 
Gil  last  night.  As  the  day  dawned, 
many  problems  were  born  for  her,  but 
she  knew  God  would  help  her.  How 
could  she  ever  meet  the  opposition  of 
her  family?  Where  would  she  get  the 
necessary  funds  to  go  to  school  to 
prepare  to  be  a  missionary?  Who 
would  buy  her  dresses,  her  hose,  her 
shoes,  and  her  books?  These  questions 
became  staggering  problems  and  for 
a  minute  she  felt  her  faith  shaking 
under  such  a  test. 

She  turned  to  the  great  waters.  As 
the  sun  came  into  sight  in  all  its 
glory,  the  breast  of  the  ocean  rose 
and  fell  as  though  in  adoration  to  its 
God.  Something  within  her  heart 
swelled  with  glory  and  thanksgiving. 
She  felt  strengthened  and  as  the 
playful  breakers  fell  at  her  feet,  she 
began  remembering  verses  from  the 
Bible  that  she  had  learned  when  a 
child  at  Sunday  School — "The  just 
shall  live  by  faith" — "every  one  that 
hath  forsaken  houses,  or  brethren,  or 
sisters,  or  father,  or  mother, . . .  shall 
inherit  everlasting  life" — "I  will  sup- 
ply all  of  your  needs  according  to  my 
riches  in  glory" — "go  ye  into  all  the 
world  and  preach  the  gospel" — "For 
God  so  loved  the  world,  that  he  gave 
his  only  begotten  Son" — "I  will  never 
leave  thee  nor  forsake  thee." 

La  Dale  went  away  strengthened 
and  the  blessing  of  that  morning  was 
to  be  long  remembered. 

The  following  week  La  Dale  went 
through  her  clothes  closet  and  picked 
out  the  things  she  would  take  away 
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to  school.  They  were  not  the  kind  of 
i clothes  a  young  girl  would  be  proud 
I  to  wear  away  to  a  strange  city,  but 
these  were  the  best  her  family  could 
jafford.  She  prayed  silently,  as  she 
prepared  her  clothes  and  packed 
!them  in  the  little  black  suitcase,  that 
{God  would  help  her  tell  her  family. 
[What  would  she  do  if  her  dad  and 
I  mother  told  her  she  could  not  go? 
I  They  were  not  Christians  and  they 
jcouldn't  understand  how  God  could 
Jlead  one.  "God  can  help  them  under- 
jstand,"  she  whispered  over  and  over 
i as  she  ironed  a  blue  print  dress. 

Something  within  her  warned  that 
the  struggle  she  must  go  through  to 
leave  home  was  going  to  be  the  Geth- 
semane  of  her  life.  She  hadn't  been 
accepted  by  the  Bible  school  in  New- 
burn  City  yet.  Where  could  she  get 
the  money  for  the  expense  of  such  a 
trip?  Could  her  father  make  her  stay 
at  home,  if  he  didn't  want  her  to  go? 
Her  heart  was'  heavy,  but  that  night 
when  she  lay  down  to  sleep  the  "lap, 
lap"  of  the  waves  on  the  bow  of  her 
father's  boat  in  the  harbor  brought 
her  reassurance  of  God's  love  and 
sang  her  to  sleep. 

The  day  that  she  received  a  letter 
of  acceptance  from  Bible  school  she 
knew  she  must  tell  her  father.  She 
was  afraid  of  him,  for  at  times  he 
could  be  very  unreasonable. 

When  she  knew  he  had  finished 
eating  and  was  alone  reading  the 
paper,  she  went  to  him.  She  walked 
into  the  living  room  as  bravely  as  she 
could  and  stood  before  him.  He  looked 
up  and  slowly  put  the  paper  aside. 
La  Dale  looked  into  his  hard,  steel- 
blue  eyes  and  her  heart  sank. 

"Your  mother  has  already  told  me 
that  you  have  a  wild  idea  in  your 
mind  that  you  are  going  to  leave 
home  and  go  to  Newburn  City  to  a 
Bible  school.  You  can  just  forget  this 
idea  and  settle  down  to  something 
worth  while.  Now,  go!  and  let  me  nev- 
er hear  you  speak  of  this  again." 

La  Dale  was  shocked,  but  she  did 
not  leave.  "Daddy,  I  shall  never 
speak  of  it  again  after  this,  but  you 
must  listen  now.  Since  a  child  I  have 
loved  and  feared  you.  I  have  tried  to 
obey  you  and  never  to  do  anything 
that  would  displease  you,  but,  Daddy, 
I  must  go  now.  I  am  going  against 
your  will  in  this  matter  because  I 
know  I  am  right.  There  are  many  who 
need  me  and  I  have  been  called  to  be 
a  missionary." 

"And  just  who  has  called  you?"  de- 
manded her  father  sarcastically. 

"God  has  called  me,  Daddy,  and  I 
can  never  be  happy  unless  I  obey 
Him." 

The  father  looked  at  this  child  that 
stood  before  him,  for  she  was  only  a 
child,  and  he  wondered  how  a  child  of 
his  own  could  be  such  a  stranger  to 
him.  His  heart  burned  with  shame 
and  guilt  and  he  bowed  his  head. 

La  Dale  walked  softly  from  the 
room  and  went  to  her  closet  of  prayer 
and  humbly  thanked  God  for 
strength. 

There  were  only  a  few  days  left  be- 
fore she  must  start  her  trip  to  New- 
burn  City.  What  was  she  to  do?  She 
didn't  have  the  money  to  buy  the  bus 
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ticket  or  to  take  care  of  the  other  ex- 
penses. She  knew  it  would  be  needless 
to  ask  for  any  help  from  her  family 
and  the  church  people  thought  per- 
haps she  was  too  young  to  go.  Her 
pastor  came  and  asked  her  to  wait 
until  she  had  finished  high  school 
and  then  she  could  go  away  to  Bible 
school.  All  day  she  walked  the  streets 
of  Mimosa  Island  and  asked  for  work 
"Just  anything  to  help  me  make  a 
little  money.  You  see,  I  am  going  to 
Bible  school,"  she  explained.  One  lady 
let  her  scrub  her  porch  and  La  Dale 
sang  and  thanked  God  for  the  work. 

It  was  hard  to  keep  the  doubts 
away,  but  surely  God  had  helped  her 
thus  far.  She  went  down  by  the  ocean 
to  pray  and  before  she  left,  she  was 
impressed  with  a  plan  that  would 
take  care  of  everything,  if  it  worked. 

Quickly  she  went  home  and  began 
writing.  She  finished  twenty-five 
cards  and  mailed  them  to  the  twenty- 
five  most  prominent  people  on 
Mimosa  Island.  Some  of  them  were 
bankers,  some  teachers,  and  the 
others  were  successful  businessmen 
who  would  not  mind  helping  her  even 
if  they  did  not  believe  in  her.  On  each 
card  she  wrote  a  simple  note  telling 
them  of  her  problem  and  asking  them 
if  they  would  contribute  one  dollar 
for  her  cause. 

The  night  before  she  was  to  leave, 
La  Dale  and  Gil  again  went  for  a  walk 
on  the  seashore.  Gil  knew  it  was  use- 
less to  plead  again  with  her.  The  light 
in  her  eyes,  the  determined  set  of  her 
chin,  and  the  way  she  walked  with 
her  little  shoulders  squared,  told  him 
better  than  words  that  she  was  de- 
termined to  go  on. 

La  Dale  led  the  way  to  her  favorite 
spot  on  the  beach — the  spot  where 
she  went  to  pray.  They  seated  them- 
selves on  her  altar,  which  was  an  old 
fallen    tree.    The    night   was    sacred. 


There  was  no  moon  tonight,  but  the 
star-filled  sky  seemed  to  drop  down 
very  near.  The  waves  were  dark,  but 
beautifully  decorated  with  white  caps. 
The  Atlantic  seemed  almost  human 
tonight;  La  Dale  felt  that  it  under- 
stood the  deepest  feelings  of  her  soul. 
Did  not  God  hold  the  ocean  within  its 
bounds  and  who,  but  God,  could  have 
ever  made  anything  so  magnificent? 
God  would  hold  her  safe,  she  was 
sure,  if  she  could  only  trust  Him. 

Gil's  voice  was  tender  as  it  broke 
the  silence,  but  the  words  that  he 
spoke  were  weights  to  La  Dale's  heart. 
"Dale,  I  think  you  are  verv  foolish 
for  giving  up  your  life  here  on  the 
island,  but  I  want  you  to  know  this, 
when  you  have  awakened  from  this 
fantastic  dream,  I  shall  be  waiting 
here  for  you.  Promise  me  that  you  will 
return  when  you  have  finished 
school." 

"No,  I  shall  never  return  to  the 
island  to  live  unless — unless — God 
fails  me,  Gil.  I  know  He  won't."  The 
breakers  roared  as  they  pounded  on 
the  shore,  as  if  to  say,  "He  will  not 
forsake  one  of  His  own  children.  He 
has  never  forgotten  our  waters  and 
for  ages  we  have  rolled  and  beat  on 
the  shores.  No,  La  Dale,  if  you  can 
believe,  it  shall  be  done." 

"For  a  long  time  I  just  felt  God 
calling  within  my  soul.  It  was  like  a 
dream  and  then— the  call  became  so 
real  that  it  is  the  most  positive  thing 
I  know.  These  waves  seem  to  whisper, 
'Come!  Tell  us  the  story  of  Jesus.'  Gil, 
I  feel  if  I  could  look  beyond  these 
waters,  I  should  be  able  to  see  thou- 
sands of  little  black  faces  looking  this 
way  for  help.  I  must  go,  I  will  go!" 

Gil — heartsick,  disappointed,  and 
perplexed— left  La  Dale  alone  by  the 
sea.  Many  moons  would  make  a  sil- 
(Continued  on  page  20) 
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•  Jonathan  Edwards  ivas  one  of  America's  most  brilliant  theologians,  possessing 
the  mind  of  a  genius  and  the  heart  of  an  apostle.  He  is  one  of  the  seventy- 
seven  persons  in  America's  Hall  of  Fame,  and  holds  the  fond  esteem  of 
Christian  men  everywhere.  The  editor  of  SUNDAY  SCHOOL  TIMES 
gives  here  a  most  discerning  sketch  of  Edwards'  spiritual  life. 

Jonathan  Edwards 

/4ft&4tle  and  Sc&ob&i 


Jonathan  Edwards  was  born  at  East 
Windsor,  Connecticut,  on  October  5, 
1703.  His  parents  were  the  Rev.  Tim- 
othy Edwards,  for  sixty-four  years  pas- 
tor of  the  Congregational  Church  of 
East  Winsdor,  and  Esther  Stoddard, 
daughter  of  the  Rev.  Solomon  Stod- 
dard, who  was  for  more  than  fifty 
years  pastor  of  the  church  of  North- 
ampton, Massachusetts.  Jonathan  was 
the  only  son  in  a  family  of  eleven 
children.  As  great  credit  is  always  due 
the  mother  of  any  large  and  well- 
trained  family,  it  is  interesting  to 
have  a  glimpse  of  the  talented  Mrs. 
Edwards.  Dr.  Samuel  Miller,  Profes- 
sor of  Ecclesiastical  History  and 
Church  Government  in  Princeton 
Theological  Seminary,  in  1856 
wrote:  "The  character  of  Esther 
Stoddard  .  .  .  was  no  less  eminent 
than  that  of  her  husband.  She  is 
represented,  by  tradition,  as  a  woman 
of  distinguished  strength  of  mind,  of 
superior  education,  peculiarly  fond  of 
reading,  and  of  ardent  piety;  and,  of 
course,  as  well  adapted  to  adorn  and 
to  bless  the  large  domestic  circle 
committed  to  her  care." 

Timothy  Edwards  was  well  known 
as  a  Latin,  Greek,  and  Hebrew 
scholar,  and  he  and  his  capable  wife 
gave  their  ten  daughters  and  one 
son  their  early  education  at  home. 
Jonathan  began  the  study  of  Latin 
at  six  years  of  age.  When  he  was  ten 
years  old,  he  wrote  a  reply  to  a  fel- 
low student,  who  held  that  the  soul 
is  material,  which  was  marked  by 
humor  and  sarcasm  and  showed  an 
unusual  depth  of  thought.  At  twelve, 
he  wrote  an  essay  on  the  wood  spider, 
with  many  detailed  notes  and  obser- 
vations concerning   its   habits. 

Jonathan  entered  Yale  College  at 
New  Haven  in  1716,  just  before  his 
thirteenth  birthday.  The  college  in 
those  days  was  in  an  unsettled  con- 
dition, for  it  had  been  founded  at 
Saybrook,  in  1701,  but  the  president 
lived  at  Killingworth,  eight  or  ten 
miles  away,  where  he  was  the  pastor 
of  a  church.  The  students  had  to  live 
at  Killingworth  and  the  commence- 
ments were  held  at  Saybrook.  When 
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young  Edwards  entered  the  college, 
thirteen  students  lived  at  New  Haven, 
fourteen  at  Wethersfield,  and  four  at 
Saybrook.  But  Edwards  had  already 
formed  habits  of  self-discipline  and 
concentration  and  was,  therefore,  not 
turned  aside  from  his  studies  by  such 
difficulties  in  the  college  life. 

"Though  his  fellow  students  be- 
came disorderly,  and,  at  length,  muti- 
nous, yet  he  took  no  part  in  the  mu- 
tiny and  insubordination  which  sur- 
rounded him,  but  studied  with  dili- 
gence and  success;  and  such  were  his 
dignity  and  scholarship  that  he  main- 
tained, by  the  acknowledgement  of 
all,  the  highest  standing  in  his  class, 
and  the  entire  respect  and  confidence 
of  his  fellow  students,  notwithstand- 
ing his  refusal  to  unite  with  them  in 
their  disorderly  proceedings."  In  his 
second  year  in  college,  he  read 
thoroughly  Locke's  ESSAY  ON  THE 
HUMAN  UNDERSTANDING,  and  said 
that  he  had  more  pleasure  in  it  "than 
the  most  greedy  miser  finds,  when 
gathering  up  handfuls  of  silver  and 
gold  from  some  newly  discovered 
treasure."  He  was  then  only  fourteen 
years  old. 

Jonathan  had  been  deeply  affect- 
ed by  an  awakening  in  his  father's 
church  "when  he  was  seven  or  eight 
years  old.  He  used  to  pray  five  times 
a  day  privately,  spent  much  time  in 
religious  conversation  and  prayer 
with  other  boys,  and  enjoyed  his  re- 
ligious exercises.  But  these  impres- 
sions wore  off,  and  he  declared  later 
that  they  were  not  deep  and  genuine, 
though  some  of  his  devout  friends 
disagreed  with  him.  He  himself  con- 
sidered that  his  life  as  a  true  Chris- 
tian began  toward  the  latter  part  of 
his  college  course. 

In  September,  1720,  just  before  his 
seventeenth  birthday,  Jonathan  Ed- 
wards graduated  from  Yale  College 
with  the  highest  honors.  He  contin- 
ued on  in  graduate  study  for  nearly 
two  years,  and  in  June  or  July,  1722, 
was  licensed  to  preach  the  gospel.  In 
September,  1723,  he  received  the  de- 
gree of  Master  of  Arts  from  Yale,  and 
was  elected  as  a  tutor.  Though  he 
supplied  the  pulpit  of  a  small  church 
in  New  York  City  for  several  months, 
he  could  not  agree  to  accept  a  per- 
manent charge  until  he  had  spent 
six  years  in  study  after  his  gradua- 
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tion  from  college.  Remarking  that  in 
this  Jonathan  Edwards  was  like  John 
Calvin,  who,  even  after  he  had  pub- 
lished his  Institutes  of  the  Christian 
Religion,  "did  not  consider  himself  as 
sufficiently  mature  in  knowledge  to 
undertake  the  pastoral  office,"  Dr. 
Samuel  Miller  cannot  resist  the  fol- 
lowing observation:  "When  will  young 
men,  unspeakably  inferior  to  these 
masterminds,  both  in  capacity  and 
attainment,  learn  to  resist  that  spirit 
of  superficial,  presumptuous  haste, 
which  is  hurrying  them  prematurely 
into  the  pulpit,  and  burdening  the 
church,  to  a  lamentable  extent,  with 
'blind  leaders  of  the  blind'?" 

During  this  preparatory  period, 
while  he  was  living  for  some  months 
at  his  father's  house  in  East  Wind- 
sor, Edwards  drew  up  a  set  of  seventy 
resolutions  as  standards  for  his  own 
life. 

"Being  sensible  that  I  am  unable 
to  do  anything  without  God's  help, 
I  do  humbly  entreat  Him  by  His 
grace,  to  enable  me  to  keep  these 
resolutions,  so  far  as  they  are  agree- 
able to  His  will,   for  Christ's  sake. 

"Remember  to  read  over  these  re- 
solutions once  a  week. 

"Resolved,  That  I  will  do  whatso- 
ever I  think  to  be  most  to  the  glory 
of  God  and  my  own  good,  profit,  and 
pleasure,  in  the  whole  of  my  duration, 
without  any  consideration  of  the  time, 
whether  now,  or  never  so  many  my- 
riads of  ages  hence.  Resolved,  to  do 
whatever  I  think  to  be  my  duty,  and 
most  for  the  good  of  mankind  in 
general.  Resolved  so  to  do,  whatever 
difficulties  I  meet  with,  how  many 
soever,  and  how  great  soever. 

"Resolved,  Never  to  do  any  manner 
of  thing,  whether  in  soul  or  body, 
less  or  more,  but  what  tends  to  the 
glory  of  God;  nor  be,  nor  suffer  it, 
if  I  can  possibly  avoid  it. 

"Resolved,  Never  to  lose  one  mo- 
ment of  time,  but  to  improve  it  in  the 
most  profitable  way  I  possibly  can. 

"Resolved,  To  live  with  all  my 
might  while  I  do  live. 

"Resolved,  Never  to  do  anything 
which  I  should  be  afraid  to  do,  if  it 
were  the  last  hour  of  my  life. 

"Resolved,  When  I  feel  pain,  to 
think  of  the  pains  of  martyrdom  and 
of  hell. 
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"Resolved,  Never  to 
do  anything  out  ot 
revenge. 

"Resolved,  Never  to 
suffer  the  least  mo- 
tions of  anger  to- 
wards irrational  be- 
ings. 

''Resolved,  To 
maintain  the  strict- 
est temperance  in 
eating    and    drinking. 

"Resolved,  To  ex- 
amine carefully  and 
constantly  what  that 
one  thing  in  me  is, 
which  causes  me  in 
the  least  to  doubt 
of  the  love  of  God; 
and  to  direct  all  my 
forces  against  it. 

"Resolved,  Never 
willfully  to  omit  any- 
thing, except  the 
omission  be  for  the 
glory  of  God;  and 
frequently  to  exam- 
ine my  omissions. 

"Resolved,  To  study 
the  Scriptures  so 
steadily,  constantly, 
and  frequently,  as 
that  I  may  find,  and 
plainly  perceive  my- 
self to  grow  in  the 
knowledge  of  the 
same. 

"Resolved,  Never  to 
count  that  a  prayer, 
nor  to  let  that  pass  as 
a  prayer,  nor  that  as 
a  petition  of  a  prayer, 
which  is  so  made,  that 
I  cannot  hope  that 
God  will  answer  it; 
nor  that  as  a  confes- 
sion, which  I  cannot 
hope  God  will  accept. 

"Resolved,  To  strive 
every      week     to     be 
brought  higher  in  re- 
ligion   and    to    a    higher    exercise    of 
grace  than  I  was  the  week  before. 

"Resolved,  Never  to  utter  anything 
that  is  sportive,  or  matter  of  laughter, 
on  a  Lord's  Day. 

"Resolved,  To  inquire  every  night 
before  I  go  to  bed,  whether  I  have 
acted  in  the  best  way  I  possibly  could 
with  respect  to  eating  and  drinking. 

"Resolved,  never  to  allow  any 
pleasure  or  grief,  joy  or  sorrow,  nor 
any  affection  at  all;  nor  any  degree 
of  affection,  nor  any  circumstance 
relating  to  it,  but  what  helps  religion. 

"I  frequently  hear  persons  in  old 
age  say  how  they  would  live,  if  they 
were  to  live  their  lives  over  again. 
Resolved,  that  I  will  live  just  so  as  I 
can  think  I  shall  wish  I  had  done, 
supposing  I  live  to  old  age. 

"Resolved,  Never  to  give  over,  nor 
in  the  least  to  slacken,  my  fight  with 
my  corruptions,  however  unsuccessful 
I  may  be. 

"Resolved,  After  afflictions,  to  in- 
quire, What  am  I  better  for  them? 
What  good  I  have  got  by  them,  and 
what  I  might  have  got  by  them? 

"Resolved,  To  confess  frankly  to 
myself  all  that  which  I  find  in  myself, 
either  infirmity  or  sin;   and,  if  it  be 


JONATHAN   EDWARDS 

what  concerns  religion,  also  to  con- 
fess the  whole  case  to  God,  and  im- 
plore needed  help. 

"Let  there  be  something  of  benevo- 
lence in  all  that  I  speak." 

Mr.  Edwards  was  in  the  habit  of 
setting  apart  special  days  for  prayer, 
self-examination,  and  fasting.  His 
fasting  at  such  times  was  not  spirit- 
ual but  literal,  and  he  "considered 
literal  abstinence  from  food  either 
entire  or  partial,  according  to  the 
state  of  his  health  and  other  circum- 
stances, as  essentially  included  in 
this   duty." 

In  the  summer  of  1726,  Mr.  Edwards 
was  invited  to  become  the  assistant 
to  his  grandfather,  the  Rev.  Solomon 
Stoddard,  pastor  of  the  Congrega- 
tional Church  at  Northampton,  Mas- 
sachusetts. He  accepted  the  call,  and 
on  February  15,  1727,  when  he  was 
twenty-four  years  old  he  was  or- 
dained to  the  ministry  and  installed 
as  co-pastor  of  the  church.  Six 
months  later,  on  July  28,  Jonathan 
Edwards  married  Sarah  Pierrepont, 
daughter  of  the  Rev.  James  Pierre- 
pont, pastor  of  a  church  in  New 
Haven     and    one     of     the     founders 


of  Yale  College.  How 
blest  he  was  in  his  life 
partner  may  be  seen 
from  Dr.  Miller's  de- 
scription   of    her: 

"M  i  s  s  Pierrepont 
was  a  lady,  who,  to 
much  personal  at- 
traction, added  an 
unusual  amount  of 
those  intellectual  and 
moral  qualities,  which 
fit  their  possessor  to 
adorn  the  most  im- 
portant stations.  She 
had  an  understand- 
ing much  above  the 
ordinary  grade;  an 
education  the  bes 
that  the  country  af- 
forded; fervent,  en- 
lightened piety  and 
an  uncommon  share 
of  that  prudence,  dig- 
nity, and  polish, 
which  are  so  pecu- 
liarly valuable  in  the 
wife  of  a  pastor.  From 
a  very  early  period 
after  their  union, 
she  seems  to  have 
taken  on  herself 
the  whole  man- 
agement of  her  fam- 
ily, and  thus  to  have 
relieved  her  husband 
from  all  the  anxie- 
ties and  interrup- 
tions of  domestic 
care,  and  left  him  at 
liberty  to  pursue  his 
studies  without  re- 
mission. In  short,  he 
appears  to  have  been 
completely  relieved 
by  her  from  all  se- 
cular concerns.  Her 
wisdom,  energy,  econ- 
omy, and  persevering 
industry  enabled  her 
to  preside  over  a 
large  family,  and  manage  her  children 
with  singular  felicity,  fidelity,  and 
acceptance." 

Jonathan  and  Sarah  Edwards  had 
an  unusually  happy  married  life  of  a 
little  more  than  thirty  years,  and,  as 
in  his  father's  family,  there  were 
eleven  children — three  sons  and  eight 
daughters.  His  second  son,  Jonathan, 
became  a  minister,  and  both  his 
talents  and  his  experience  paralleled 
his  father's  in  many  respects. 

It  was  Mr.  Edwards'  habit  when  in 
good  health  to  spend  thirteen  hours 
every  day  in  his  study.  His  wife  would 
come  in  at  least  once  a  day  for  a  time 
of  prayer  with  him.  And  although  it 
is  hard  to  understand  how  he  could 
find  the  time  to  do  it,  yet,  when  he 
was  at  home,  he  would  usually  spend 
and  hour  with  his  family  after  sup- 
per. "In  this  conversation,"  wrote  Dr. 
Miller,  "the  great  subject  of  religion 
never  failed,  in  a  greater  or  less  de- 
gree, to  occupy  a  place.  And  although 
he  was  accustomed  to  leave  the  en- 
tire management  of  all  his  temporal 
concerns  to  his  wife,  who  was  ad- 
mirably fitted  to  conduct  them  in  the 
wisest  and  happiest  manner,  yet,  in 
the  government  and  discipline  of 
(Continued  on  page  20) 
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Terrified  passengers  ran  hither  and 
thither  asking  each  other  what  had 
happened,  some  of  them  crying  out, 
"What  shall  we  do?  Oh,  what  shall  we 
do?"  Many  of  them  grew  panicky,  ex- 
pecting every  moment  to  find  them- 
selves and  their  loved  ones  struggling 
in  the  dark  waters  of  the  Mississippi. 
But  mainly,  it  was  a  pale,  subdued 
and  level-headed  crowd  who  calmly 
waited.  Then  a  ringing  cry  went  out, 
"There  is  nothing  to  fear.  We  are 
grounded  on  a  sand  bar.  Keep  calm 
and  do  not  all  crowd  to  one  side  of 
the  boat." 

It  was  not  until  the  storm  subsid- 
ed somewhat  and  the  moon  appeared 
for  a  few  moments  through  a  rift  in 
the  clouds  that  the  passengers  real- 
ized the  peril  they  had  so  mirac- 
ulously escaped,  for  there,  directly  be- 
low the  bar  on  which  the  Bluebird 
was  stranded,  not  more  than  ten 
yards  away,  was  one  of  the  water 
wings  which  had  been  built  out  into 
the  river  to  keep  it  to  its  channel.  Had 
the  boat  drifted  onto  this,  it  would 
doubtless  have  overturned  and  this 
story  would  have  had  a  far  different 
ending. 

As  it  was,  the  Bluebird  was  settling 
deeper  and  deeper  in  the  sand  each 
moment,  and  the  captain  held  out 
little  hope  of  aid  reaching  her  before 
daybreak.  Improvised  beds  were 
made  on  life  preservers  scattered 
about  the  deck  floors  and  on  deck 
tables,  where  some  of  the  weary  pas- 
sengers sought  a  little  sleep  during 
the  long  hours  of  waiting.  It  was  to 
one  of  these  tables  that  the  attention 
of  Ned  was  called  shortly  after  mid- 
night. The  Fentons  had  appropriated 
this  table,  and  above  the  wailing  of 
the  sickly  baby  could  be  heard  the 
moaning  of  someone  who  seemed  to 
be  in  intense  agony.  Mr.  Fenton's  face 
wore  a  troubled  expression. 

"What's  wrong  over  there?"  asked 
Ned  of  Jim  McCarty,  a  deck  hand 
who  was  passing  his  way. 

"The  baby's  sick  and  has  no  milk. 
Too  much  pickles,  lemonade  and  ice 
cream — a  bad  spell  of  colic." 

It  was  with  something  like  a  gleam 
of  satisfaction  in  his  eye  that  Ned 
received  this  information.  He  glanced 
toward  the  place  where  young  Freddy, 
who  was  something  of  a  gourmand, 
lay  writhing  in  agony,  and  he  scorn- 
fully compared  the  pampered,  sickly 
Fenton  baby  with  his  own  chubby 
little  sister  Lottie,  who  was  probably 
at  that  moment  fast  asleep  in  her 
rude,  homemade  bed. 

"Serves  them  right,"  he  thought 
bitterly,  as  he  recalled  the  unhappy 
hours  he  had  spent  because  of  them. 
Then  a  verse  he  had  learned  that 
winter,  like  an  inward,  reproachful 
voice,  came  to  him:  "If  thine  enemy 
hunger,  feed  him;  if  he  thirst,  give 
him  drink." 

Here  was  a  chance  to  heap  the  hot- 
test kind  of  coals  on  the  heads  of  the 
Fentons,  so  he  stepped  over  to  the 
table  and  asked  respectfully,  "Any- 
thing I  can  do  to  help  you,  sir?" 

"Oh,  I  don't  know  what  to  do,"  re- 
plied Mr.  Fenton,  anxiety  written  all 
over  his  features.  "If   we  could  only 
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.  .  .  the  dip,  dip,  dip  of  their  oars  was  heard  as  they  rowed  away  in  the  dark- 
ness. 


The  River 

By  M.  C.  JACKSON 

Illustrated    by    MARJORIE    MOWELL 

Ned  risks  his  own  life 

to  save  Freddie's,  and  his 
heroic  deed  brings  about  PART    TWO 

a  strange  turn  of  events  which 
restores  his  good  name. 


get  a  doctor  or  some  medicine  and 
some  sweet  milk  for  Patsy." 

Ned  turned  and  picked  his  way 
among  the  sleepers  and  sought  out 
Tim  McCarty.  "Tim,  will  you  help  me 
to  launch  a  lifeboat  and  go  with  me 
to  Lagrange  for  some  medicine  and 
milk  for  the  Fentons?" 

"Are  you  crazy?"  asked  Tim. 
"There's  not  a  land  man  on  board 
would  risk  that  trip.  The  river's  as 
choppy  in  this  wind  as  the  English 
Channel  and  as  black  as  the  River 
Styx,  and  this  craft  isn't  as  safe  here 
as  some  of  you  might  think,  though 


you  needn't  mention  it,  for  there's  no 
need  in  excitin'  these  folks  when 
we're  doin'  the  best  we  can.  The  cap- 
tain wants  us  all  on  hand  in  case  of 
an  emergency,  or  he  would  have  sent 
some  of  us  before  this." 

"Just  the  same,  that's  a  mighty  sick 
baby  back  there,  and  it  looks  like 
one  of  you  could  go.  Of  course,  if 
you're  afraid — "  Ned  began. 

"Who  says  Tim  McCarty 's  afraid? 
Why,  lad,  I  was  born  on  this  river  and 
know  every  ripple  in  it  from  St.  Paul 
to  New  Orleans.  Come  on,  we'll  see 
what  Captain  Hansen  says." 
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A  short  time  later,  Ned  and  Tim, 
enveloped  in  big  black  slickers,  slipped 
over  the  side  of  the  boat  and  the  dip, 
dip,  dip  of  their  oars  was  heard  as 
they  rowed  away  in  the  darkness. 

The  minutes  dragged  on,  and  the 
sick  boy  grew  perceptibly  worse.  One 
hour,  two  passed,  and  then  again  the 
dip,  dip,  dip  of  the  oars  could  be 
faintly  heard  in  the  distance  by  the 
anxious  watchers  and  listeners  on  the 
stranded  Bluebird.  It  was  but  a  mat- 
ter of  moments  then  until  the  boat 
pulled  alongside  and  Ned  and  Tim 
clambered  aboard  the  Bluebird,  their 
pockets  bulging  with  supplies,  and 
exhaustion  plainly  written  on  their 
features. 

They  told  a  few  listeners  how  sev- 
eral times  their  frail  boat  was  almost 
capsized  as  they  made  their  way  in 
the  darkness — how  they  had  routed 
an  old  doctor  out  of  bed  and  how  he 
had  given  them  every  drop  of  sweet 
milk  in  his  own  refrigerator — how  he 
had  seen  to  filling  a  prescription  for 
them  for  the  sick  boy,  saying  that  he 
could  do  no  more  if  he  were  to  come 
in  person — how  they  had  sent  a  long 
distance  message  to  Hannibal,  telling 
of  the  accident,  and  how  they  had 
communicated  with  the  representa- 
tive of  the  Liggett  Line  in  Quincy, 
who  promised  to  send  aid  in  the 
morning,  as  nothing  could  be  done  in 
the  darkness.  Then  both  fell  asleep  on 
a  pile  of  life  preservers  and  slept  un- 
til daybreak. 

The  sedative  which  the  doctor  had 
sent  soon  soothed  young  Freddy  to 
sleep,  and  little  Patsy  gurgled  and 
dozed  and  soon  fell  fast  asleep,  also, 
over  the  sweet,  pure  milk.  At  dawn 
a  packet  boat  and  government  tug 
arrived  and  by  their  united  efforts 
succeeded  in  freeing  the  Bluebird 
from  the  bar,  and  Hannibal  was 
reached  without  further  mishap. 

Several  days  later  Mr.  Fenton  sent 
for  Ned  Staunton.  Ned  responded  to 
the  summons  in  no  little  trepidation, 
for  he  had  scarcely  seen  the  family 
after  he  had  placed  in  Mrs.  Fenton's 
hands  the  milk  and  medicine  that 
night  on  the  excursion  boat,  and  he 
had  thought  rather  bitterly  that  after 
all  "the  coals  of  fire"  had  not  burned 
very  deeply. 

He  was  greatly  surprised  when,  on 
entering  Mr.  Fenton's  private  office, 
he  saw  Freddy  sitting  there,  now 
fully  recovered  from  his  illness  but 
looking  very  red  and  uncomfortable. 

"Come  on  in,  Ned,"  said  Mr.  Fenton 
kindly.  "Be  seated  here.  Now,  Fred, 
tell  your  story  to  Ned  just  as  you  told 
it  to  me." 

Freddy  hemmed  and  hawed,  twisted 
in  his  chair  and  at  last  blurted  out, 
"I  just  wanted  to  tell  you  I  know  you 
didn't  take  that  money." 

"What?"  gasped  Ned. 

"I  mean,  that  is,  well,  I  took  it  my- 
self." 

"You!"  ejaculated  Ned. 

"Well,  you  see  it's  this  way,"  said 
Freddy,  who  found  it  easier  to  go  on 
now  since  the  awful  load  was  off  his 
mind,  "Dad  says  you  probably  saved 
my  life  on  the  boat  the  other  night, 
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and  I  just  couldn't  keep  still  any 
longer  and  let  them  think  it  was  you, 
'specially  when  you  saved  my  life." 

"But  how?  When?"  again  exclaimed 
Ned. 

"Well,  you  see,  I  had  watched  Dad 
work  the  combination  on  the  safe 
hundreds  of  times.  When  I  came  up 
here  that  day  and  found  nobody  in, 
I  thought  it  would  be  fun  to  see  if  I 
could  open  it,  and  when  the  big  safe 
swung  open  and  I  saw  all  those  bills 
lying  there,  well,  it  was  just  more 
than  I  could  stand,  for  my  allowance 
was  all  gone  and  I  wanted  so  many 
things.  So  I  copped  them,  and  just 
then  I  heard  somebody  coming  along 
the  passage.  I  slammed  the  safe  door 
shut  and  hid  in  the  cloakroom.  Then 
I  got  scared  about  what  Dad  would 
do  if  he  caught  me  with  that  money.  I 
saw  your  cap  hanging  there,  and  so 
I  stuffed  the  money  inside  the  torn 
lining.  Later,  when  the  coast  seemed 
clear,  I  slipped  out,  and  of  course 
when  they  found  the  money  and  ac- 
cused you,  I  thought  I  was  safe  all 
right,  and  I  guess  I  was.  But — " 
Freddy  hesitated,  "Dad  says  you  were 
a  hero  the  other  night  and  risked 
your  life  for  me,  and,  well,  I  just 
couldn't  keep  still  any  longer,  and 
I'm  sorry,"  and  Freddy  burst  into 
tears. 

"Ned,  I  most  humbly  beg  your  for- 
giveness," said  Mr.  Fenton  now.  "I'm 
proud  to  know  you,  and  if  you  care 


"Are  you  crazy?" 
asked  Tim  .  .  . 
"The  river's  as 
choppy  in  this 
wind  as  the  Eng- 
lish Channel  and 
as  black  as  the 
River  Styx  .  .   ." 


to  come  back  here  at  an  increase  in 
salary  for  full-time  work  during  the 
summer  and  part-time  during  school 
hours,  I'll  be  glad  to  take  you  on, 
Monday    morning." 

A  few  minutes  later  Ned  rushed  joy- 
fully down  the  stairs  and  was  almost 
precipitated  into  the  arms  of  Mr. 
Reynolds,  who  was  passing  at  that 
moment,  traveling  bag  in  his  hand, 
on  his  way  to  spend  his  vacation  in 
the  Ozarks.  He  listened  while  Ned 
repeated  the  joyful  news. 

"And  if  it  hadn't  been  for  your 
making  me  go  on  that  excursion,  all 
this  good  fortune  could  never  have 
happened  to  me,"  said  Ned  heartily. 

"Ned,  I  haven't  been  so  happy  since 
the  day  I  put  on  long  trousers!"  ex- 
claimed Mr.  Reynolds,  seizing  Ned's 
hand  and  laughing  infectiously.  Then 
in  a  more  sober  tone  he  went  on,  "You 
see,  it  doesn't  pay  to  harbor  in  our 
hearts  malice  and  resentment,  how- 
ever great  the  provocation,  but  I  must 
hurry  or  I'll  miss  my  train.  So  long, 
old  pal.  I'll  write  you  from  Lake 
Taneycomo." 

Ned  watched  the  receding  figure 
and  his  eyes  grew  misty  as  he  thought 
what  Mr.  Reynolds'  faithfulness  and 
trust  had  meant  to  him.  Then  he 
turned  and  hastened  to  tell  the  good 
news  to  the  tired  little  mother  in  the 
hut  by  the  riverside. 

(The  End) 
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HUPP!!  HOME  CIRCLE 


Conducted    by    Alda    B.    Harrison 

By  Louise  A.  Baldwin 

Beneath  this  quiet  roof  my  children  sleep, 
Wrapped  in  their  tranquil  dreams.  This 
little   while 

They  hear  no  gathering  echo  of  the  sweep 
Of  conflict  winging  forward  mile  on  mile. 

What  they  sense  dimly  now,  will  soon  invade 
Their   every    moment.    Tenderly    I    grieve: 

How  can  I  keep  them  sure  and  unafraid? 
What  can  I  help  bewildered  hearts 
believe? 

Envisioning  another  Child  who  slept, 

Surrounded     by     a     world     as     dark     and 
strange, 
I'll  fire  them  with  the  tale  of  how  He  kept 
A    trust,    because    He    knew:     though    all 
else  change, 

God    and    His    love    stand    steadfast    in    our 

need; 
Brave   are   the   hearts   this  stirring   truth    has 

freed! 

Good  morning,  Home  Circle  Mem- 
bers: May  I  come  in  and  have  a  little 
place  in  your  circle  and  tell  you  just  a 
little  about  my  vacation  trip?  I 
haven't  had  a  real  vacation  for  a  long 
time,  and  I  didn't  see  how  I  could  pos- 
sibly take  one,  but  I'm  glad  I  did.  It 
means  a  lot  to  get  away  from  home 
cares  a  while,  but  after  all,  when  it  is 
over,  usually  you  can  step  back  into 
the  home  and  joyfully  sing,  "Home, 
home,  sweet,  sweet,  home.  Be 
it  ever  so  humble,  there's  no 
place  like  home."  So  now  that  I 
am  back  home.  I  can  joyfully 
sing  this  song.  I  had  a  wonderful 
time  visiting  my  brothers,  nephews, 
and  nieces  in  Oklahoma  and  Texas, 
and  they  were  so  good  to  me  that  I'm 
spoiled  and  already  I'm  wanting  to  go 
back  sometime.  While  I  was  on  my 
trip,  I  visited  some  of  our  churches, 
and  enjoyed  meeting  so  many  friends 
whom  I  have  met  through  The 
LIGHTED  PATHWAY.  God  bless  my 
LIGHTED  PATHWAY  friends  every- 
where. 

Recently  I  had  the  pleasure 
of  attending  the  Alabama  state 
convention  and  met  many  friends 
there.  Brother  W.  E.  Johnson,  state 
overseer,  and  Brother  Fred  Jernigan, 
Y.  P.  E.  and  Sunday  School  youth  di- 
rector, have  done  a  fine  work  in  Ala- 
bama this  year.  The  crowds  were  so 
large  that  the  big  tabernacle  over- 
flowed on  all  sides  each  night.  Thanks 
to  Brother  and  Sister  Jernigan  and  the 
young  people  of  Alabama  for  the 
beautiful  orchid  with  which  they  pre- 
sented me  and  the  kindly  thought  be- 


hind   it.    God    bless    them    and    make 
them  a  blessing. 

My  last  visit  was  a  very  happy  visit 
with  my  daughter  at  Douglasville, 
Georgia,  and  I  am  dedicating  this  lit- 
tle poem  right  here  to  Billy  Ray,  my 
little  grandson,  and  all  other  little 
boys. 


A  Boy 

A  steamer  chugging  'round  the  bend. 
Ship  ahoy! 

An  engine  puffing  up  a  hill. 
That's  a  boy. 

A  big-league  batter  warming  up, 
A  golfer  out  to  win  his  cup, 
That's  a  boy. 

An  Ail-American  tackling  you; 

His  team  just  had  to  make  it  through. 

That's  a  boy. 

A  Robin  Hood,  a  musketeer, 
Just  anyone  ioho  has  no  fear. 
That's  my  boy. 

But   when   it's   time   the   prayers   are 

said, 
His  mother  tucks  him  into  bed. 
He  hugs  her  close  and  ivants  her  near. 
He's  still  my  baby,  very  dear. 

One  of  the  bright  spots  of  my  trip 
through  Oklahoma  and  Texas  was  the 
lovely  homes  which  were  surrounded 
by  the  most  beautiful  flowers 
of  all  kinds  I  had  ever  seen, 
and  I  had  the  thought  come  to  me 
many  times,  I  wonder  if  that  home  is 
as  beautiful  on  the  inside  as  it  is  on 
the  outside.  Below  is  a  letter  from  a 
burdened  friend  who  would  appreciate 
your  prayers.  There  are  thousands  of 
homes  like  this  one,  one  pulling  one 
way  and  one  the  other.  This  is  just  one 
of  the  many  letters  like  this  one  I 
receive.  God  pity  homes  of  this  kind. 

Dear  Sister  Harrison :  I  am  a  regular 
reader  of  the  Evaiigel  and  LIGHTED 
PATHWAY.  Your  page  is  the  first  one 
I  read,  as  it  has  been  so  much  to  help 
me. 

I  have  started  several  letters  to  you, 
but  have  torn  them  up,  thinking  you 
had  so  many  requests  to  pray  for. 

My  mother  and  father  are  members 
of  the  Church  of  God,  and  I  am  saved 
and  sanctified,  but  it  has  been  almost 
a  year  since  I've  been  free  to  attend 
church  service.  I  am  going  through  a 
severe  trial,  and  desperately  need  the 
prayers  of  others,  too. 

My  husband  is  unsaved  and  I  have 
been  so  burdened  for  him.  We  have  a 
little  boy  who  needs  a  Christian  fa- 
ther. The  devil  is  trying  so  hard  to 
tear  up  our  home  and  keep  my  hus- 
band in  sin.  Will  you  pray  for  us  until 
you  feel  victorious? 

I  long  for  our  home  to  be  a  Church 
of  God  home  where  prayers  will  be 
prayed  at  the  family  altar. — A  bur- 
dened sister. 


HAVE  YOU  RELIGION  IN  YOUR 
HOME  ? 

A  Test 

Are  you  teaching  your  children  at 
home?  Test  yourself  with  the 
following. 

1.  Do  you  have  some  sort  of  worship 
services  in  your  home  at  least  once  or 
twice  a  week? 

2.  Is  grace  always  said  at  table  in 
your  home? 

3.  Do  you  hear  your  children's 
prayers  every  night,  or,  if  you  are 
away  from  home,  arrange  for  the  per- 
son who  keeps  the  children  to  hear 
them? 

4.  Do  you  tell  your  children  at  least 
one  Bible  story  a  week? 

5.  Do  you  see  to  it  that  your  children 
carry  out  assignments  given  to  them 
by  their  Sunday  School  teacher? 

6.  Do  you  have  any  religious  art  in 
your  home? 

7.  Do  your  children  hear  religious 
music  in  their  home? 

8.  Do  you  tithe,  and  teach  your 
children  to  tithe? 

If  you  have  six  or  more  "yes" 
answers,  you  are  Mother  A,  three  to 
five  "yes"  answers  Mother  B,  and  less 
than  three  "yes"  answers  Mother  C. 


ANSWERS  TO  THE  TEST 

Mother  A.  Jesus  would  call  you  "the 
salt  of  the  earth."  If  you  can  guard 
against  one  fault — that  of  becoming 
satisfied  with  your  own  virtue — you 
should  be  able  to  give  your  children 
a  rich  spiritual  development.  Keep 
what  you  have,  and  reach  out  for  new 
knowledge  and  understanding  of  the 
infinite.  Only  by  the  constant  realiza- 
tion that  no  human  being  is  perfect 
and  that  you  yourself  must  grow  in 
grace  with  your  children,  can  you  keep 
the  humility  and  sweetness  without 
which  religious  forms  lose  their 
meaning. 

Mother  B.  Though  not  so  devout  as 
Mother  A,  you  have  gone  part  of  the 
way  toward  the  creation  of  a  religious 
atmosphere  in  your  home.  You  want 
to  improve  it.  Probably  you  say  to 
yourself  often,  "As  soon  as  the  bills  are 
paid,  we'll  start  tithing,"  or  "We'll 
have  to  begin  having  home  services  for 
the  children."  Why  not  put  your  reso- 
lutions into  effect?  One  at  a  time  does 
it!  Keep  the  list  of  test  questions,  and 
each  week  live  up  to  one  ideal  which 
you  have  previously  neglected.  By 
adopting  them — for  keeps — one  at  a 
time,  you  will  soon  graduate  into  the 
Mother  A  ranks. 

Mother  C.  I  am  afraid  your  religion 
is  of  the  fashionable  variety!  You  need 
to  go  "all  out"  for  religion.  In  order  to 
give  it  to  your  children,  you  must  have 
it  yourself.  Prayer  and  reading  the 
Bible  and  religious  texts  should  help 
you.  As  soon  as  you  feel  the  actual 
desire  to  improve  the  spiritual  atmos- 
phere of  your  home,  begin  the  pro- 
gram suggested  for  Mother  B. — 
Mothers  Golden  Now. 

(Continued  on  page  22) 
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Our  Prayer — Dear  Heavenly  Father, 
we  come  to  Thee  xoith  grateful  hearts 
this  morning  -for  all  Thy  goodness  to 
us.  Help  us  to  count  our  many  blessings 
and  see  what  Thou  hast  done  and 
what  Thou  art  doing  for  us  just  now. 
Open  our  eyes  that  we  may  see 
enough  of  this  Thy  plan  and  purpose 
to  make  us  luilling  to  trust  and  not 
be  afraid.  Give  us  that  determina- 
tion to  stand  true  whether  we  see 
or  not.  Teach  us,  lead  us,  and  guide 
us  doion  life's  pathivay  'til  we  reach 
that  heavenly  shore.  Make  us  a  bless- 
ing by  keeping  us  siveet  and  gentle 
and  kind  to  those  we  meet  along  the 
way.  God,  bless  every  reader  of  The 
LIGHTED  PATHWAY.  Bless 
Brother  Conn  as  he  endeav- 
ors to  hold  up  Jesus  to  a 
sinful  ivorld  through  The 
LIGHTED  PATHWAY  and 
let  us  hold  up  his  hands  and 
encourage  his  heart.  For 
Jesus'  sake  and  in  His  name. 

Dear     Tempted     and     Tried 
Ones: 

This  morning  before  I  arose 
from  my  bed,  the  Lord  laid 
you  on  my  heart  and  showed 
me  that  I  should  write  per- 
sonally to  you  this  time.  Just 
recently  I  received  a  letter 
from  a  young  girl  asking  for 
prayer,  saying  that  she  was 
being  tempted  almost  to  the 
breaking  point.  Oh,  how  my 
heart  ached  for  her  and  then 
I  thought  of  the  thousands, 
yea  millions,  just  like  her 
over  our  land,  for  who  today 
is  not  going  through  some 
trial  or  many  trials?  We  are 
living  in  a  time  when  Satan 
is  doing  his  best  to  deceive 
and  overthrow  God's  children 
who  are  standing  out  for  the 

whole  Word  of  God  and  who      *— ■ 

are  lifting  up  a  standard  for 

God's  people  to  live  by.  Why  shouldn't 

he?  for  his  time  is  short. 

Then  God  is  permitting  many  of 
us  to  be  tested  and  tried  to  strength- 
en and  prove  us.  Perhaps  you  have 
at  times  come  to  the  conclusion  that 
God  has  forsaken  you.  Your  prayers 
have  not  been  answered.  It  seems 
that  God  has  hidden  His  face  from 
you  and  you  are  crying  out  with  the 
psalmist,  "How  long  wilt  thou  hide 
thy  face  from  me?"  This  is  a  very 
common  experience  in  the  life  of  a 
true  saint  of  God.  What  does  the  true 
child  of  God  say  under  such  circum- 
stances? "Lord,  I  do  not  understand, 
but  though  you  slay  me,  yet  will  I 
trust  thee."  Yes,  it  is  easy  to  sing  and 
shout  and  work  for  God  when  the 
light  from  His  wonderful  face  shines 
upon  our  way  continually,  but  when 
the  cloud  comes  and  to  test  us  and 
try  our  faith  He  withdraws  Himself, 
it  is  then  that  we  must  prove  true. 
It     has     been     forty     years     since  I 


Conducted  by  ALDA  B.  HARRISON 

stepped  out  into  the  highway  of  holi- 
ness. It  has  been  a  beautiful  way, 
but  should  I  sit  down  today  to  tell 
you  of  the  trials,  the  persecutions, 
the  misunderstandings  from  friends 
and  loved  ones  that  I  have  passed 
through,  you  would  wonder  how  I 
could  say  it  has  been  a  beautiful  way. 
This  is  why,  because  it  developed  in 
my  life  the  very  thing  that  God  is  us- 
ing to  help  others  today.  Had  I  not  ex- 
perienced some  of  these  things,  how 
could  I  help  you?  The  Word  tells 
us  that  we  must  first  be  partakers 
of  the  fruit  before  we  can  help  others. 
So  we  must  be  willing  to  suffer  in 
order  to  sympathize  with  others  who 
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"When  thou  passest 
through  the  waters 
I  will  be  with  thee; 
and  through  the  riv- 
ers, they  shall  not 
overflow  thee. 
For  I, the  Lord  thy 
God,  will  hold  thy 
right  hand,  saying 
unto  thee.  Fear  not 
I  will  help  thee." 

Isaiah  43:2,4m 
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Jesus,  hold  my  hand, 
I  need  Thee  every  hour; 
Through  this  pilgrim  land 
Protect  me  by  Thy  power. 

suffer. 

To  the  precious  girl  who  wrote  me, 
I  say,  what  will  you  do  about  it? 
Will  you  let  God  knock  off  the  rough 
corners  and  polish  you  for  the  serv- 
ice of  the  Master?  or  will  you  say, 
"No,  Lord,  I  am  not  willing  to  suffer; 
I  am  not  willing  to  go  on  in  this  way 
being  misunderstood  as  I  am.  You 
may  get  somebody  else,  please.  I  had 
rather  travel  with  the  world"?  Yes,  it 
is  true  that  we  are  not  at  home  in 
this  world  any  more,  as  the  song  goes. 
We  are  pilgrims  and  strangers  and 
the  world  does  not  care  for  us,  but 
oh,  we've  so  much  good  company,  so 
many  precious  friends  going  along 
v  \th  us  and  Jesus  is  there.  How  often, 
when  we  have  gone  through  a  tunnel 
and  have  stood  true,  the  angels  have 


come  and  ministered  to  us,  as  they 
did  to  Jesus  after  He  went  through 
that  terrible  temptation  in  the  wilder- 
ness for  us.  Yes,  when  we  have  stood 
the  test  and  come  forth  with  the 
songs  of  joy  in  our  souls  and  the  light 
of  heaven  on  our  faces,  it  is  then 
we  can  love  this  old  sinful  world.  It  is 
then  that  we  can  love  the  unlovable, 
those  who  persecute  us  and  say  all 
manner  of  evil  against  us.  It  is  then 
we  can  put  our  loving  arms  around 
the  poor  outcasts  and  win  them  for 
Christ.  It  is  then  our  very  pres- 
ence draws  those  with  whom  we 
come  in  contact  heavenward.  We 
have  already  mentioned  the  psalm- 
ist's cry,  "How  long  wilt  thou 
hide  thy  face  from  me?" 
Again  in  Psa.  18:28,  29,  he 
says,  "For  thou  wilt  light  my 
candle:  the  Lord  my  God  will 
enlighten  my  darkness.  For 
by  thee  I  have  run  through 
a  troop;  and  by  my  God  have 
I  leaped  over  a  wall."  Surely 
David  must  have  understood 
just  what  I'm  talking  about, 
and  so  will  you  after  awhile 
if  you  will  stand  true  when 
the  storm  cloud  comes.  Many 
of  you  have  recently  studied 
the  Sunday  School  lesson 
about  the  rainbow  of  promise. 
What  a  beautiful  thought, 
that  God  has  made  this 
promise  with  its  gorgeously 
colored  rainbow  but  it  is  no 
more  beautiful  than  the  many 
wonderful  promises  laid  down 
in  God's  Word  for  those  who 
overcome  by  the  blood  of  the 
Lamb,  and  the  rainbow's 
coloring  can  be  no  more 
beautiful  than  your  life  will 
become  when  you  have  come 
forth  from  the  fire  when  all 
the  dross  has  been  burned 
out. 

My  dear  boys  and  girls,  cut 
loose  from  the  shore  lines  and  wade 
out  into  the  deep.  The  enemy  is  after 
you,  for  he  knows  that  a  great  army  of 
young  people  are  going  out  to  de- 
feat his  plans  and  purposes.  He  wants 
you  to  give  your  strength,  your  tal- 
ents and  everything  you  possess  to 
the  upbuilding  of  his  kingdom  and 
then  after  he  is  through  with  you, 
send  you  to  the  lake  of  fire  which 
he  has  prepared  for  you.  Make  up 
your  mind  that  you  are  going  through 
with  God,  live  or  die,  sink  or  swim, 
go  on  through  cloud  or  sunshine, 
just  the  same,  with  your  faces  set  like 
a  flint  toward  that  heavenly  country 
to  which  we  are  going.  We'll  soon  be 
there  and  as  we  feast  around  that 
wonderful  table  at  the  marriage  sup- 
per of  the  Lamb  with  our  Bridegroom 
and  think  about  all  the  ways  that 
we  were  led  through  this  vale  of 
tears,  we  shall  think  of  how  very  in- 
significant were  the  trials  of  the 
(Continued  on  page  201 
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Mrs.    Leon    (Elizabeth)     Green 


Within   the   lives   of   all   people   there    lie   latent   abilities   that,   once   aroused,   could    become 
moving  forces  to  strengthen  the  church  and  promote  the  kingdom  and  glorify   Christ. 
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"Jesus  said  unto  him,  Thou  shalt  love  the  Lord  thy  God  with 
ail  thy  heart,  and  with  all  thy  soul,  and  with  all  thy  mind.  This 
is  the  first  and  great  commandment."  Matt.  22:37,  38. 
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Three  men  stood  in  sight  of  Niagara 
Falls,  where  the  river,  gathering  its 
water  from  a  thousand  rills  and  riv- 
ulets, plunges  it  over  rocks  and  crags, 
breaking  it  into  sprays  and  rainbow 
tinted  mists  which  rise  like  incense  to- 
ward heaven.  One  man  wrote  an  ode 
upon  the  beauty  of  the  scene — he  was 
a  poet;  another  sketched  upon  canvas 
the  matchless  picture — he  was  a 
painter;  the  third,  with  a  pencil  and 
notebook,  figured  the  probable  amount 
of  power  which  might  be  utilized  if  the 
unspent  waterfall  could  be  employed — 
he  was  a  businessman. 

Like  the  third  man  at  Niagara,  I  am 
thinking  of  the  unused  power  there 
may  be  in  the  large  audience  of 
LIGHTED  PATHWAY  readers;  how 
many  latent  possibilities;  how  much 
undeveloped  talent.  I  should  like  to 
think  that  in  these  two  pages  I  might 
enable  you  to  envision  these  possibili- 
ties, too,  and  stir  within  you  a  desire  to 
develop  them  to  the  optimum.  Should 
that  task  be  accomplished,  I  should 
like  to  think  that  you  would  dedicate 
your  lives  to  the  wrongs  that  might  be 
redressed,  the  lives  that  might  be  re- 
deemed, and  to  the  saints  who  might 
be  empowered  through  you. 

I  am  appalled  by  the  magnitude  of 
the  task  I  have  undertaken.  Time  and 
space  will  not  permit  my  telling  you 
of  all  the  possibilities  I  see  before  me 
now,  but  I  shall  select  one  of  them  to 
talk  to  you  about,  and  that  is  the 
latent  possibilities  in  your  undeveloped 
talent. 

In  our  text,  we  notice  that  Christ 
claims  the  homage  of  the  whole  man. 
The  heart  and  soul  are  first  men- 
tioned, but  the  text  demands  that  the 
intellect  be  pressed  into  the  divine 
service. 

It  is  of  the  relation  of  the  intellect 
to  Christ  that  I  wish  to  speak  especial- 
ly, in  the  limited  space  that  I  have, 
for  that  is  the  Christian  activity  about 
which  we  tend  to  think  least. 

Some  people  treat  the  intellect  as 
an  alien  power  that  must  be   hand- 


cuffed, chained  and  imprisoned  to 
prevent  its  destroying  the  very  Church 
of  God.  Jesus  did  not  so  believe.  Let 
us  turn  to  the  story  in  which  we  are 
told  all  that  we  know  about  the  boy- 
hood of  Jesus.  The  child  of  twelve 
years  old  found  His  way  back  to  the 
Temple.  We  must  remember  that  the 
Temple  was  indeed  the  center  of 
knowledge  for  the  Jews.  There  sat  the 
doctors.  There  the  law  was  taught. 
When  Jesus,  then,  tarried  in  Jerusa- 
lem and  clung  about  the  Temple 
courts,  it  was  the  craving  after  knowl- 
edge, it  was  the  lofty  wish  to  know 
that  kept  Him  there.  Thus,  the  char- 
acter of  the  intellectual  life  of  Jesus 
was  indicated  at  the  very  start.  In 
His  later  ministry,  we  may  interpret 
His  repeated  use  of  the  word  "truth," 
as  recorded  throughout  the  book  of 
St.  John,  to  show  that  He  conceived  of 
His  fellow  men  as  beings  in  whom  the 
intellect  is  an  important  and  valuable 
part;  that  He  respected  this  intellect 
and  desired  to  exercise  some  influence 
upon  it.  Jesus  was  not  satisfied  simply 
to  win  the  man's  affection  by  his 
kindness,  nor  to  govern  man's  will  by 
His  authority,  but  He  also  wished  to 
persuade  man's  mind  with  truth. 

Of  course,  Jesus  takes  care  to  teach 
us  that  the  intellect  does  not  work 
alone.  It  is  not  the  intellectual  man  as 
such,  not  the  man  in  whom  intellect 
stands  crudely  forth  as  the  controlling 
element  in  life,  that  other  men  are 
drawn  to  most.  The  greatest  men  who 
ever  lived  are  those  in  whom  you  can- 
not separate  the  mental  and  moral 
lives.  You  cannot  say  just  what  part 
of  their  power  and  success  is  due  to  a 
good  heart  and  what  to  a  sound  un- 
derstanding. And  in  every  circle  there 
are  apt  to  appear  persons  of  great  in- 
fluence and  great  attractiveness,  of 
whom  you  never  think  as  being  es- 
pecially intellectual.  If  anyone  calls 
them  intellectual,  it  startles  you;  but 
as  you  think  about  your  wonder,  you 
discover  that  it  does  not  come  from  an 
absence  of  the  intellectual  life  in  those 


who  are  thus  spoken  of,  but  from  the 
fact  that  the  intellectual  part  of  them 
is  so  blended  and  lost  in  the  rounded 
and  symmetrical  unity  of  their  life 
that  you  have  never  been  led  to  think 
of  it  by  itself.  It  is  the  crudity  of  an 
unappropriated,  unassimilated  intel- 
lectuality that  disappoints  us  in  in- 
tellectual people.  We  find  ourselves 
turning  away  from  many  a  learned 
man  whose  knowledge  has  not  been 
pressed  into  character;  whose  action 
of  the  intellect  forces  itself  upon  our 
notice  because  it  is  working  out  of 
harmony  with  the  other  parts  of  a 
man's  nature,  his  conscience,  his  af- 
fections, and  his  active  powers. 

It  is  possible  to  be  both  spiritual  and 
intellectual  as  the  text  demands,  and 
the  life  that  is  not  striving  for  both 
is  neither.  Christianity's  march 
through  the  cities  of  the  world,  in  St. 
Paul's  person,  was  a  great  intellectual 
awakening  which  taught  men  to  use 
their  minds  to  investigate  the  pro- 
foundest  problems  of  life,  and  the 
mental  brilliance  of  Paul's  epistles  is 
equal  to  the  glow  of  their  spiritual 
fervor. 

When  men  refuse  to  serve  God  with 
their  understanding  and  refuse  Him 
intellectual  toil,  they  are  withholding 
from  Him  half  His  claims.  I  am  won- 
dering what  Christ  will  say  to  the  man 
who  willfully  lays  before  Him  an  ig- 
norant mind.  Will  he  be  better  than 
the  man  who  would  offer  Him  a 
poverty-stricken  soul?  It  is  true  that 
scholarship  may  make  many  a  blun- 
der, but  these  blunders  can't  be  cor- 
rected by  pious  ignorance,  but  only  by 
wiser  and  truer  scholarship. 

There  is  such  a  thing  as  the  spirit- 
ual demands  of  leadership  and  there 
is  a  law  of  leadership  that  works  auto- 
matically: Responsibility  gravitates 
toward  him  who  gets  ready  for  it,  and 
power  flows  to  him  and  through  him 
who  can  use  it.  The  world  has  a  right 
to  expect  to  find  not  only  spiritual,  but 
heroic  and  intellectual  leadership  in 
the  Church.  We  want  men  and  women 
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not  only  wise  enough  to  lead  us  to 
shelter,  but  men  endowed  with 
strength  enough  to  fight  earthquakes 
and  cyclones. 

Recently  a  company  of  people  stood 
in  the  face  of  a  tragic  storm.  The 
leaping,  mad  sea  was  crashing  ships 
on  many  shores.  Some  limped  into 
harbor,  and  many  were  lost  as  the 
storm  increased  and  raged  for  three 
days  and  nights.  They  saw  the  ships 
crashed  against  the  rocks  and  broken 
to  pieces  before  their  helplessness.  The 
waves  were  running  higher  than  the 
ships'  masts,  and  they  were  lashed  to 
terror  by  the  sweeping  blizzard.  The 
men  of  the  life  crew  were  mercilessly 
criticised.  The  fury  of  the  storm  was 
no  excuse.  Their  boat  was  hurled 
back  at  them  when  they  sought  to 
launch  it,  as  though  the  sea  did  not 
mean  to  tolerate  any  meddling  with  its 
feast  of  fury.  The  life  line  fell  help- 
less in  the  waves,  and  was  broken 
by  the  ice,  but  men  would  not  accept 
all  this  as  an  excuse  for  the  life  crew. 
"What  are  lifesavers  for,"  they  insist- 
ed, "if  not  for  times  when  storms  rage? 
We  didn't  equip  them  for  a  calm!  We 
rigged  their  station  for  storm!"  They 
knew  that  their  fellow  men  were  dy- 
ing before  them,  and  they  would  take 
no  excuse  from  those  whose  business 
it  was  to  save.  They  even  said  the  crew 
should  have  sacrificed  themselves  in 
the  determined  endeavor  to  do  what 
they  were  called  to  do.  A  friend  tried  to 
defend  them  with  the  idea  that  it  was 
certain  death  for  the  whole  crew  if 
they  launched  out  there,  and  men  an- 
swered quickly,  "How  far  short  of 
death  are  livesavers  supposed  to 
stop?" 

That  is  exactly  the  same  spirit  that 
flies  to  quick  words  about  the  Church 
today.  The  Bible  is  written  full  of 
heroic  phrases  about  the  daring  life 
necessary  to  be  lived  by  those  who 
take  up  the  task  of  our  religion.  The 
kingdom  of  heaven  is  for  strong  hands 
that  can  take  it.  To  him,  and  to  him 
only,  that  overcometh  and  endureth  to 
the  end  are  promises  made. 

The  Church,  the  great,  God-raised 
institution,  was  established  and 
equipped  to  match  the  resources  of 
heaven  against  the  ravages  of  hell. 
The  thorn-crowned  Captain  of  the 
Church  came  knowing  that  we  were 
in  a  storm,  but  knowing  also  that  He 
was  the  Master  of  the  wind  and  wave. 

We  who  have  been  divinely  appoint- 
ed to  live  in  this  the  most  difficult  day 
the  world  has  ever  staggered  through, 
we  who  have  been  commanded  to 
march  straight  into  problems  of  living 


and  life  that  throb  with  all  the  human 
destiny  can  mean,  we  who  must  battle 
the  intellectual  and  spiritual  storms  in 
this  skeptical  age  and  help  lead  others 
to  safety,  must  possess  prepared  minds 
as  well  as  prepared  hearts.  Neither  in 
itself  will  meet  the  needs  of  this  new 
day. 

Young  men  desiring  to  enter  the 
medical  profession  are  willing  to  meet 
the  professional  standards  of  a  college 
education,  plus  three  or  four  years  of 
practice  or  internship,  in  order  to 
qualify  themselves  to  care  for  men's 
bodies. 

The  teaching  profession  has  raised 
its  standards  100  per  cent  in  the  last 
twenty-five  years  and  they  are  still 
being  raised  every  year.  These  are  they 
to  whom  we  entrust  the  development 
of  the  mind.  We  do  not  want  our  chil- 
dren and  young  people  to  study  under 
people  who  are  not  well-trained. 

It  will  be  a  sad  day  for  the  Church 
if  it  fails  to  make  increasingly  exact- 
ing demands  upon  those  who  would 
qualify  to  care  for  the  soul.  Men  who 
deal  with  the  spiritual  life  and  spir- 
itual health  have  even  more  com- 
manding responsibilities  than  do  those 
who  deal  with  the  mental  life  and 
physical  health.  Anyone  presenting 
himself  to  serve  the  needs  of  the  souls 
of  men  should  be  willing  to  meet  even 
more  exacting  requirements  for  quali- 
fications than  are  demanded  of  those 
who  care  for  the  body,  for  the  soul 
lives  through  all  eternity. 

In  2  Timothy  2:15  we  are  admon- 
ished to  "Study  to  shew  thyself  ap- 
proved unto  God,  a  workman  that 
needeth  not  to  be  ashamed,  rightly 
dividing  the  word  of  truth."  How 
erroneous  is  the  phrase  "the  simple 
gospel."  The  gospel  is  not  simple,  but 
complex.  It  covers  all  revelation,  full 
as  this  is,  of  the  stored-up  wonder  of 
Christ.  There  is  the  gospel  of  personal 
salvation,  with  its  wealth  of  doctrine; 
and  there  is  the  gospel  of  the  kingdom, 
with  its  broad  application  of  the 
ethics  of  Jesus.  There  is  the  gospel  of 
the  universe,  with  its  unveilings  of 
providence  and  divine  sovereignty.  To 
fulfill  the  task  of  teaching  it  to  others, 
the  whole  field  of  theology  should  be 
worked  over  and,  as  well,  the  pursuit 
of  auxiliary  knowledge  should  lead 
you  into  the  realms  of  history,  phi- 
losophy, science  and  general  literature. 
God  fulfills  Himself  through  the 
brain  power  of  every  consecrated 
Christian  who  seeks  to  know  Him 
better.  We  should  brood  over  Chris- 
tian facts,  dig  for  their  meaning, 
grapple  for  what  is  deepest  and  best, 
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and  verily  we  shall  in  nowise  lose  our 
reward.  Again  and  again  it  will  be 
witnessed,  "and  the  Lord  spoke  unto 
him."  We  will  be  stirred  with 
"thoughts  that  breathe,"  and  will  have 
the  joy  of  Him  "that  findeth  great 
spoil." 

In  a  sermon  preached  to  a  group  of 
young  ministerial  students  who  were 
graduating  from  a  theological  sem- 
inary and  getting  ready  to  take  up 
their  duties  in  the  church,  John  Mc- 
Naugher  said,  "If  you  would  excel 
as  masters  in  Israel,  resolve  that  in 
the  study  you  will  be  men  and  not 
dawdlers,  that  your  pulpit  shall  know 
the  difference  between  pounding  and 
expounding,  that  yours  shall  be  a 
teaching  function,  not  a  haranguing 
function,  a  noise-making  function,  or 
a  windmill  affair." 

Byron  H.  DeMent  defines  Christian 
education  as  "the  development  of  all 
our  powers  according  to  God's  plan 
for  our  lives.  Develop  the  body  alone 
and  you  have  a  pugilist;  develop  the 
mind  alone  and  you  have  a  skeptic; 
develop  the  soul  alone  and  you  have 
a  fanatic,  but,  develop  the  body,  mind, 
and  soul  and  you  have  indeed,  the 
noblest  work  of  God!" 

One  of  America's  greatest  ministers, 
at  the  close  of  an  address  he  had 
made  in  a  university,  saw  a  great 
giant  of  a  fellow  coming  toward  him 
holding  out  his  big  hand  and  saying, 
"Do  you  know  me?"  The  pastor,  who 
had  not  seen  him  for  fifteen  years, 
grasped  his  hand  and  said,  "What  are 
you  doing  here,  Charlie?"  He  said,  "I 
am  going   to  school." 

Years  ago,  that  famous  pastor  had 
seen  that  big,  young  man  converted 
(Continued  on  page  22  ) 
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Shining  for  the  young  ladies  this  month  is  Lillian  (Savchenko) 
Peterson,  daughter  of  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Peter  E.  Savchenko.  She  attended 
Makoti  Grade  School  and  High  School,  from  which  she  graduated  in 
1943.  While  in  high  school,  Lillian  took  an  active  part  in  the  music 
division  and  won  several  honors  for  the  school  in  the  vocal  field. 
The  following  two  years  were  spent  in  Lee  College,  where  she  studied 
in  the  Religious  Education  Department  and  the  college  division. 
During  that  time,  she  participated  in  a  great  deal  of  vocal  work,  both 
as  soloist  and  in  ensemble  work.  During  the  summer,  she  traveled  in 
Ohio,  Illinois,  and  Pennsylvania  helping  in  church  work.  Two 
summers  she  spent  in  Somerset,  Pennsylvania,  teaching  in  the 
summer  school  session,  and  again  her  work  was  in  the  field  of 
music.  Following  the  two  years  at  Lee  College,  she  transferred  to 
George  Peabody  College,  Nashville,  Tennessee,  where  she  furthered 
her  music  education  with  a  major  in  voice.  While  there  she  was  a 
member  of  several  vocal  organizations  and  served  as  president  of 
the  Girl's  Bel  Canto  Glee  Club.  She  was  also  a  member  of  the 
Student  Council.  During  her  work  there,  she  became  a  member  of 
Sigma  Alph  Iota,  which  is  an  honorary  professional  women's  music 
organization.  She  graduated  from  Peabody  in  the  spring  of  1948, 
receiving  a  B.S.  degree  in  the  field  of  music  education,  at  which  time 
she  prepared  and  sang  a  vocal  recital  at  Peabody  and  also  Lee  College. 
For  the  past  year,  this  young  lady  has  been  teaching  voice,  college 
theory,  general  music,  and  mixed  chorus  at  Lee  College.  On  July  15, 
she  was  married  to  Alvin  H.  Peterson  at  her  home  church  in  Minot, 
North  Dakota.   May  God  richly  bless  this  young  couple. 


C.  H.  Rochester,  who  comes  from  Jacksonville,  Alabama,  has  had 
a  varied  experience  in  church  work  since  his  conversion  in  1940. 
Brother  Rochester  attended  the  Church  of  God  Bible  Training 
School  (now  Lee  College)  in  1944  and  1945,  during  which  time  he 
was  dormitory  supervisor  for  girls  at  the  local  hotel.  He  managed 
the  school  cafeteria  for  two  terms  of  summer  school,  and  was  dormi- 
tory supervisor  for  boys  during  one  summer  school  term.  During 
1945,  he  was  manager  of   the  school  cafeteria  during   its  regular  term. 

In  1946.  he  accepted  the  pastorate  in  Randleman,  North  Carolina, 
which  marked  the  actual  beginning  of  his  ministerial  work.  He  is 
now  pastor  of  the  Church  of  God  in  Providence.  North  Carolina,  and 
is  doing  a  good  work  there. 

Perhaps  his  most  outstanding  work  at  present  is  as  superintendent 
of  the  North  Carolina  Children  and  Orphans'  Home,  which  duties 
are  in  addition  to  those  of  his  regular  pastorate.  He  has  recently 
encouraged,  the  children  in  the  creation  of  an  eleven-piece  band 
and  a  girls  chorus,  both  of  which  receive  high  acclaim  wherever 
they     appear. 

Brother  Rochester  is  North  Carolina  state  president  for  Lee 
College  Alumni  Association  and  has  served  on  two  state-wide  com- 
mittees. He  has  put  much  activity  in  his  comparatively  few  years, 
and  we  are  sure  that  he  will  do  great  things  in  the  years  to  come. 

His  wife  is  the  former  Velma  Bonds,  who  shares  with  him  an 
insistent  zeal  for  God  in  the  Church.  The  LIGHTED  PATHWAY 
congratulates  them   both. 
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For  Answer,  See  Page  20 

1.  He   was   born    in    Branford,   Fla.      when  he  was  called  to  preach. 


2.  At  the  age  of  twenty-one,  he 
was  saved  in  Greenville,  S.  C. 

3.  He  graduated  from  high  school 
in  Lakeland,  Fla.,  in  1933,  and  grad- 
uated from  Bible  Training  School  at 
Cleveland,  Tenn.,  in  1936. 

4.  During  the  time  he  was  in  Bi- 
ble Training  School,  he  sang  with  the 
Pioneer  Quartet,  and  in  the  summer 
this  quartet  traveled  over  the  State 
of  Florida  with  the  father  of  this 
young  man,  who  was  then  state  over- 
seer of  that  state. 

5.  The  year  following  his  gradua- 
tion from  Bible  Training  School,  he 
taught  music. 

6.  It  was  at  the  prayer  conference 
in  Tampa,  Fla.,  in  the  year   of   1937 
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7.  His  work  has  been  devoted  en- 
tirely to  the  youth  of  the  Church  of 
God. 

8.  This  young  preacher  was  youth 
director  of  North  Carolina  for  four 
years,  youth  director  of  Ohio  for  two 
years,  and  youth  director  of  Ten- 
nessee for  one  year. 

9.  While  serving  as  youth  director 
of  Tennessee,  he  was  appointed  a 
member  of  the  National  Youth  Board, 
and  the  following  year  he  was  made 
chairman  of  the  board. 

10.  For  one  year  he  served  as  sec- 
retary of  the  Alumni  Association  of 
Lee  College. 

11.  In  1948,  he  was  elected  vice- 
president   of    Evangelical   Youth    and 


was  re-elected  in  1949. 

12.  He  was  elected  a  member  of 
the  National  Protestant  Committee 
on  Scouting  in  America  in  the  year  of 
1947. 

13.  This  young  man  is  a  member 
at  large  of  the  National  Council  of 
Boy  Scouts  in  America. 

14.  In  the  year  of  1937,  he  married 
a  young  lady  from  the  State  of  North 
Carolina. 

15.  He  is  the  father  of  two  chil- 
dren, a  boy  and  a  girl. 

16.  Three  years  ago  he  was  ap- 
pointed National  Youth  Director,  in 
which  position  he  has  since  served. 
He  is  also  Editor  of  the  Youth  and 
Sunday  School  Workers'  Bulletin. 
Who  is  he? 
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NORTH    CLEVELAND  VACATION 
BIBLE  SCHOOL 

By  Nora  Chambers 

The  Daily  Vacation  Bible  School  at 
North  Cleveland  Church  of  God, 
Cleveland,  Tennessee,  has  come  and 
gone,  and  to  say  the  least,  it  was  a 
grand  success.  We  had  the  highest 
peak  in  our  enrollment  of  any  pre- 
vious year,  an  average  of  over  three 
hundred  pupils  daily.  Brother  Colon 
Dunn,  our  state  youth  director,  said  it 
was  the  largest  school  held  in  any 
Church  of  God. 

We  had  a  select  number  of  talented 
teachers,  and  each  teacher  had  an 
assistant  who  helped  with  the  art 
work  and  served  as  secretary.  The 
training  was  good  for  them  and  they 
also  did  splendid  work.  The  beginner, 
primary,  junior,  and  intermediate  was 
each  assigned  to  his  department. 
Each  teacher  took  an  interest  in  in- 
structing her  class,  giving  adequate 
time  for  expressional  activities.  The 
manual  expression  was  stressed,  also 
the  instruction  in  drawing  and  handi- 
craft cannot  be  forgotten. 

Brother  R.  C.  Cook,  pastor,  super- 
vised the  school  and  was  in  charge 
of  the  intermediate  boys,  having 
forty-five  in  his  class.  This  accounts 
for  the  fine  order  we  had  with  such 
a  large  number  of  pupils.  Brother 
Cook  placed  his  greatest  stress  on  the 
teachings  of  the  Church  of  God,  hav- 
ing the  boys  memorize  a  part  of  these 
scriptures,  which  will  prove  to  be 
valuable  to  them  in  the  future.  If 
more  of  our  ministers  would  feel  the 
responsibility  of  supervising  and 
helping  in  the  vacation  schools,  we 
believe  we  would  have  more  schools 
and  better  order. 
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Sister  R.  C.  Cook  had  a  class  of  in- 
termediate girls  and  was  busy  all  the 
time,  going  here  and  there  from  one 
department  to  another  where  her 
service  was  needed  the  most.  Sister 
Cook  is  a  model  preacher's  wife.  She 
is  very  talented  and  can  do  anything 
in  any  department  in  the  church. 

Sister  J.  H.  Walker  and  Sister  Pris- 
cilla  Odom  came  each  morning  to  give 
the  flannelboard  lessons.  The  chil- 
dren were  held  spellbound  as  they 
listened  to  these  ladies  tell  the  Bible 
stories,  while  portraying  the  pictures 
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Pastors  who  have  made  care- 
ful comparisons  of  Vacation  Bi- 
ble Schools  and  the  Sunday 
Schools,  having  given  every  op- 
portunity for  the  advancement 
and  improvement  of  both,  have 
evaluated  that  two  weeks  of  in- 
tensive work  in  the  vacation 
school  is  accomplishing  as  much 
as  the  entire  year  in  the  Sunday 
School. 

Statistics  indicate  that  about 
one-fourth  of  the  pupils  enrolled 
in  Daily  Vacation  Bible  School 
have  not  previously  been 
reached,  since  two  out  of  every 
three  Protestant  children  are 
not  enrolled  in  Sunday  School. 
Vacation  Bible  Schools  are  very 
valuable.  The  fact  that  chil- 
dren are  out-of-doors  so  much 
more  in  summer  multiplies  their 
need  of  guidance.  Juvenile  de- 
linquency rises  fifty-two  per 
cent  when  school  closes,  and 
street  accidents  increase  fifty 
per  cent. — Mrs.  J.  H.  Walker. 


POINTED  PARAGRAPHS 
By  Martin  Miller 
Happy  is  he  who  trusts  in  the  Lord 
for  his  every  need.  He  shall  never  be 
in  want. 

— p— 
Who   can  explain  the  perfect  har- 
mony    of     the    universe    better    than 
this?  There  is  a  God. 
— p— 
True     friends     are     precious — treat 
them  well. 

— P— 
God  will  surely  help  those  who  help 
themselves;    and   conversely,    He   sel- 
dom    helps     those     who    won't     help 
themselves. 


Music 
guage. 


is     the   only    universal   lan- 


on  the  flannelboard.  I  am  sure  the 
flannelgraph  and  memory  drill  has 
made  a  lasting  impression  on  the 
minds  of  each  child  who  attended  our 
school. 

Worship  was  a  very  important 
phase  of  our  religious  training.  We 
had  the  pleasure  of  having  Brother 
Ben  Robinson,  one  of  our  noted  sing- 
ers, with  us  to-  teach  the  children 
music. 

On  the  last  Thursday  the  children 
had  a  picnic,  which  was  a  grand  day 
for  them  and  long  to  be  remembered. 
They  were  taken  to  Waterville  Lake 
where  the  beautiful  scenery  made  an 
ideal  place  for  a  picnic.  Dinner  was 
spread  on  the  ground,  along  with 
which  lemonade  and  watermelons 
were  served.  The  games  and  other 
amusements  were  enjoyed  by  all. 

The  school  closed  Friday  night  with 
a  fine  program.  The  handwork  was 
placed  around  in  front  of  the  pulpit 
where  the  parents  and  friends  could 
see  the  work  the  children  had  done 
during  the  school  hours.  Prizes  were 
awarded  to  the  neatest  and  best 
handwork  material  that  the  children 
made. 
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THE  APOSTLE  JOHN 

Geneva  Carroll 

John  is  generally  believed  to  have 
been  younger  than  his  brother  James. 
Before  his  call  to  the  discipleship,  he, 
no  doubt,  lived  with  his  parents 
Zebedee  and  Salome  in  or  near  Beth- 
saida,  and  little  is  known  of  him. 
When  the  voice  of  John  the  Baptist 
was  heard  in  the  wilderness  of  Judea 
and  multitudes  flocked  to  hear  him, 
the  sons  of  Zebedee  were  among  the 
number.  He  and  Andrew  became  the 
first  followers  of  Jesus,  and  he  was 
one  of  the  three  closest  to  Jesus  on 
special  occasions.  Because  it  is  said 
of  him  that  "he  leaned  on  Jesus' 
breast,"  it  is  thought  that  he  was 
closer  to  the  Master  than  any  of  the 
twelve  disciples.  It  was  John  who  en- 
joyed the  memorable  distinction  of 
being  the  disciple  whom  Jesus  loved. 

At  the  last  supper,  after  Jesus  had 
said  that  one  in  the  number  should 
betray  Him,  Simon  Peter  beckoned  to 
John  to  ask  the  Lord  of  whom  He 
spoke,  at  which  time  he  whispered, 
"Lord,  who  is  it?"  Accordingly,  Jesus 
whispered  back,  "He  it  is,  to  whom  I 
shall  give  a  sop  when  I  have  dipped 
it  in  the  dish."  Very  likely  the  other 
disciples  did  not  hear  John's  question, 
nor  the  Lord's  reply.  Usually  Peter 
would  have  been  the  one  to  question 
the  Lord,  but  he  did  not  on  this  oc- 
casion. Was  it  because  John  was  a 
little  closer  to  Jesus  than  Peter? 

When  Christ  was  arrested  in  the 
garden  of  Gethsemane  and  taken  be- 
fore Caiaphas,  Peter  and  John  followed 
Him.  Since  John  was  well-known  un- 
to the  high  priest,  he  went  in  alone 
with  the  Lord,  but  Peter  stood  outside 
the  door  until  John  got  permission 
for  him  to  come  inside. 

As  far  as  we  know  from  the  gospel 
record,  John  was  the  only  one  of  the 
twelve  disciples  present  at  the  cruci- 
fixion of  Jesus',  John  19:26,27,  and 
it  was  to  him  that  Christ  entrusted 
the  care  of  His  mother.  He  was  the 
first  of  the  disciples  to  recognize  the 
Lord  after  His  resurrection,  and  his 
zeal  was  unwearied  in  the  company  of 
Peter  in  the  expansion  of  the  Church. 
Fifteen  years  after  Paul's  first  visit  to 
Jerusalem,  John  was  there  at  the  set- 
tlement of  the  great  question  which 
had  agitated  the  Church,  and  his  po- 
sition and  influence  were  those  of  one 
who  was  known  to  be  a  chief  "pillar 
in  the  church,"  Gal.  2:9.  He  probably 
stayed  at  Jerusalem  until  the  death 
of  Mary,  the  mother  of  Jesus. 

The  traditions  of  a  later  age  con- 
nect him  with  Ephesus  after  his  de- 
parture from  Jerusalem.  It  is  held 
that  the  seven  Asiatic  churches  were 
his  special  charge  and  that  he  had 
much  to  do  in  saving  them  from  soul- 
destroying  error.  From  reference  giv- 
en in  his  epistle,  we  understand  that 
he  traveled  among  the  churches  of 
the  district  around  Ephesus,  and  it 
was  while  he  was  there  that  he  was 
arrested  and  sentenced  to  be  an  exile 
on  the  Isle  of  Patmos,  where  he  re- 
ceived the  revelations  which  close  the 
New  Testament.  He  was  the  last  dis- 
ciple to  die  and  the  only  one  to  die  a 
natural  death. 
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ACROSS 

l,  4.  Pictured  Church  of  God  official  is  chair- 
man  of   the   Missions   Board    and   overseer 

of  the  state  of  West  Virginia,   1.  

H.    4.    . 

9.  " are    the   salt   of    the    earth,"    Matt. 


5:13. 
10.  They  came  up  by  the  cliff  of  what  ascent, 
going    from    Engedi    to    Tekoa?    2    Chron. 
20:16. 

12.  Third    son    of    Asher.    Gen.    46:17. 

13.  King    of    Bashan,    Num.    21:33. 
15    Greek    goddess    of    dawn. 

17.  To    be    fastened    with    objects    in    Judges 
16:14.     (Past     participle.) 

19.  "Why    make    ve    this    ,    and    weep?" 

Mark    5:39. 

20.  "I  not,"   Luke    17:9.    

22.  A   Benjamlte   family   head.    1   Chron.    8:15. 

23.  An    Edomite    chief    herdsman    under    Saul. 

I  Sam.   21:7. 

24.  Men  were  sent  from  Jericho  to  what  place 
in   Josh.    7:2? 

26.  Interjection  in  Zech.  2:6. 

27.  What    had     been    drunken    in    Isa.    51:17? 
"0.  Shammah    was    whose   son?    2    Sam.    23:11. 

(Possessive.) 

34.  One   of    the    cities    in    1    Chron.    4:32. 

35.  Abraham's   tent  had   been   between   Bethel 
and   what  place?   Gen.    13:3. 

36.  What  the  birds  of  the  air  have.  Matt.  8:20. 
39.    A    child.    (Scot.) 

41.  " is    not    here,    but    Is    risen,"    Luke 

24:6. 

42.  Son  of  Peleth.   Num.   16:1. 

43.  Mother  of  Jesus.  Matt.  1:18. 

46    Graceful,  long-necked,  aquatic  bird  of  Lev. 

II  :18. 

50.  Father   of   Eliel.    1   Chron.   6:34. 

54.  Exclamation  in  Ezek.  25:3. 

55.  "Whv  thou,  She  is  my  sister?"  Gen. 

12:19. 

57.  "Beloved,    let    us    love    another,"     1 

John  4:7. 

58.  Rhode  Island.   (Abbr.) 

59.  Is   sick. 

60.  " to    the    inhabiters    of    the    earth," 

Rev.    12:12. 

62.  The    woman    with   a   familiar   spirit   whom 

Saul    sought    was    found    at    -dor.     1 

Sam.  28:7. 

63.  Meonothai   begat   whom?   1   Chron.   4:14. 

64.  Jesus    was    led    to   what   part   of    the   hill? 
Luke    4:29. 

DOWN 

1.  Iniquity    of    what    place    is    spoken    of    In 
Josh.   22:17? 


2.  First  son  of  Dishan.   1   Chron.   1:42. 

3.  Part   of    mouth    mentioned   in   Prov.    12:19. 

4.  What  made  Noah  drunk?  Gen.  9:21. 

5.  One  of  the  tribes  mentioned  in  Luke  2:36. 

6.  One  of  Shem's  sons  in  Gen.  10:22. 

7.  Kings.   (Abbr.) 

8.  "Absalom  upon   a   mule,"   2   Sam. 

18:9. 

9.  "And  there  are  seven  kings:  five  are  fallen, 

and   one    is,    and   the   other    is   not   

come,"  Rev.   17:10. 

11.  A  family  of  Gadites.   1   Chron.  5:13. 

14.  Whom  the  son  of  man  was  told  to  set  his 

face  against  in  Ezek.  38:2. 
16.  Therefore. 

18.  North  Dakota.  (Abbr.) 

19.  Name  of  a  tribe  in  Naga  Hills,  eastern 
Assam,  India. 

21.  What  everyone  shall  do  with  his  head 
when  passing  the  desolated  Judah.  Jer. 
18:16. 

23.  Animal    spoken   of    in    2   Peter   2:22. 

25.  Form  of  to  be. 

26.  Laughter  sound   in   Job  39:25. 

27.  Jacob's  son  who  "shall  judge  his  people  as 
one  of   the   tribes  of  Israel,"   Gen.  49:16. 

28.  It   was   not   smitten,   Exod.   9:32. 

29.  Half   an   em.    (Plural.) 

31.  Sixth  son  of  Benjamin.  Gen.   46:21. 

32.  Hearing  organ  in   1  Cor.  2:9. 

33.  Name  of   the   wilderness   in   Exodus   16:1. 

37.  "Thou    hast    consulted    shame   to   

house   by  cutting  off   many   people,"   Hab. 
2:10. 

38.  Southeast.    (Abbr.) 

39.  Hobo. 

40.  Insects  mentioned  in  Prov.  30:25.  (Singu- 
lar.) 

43.  "Neither   shalt    thou    the    corners 

of   thy   bread,"   Lev.   19:27. 

44.  One  of  those  who  drove  the  cart  that 
carried   the  ark.  2  Sam.   6:3. 

45.  Sun   god. 

46.  Father    of   Heber.   Luke   3:35. 

47.  "Their  eyes  stand   out   with   fatness:   they 

have    more    than    heart    could    ," 

Psalm   73:7. 

48.  Advertisement. 

49.  New  South  Wales. 

51.  Variation   of  wool. 

52.  Over   again. 

53.  Son   of   Zephaniah 

55.  "I  said  unto  him, 
Rev.   7:14. 

56.  Jephthah     fled     from     his     brethren 
dwelt  in  what  land?  Judges  11:3. 

59.  Interjection   in  Isa.   1 :24. 

61.  Father  of  Elmodam.  Luke  3:28 


(Abbr.) 
(Scot.) 


Zech. 


6:14. 

,  thou  knowest,' 


and 
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The  Lighted  Pathway 


'Paye 


Conducted  by 

Mrs.  Charles  W.  Conn 


"TWO  PETER  TWO:  TWO,  TWO" 
Stanley  H.  Frodsham 

A  preacher  came  to  the  church 
where  Philip  attended,  and  held 
some  special  meetings  for  children. 
One  day  when  the  preacher  was 
speaking,  Philip's  heart  became  very 
tender.  He  felt  sorry  for  all  his  sins 
and  he  could  not  help  weeping.  It  was 
made  very  real  to  him  that  Jesus  had 
died  for  his  sins,  and  he  cried,  "O 
Jesus,  I  am  so  sorry  You  had  to  go  to 
the  cross  for  me,  but  I  am  so  glad  that 
You  are  willing  to  wash  away  all  my 
sins  in  Your  precious  blood.  Wash 
me  now  and  make  me  whiter  than 
snow,  and  I  will  serve  You  as  long  as 
I  live." 

There  were  many  children  saved 
and  the  preacher  told  them  to  keep 
away  from  all  evil  things,  never  to  go 
to  the  movies  or  to  the  circus,  not  to 
read  the  comic  papers,  and  never  to 
miss  Sunday  School;  to  read  the  Bi- 
ble every  day  and  to  pray  every  day 
for  at  least  ten  minutes. 

All  went  well  for  a  month  or  two, 
and  then  Philip  began  to  forget  to 
read  his  Bible  and  at  night  he  felt  too 
tired  to  pray.  One  day  when  a  neigh- 
bor boy,  whose  name  was  Russell,  was 
going  to  a  show  he  asked  Philip  to 
go  with  him.  Philip  said  to  himself, 
"I  guess  it  won't  do  me  any  harm." 
And  so  he  went.  When  he  came  out, 
it  seemed  as  though  his  heart  was 
very  unclean  and  he  did  not  feel  at 
all  happy.  Russell  said,  "What's  the 
matter?  You  seem  down  in  the 
dumps." 

Just  then  they  were  passing  a  field 
where  there  were  a  number  of  pigs. 
Russell  said,  "Come  on,  Phil,  let's  play 
at  riding  horseback  on  these  pigs' 
backs."  He  ran  and  jumped  on  one, 
and  Phil,  glad  to  get  away  from  the 
thoughts  that  were  troubling  him, 
jumped  on  another.  The  pig  seemed 
very  frightened  and  started  to  squeal 
and  then  to  run  down  the  hill  as  fast 
as  it  could.  Phil  had  to  hold  tight  to 
his  ears  to  keep  from  falling  off. 
There  was  a  small,  muddy  pond  at  the 
bottom  of  the  hill  and  two  ducks  were 
having  a  good  time  in  it,  but  they 
flew  away  as  fast  as  they  could  when 
Mr.  Porker,  with  Phil  on  his  back, 
rushed  right  into  the  pond.  Phil  was 
thrown  off  the  pig's  back  right  into 
a  very  muddy  part  of  the  pond,  and 
as  he  rose  up,  he  found  himself  cov- 
ered with  mud  from  head  to  foot. 

Russell  had  a  good  laugh  at  him, 
but  Phil  did  not  feel  like  laughing  at 


all.  As  he  went  to  his  home,  he  felt 
dirty  inside  and  out. 

"O  Phil,  I  have  been  looking  for  you 
all  the  afternoon.  Where  have  you 
been?"  asked  his  mother.  Phil  made 
a  full  confession  and  told  her  he  had 
been  to  the  show  and  that  later  on, 
when  riding  on  a  pig's  back,  he  had 
been  thrown  into  the  mire. 

"Get  into  the  bathtub  as  soon  as 
you  can  and  I  will  bring  you  some 
clean  clothes,  and  when  you  are 
dressed  again,  come  to  me  and  we 
shall  have  a  talk  together." 

After  his  bath,  Phil  went  to  his 
mother.    She   had   her   Bible   opened 

MY  DAILY  CREED  I 

Let  me  be  a  little  kinder,  J 

Let  me  be  a   little  blinder 
To  the  faults  of  those  about  me; 

Let  me  praise  a  little  more; 
Let  me  be,  when  I  am  weary, 

Just  a  little  bit  more  cheery; 
Let   me   serve   a    little   better 

Those  that  I  am  striving  for. 

Let  me  be  a  little  braver 
When  temptation   bids  me 
waver; 
Let  me  strive  a   little  harder 
To  be  all  that  I  should  be; 
Let  me  be  a  little  meeker 

With     the     brother     that     is 
weaker; 
Let    me   think    more    of    my    neigh- 
bor 
And  a  little  less  of  me. 

— Author  Unknown 

and  said,  "Phil,  dear,  you  started  out 
right,  but  today  you  got  off  the  track. 
I  have  just  found  a  verse  for  you.  It 
is  in  2  Peter,  the  second  chapter  and 
the  twenty-second  verse.  It  will  be 
easy  to  remember  where  it  is  found, 
for  another  way  of  saying  it  is  two 
Peter  two:  two,  two.  This  verse  speaks 
about  the  sow  that  was  washed  going 
back  to  her  wallowing  in  the  mire. 
You  remember  how  the  pig  you  rode 
made  for  the  mire.  When  you  were 
converted,  you  became  one  of  God's 
sheep  and  the  sheep  must  listen  for 
the  Shepherd's  voice  and  follow  Him. 
I  heard  a  preacher  say  that  before  we 
were  saved  we  were  just  like  the 
hogs.  And  when  you  went  to  the  show 
today,  you  were  like  a  hog  that  had 
been  washed  and  went  back  to  its 
wallowing  in  the  mire.  I  am  not  sur- 
prised when  you  tell  me  that  you  felt 
dirty  inside  when  you  went  to  the 
show." 


"Do  you  think  Jesus  will  forgive 
me?"  asked  Phil. 

"I  am  sure  He  will.  He  is  a  faithful 
Shepherd  and  loves  His  sheep."  They 
had  prayer  together  and  Phil  once 
again  asked  the  Lord  Jesus  to  wash 
him  in  His  own  precious  blood. 

The  following  Saturday  Russell 
asked  Phil  to  go  to  the  show  again. 

"No  sir,"  said  Phil,  "and  if  you  want 
to  know  the  reason,  get  your  Bible 
and  read  two  Peter,  two:  two,  two." 

— Slumber  Time  Stories. 

BLESSED  ARE  THEY  THAT 

MOURN 

Gertrude  D.  McKelvey 

Granny  White  lived  in  a  cheery 
little  white  house  with  green  shutters. 
A  low  picket  fence  enclosed  her  beau- 
tiful flower  garden.  Everyone  loved 
Granny  White  because  she  was  very 
happy  all  the  time,  but  Grandpa 
White  knew  that  she  was  really  the 
happiest  when  she  was  working  in  her 
flower  garden.  Johnny  Jones  knew 
this  too,  and  whenever  he  had  free 
time  after  school  he  went  to  Granny's 
garden. 

"Granny,  are  you  sure  I  am  your 
best  friend?"  asked  Johnny  one  day, 
as  he  watched  Granny  planting  some 
flowers. 

"Of  course,  you  are,  Laddie,"  she 
laughed.  "What's  more,  you  are  my 
very  best  helper.  I  don't  know  what  I 
should  do  without  you  to  help  me  take 
care  of  my  flowers." 

"It  looks  as  if  you  need  my  help 
now.  I  will  get  a  pail  of  water  for  you, 
Granny,"  said  Johnny,  as  he  hurried 
to  the  faucet  at  the  side  of  the  house. 

Soon  he  was  back  with  the  water 
and  a  large  dipper.  Granny  had  fin- 
ished digging  some  deep  holes,  which 
Johnny  now  filled  with  water.  Then 
Granny  carefully  placed  new  plants 
in  them  and  covered  these  over  with 
fine,  loose  earth. 

When  the  plants  were  standing 
upright,  Johnny  gave  them  another 
dipperful  of  water.  So  he  and  Granny 
worked  together  until  they  had  set  in 
a  dozen  flower  plants  along  the  fence. 

Johnny  loved  Granny  very  much,  so 
you  can  understand  how  sad  he  felt 
when  one  day  he  found  Grandpa  in 
the  garden  trying  to  keep  it  weeded. 
Granny  was  very  sick. 

"Will  she  get  well  soon,  Grandpa 
White?"  questioned  Johnny. 

"How  I  wish  I  knew,  Laddie.  Even 
the  doctor  isn't  sure,  but  we  must 
have  faith  that  God  knows  what  is 
best." 

Every  day  after  that  Johnny  took 
some  of  the  flowers  from  the  garden 
to  show  to  Granny.  He  told  her  how 
tall  the  flowers  had  grown,  and  how 
he  had  watered  and  weeded  them 
every  day. 

And  Granny  would  look  up  at  him 
and  say  in  a  weak,  tired  voice,  "That 
is  right,  Johnny,  keep  our  garden 
beautiful." 

Johnny   felt  as   if    he   could   never 

smile  again,  and  the  big  lump  in  his 

throat  nearly   choked   him   when    he 

asked  about  Granny  one  bright  morn- 

(Continued  on  page  22) 
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Washington  and  Oregon  Youth  (amp 
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Some  of  the  campers   enjoying  outdoor  dinner 


"It's  wonderful!"  "It's  the  best 
camp  we've  ever  had!"  "Aren't  we 
having  a  good  time?"  These  were 
some  of  the  remarks  heard  at  the 
Oregon-Washington  Youth  Camp 
held  at  the  Burnt  Ridge  Camp  near 
Onalaska,   Washington,  June  20-26. 

Everyone  attending  the  Youth 
Camp  was  made  to  realize  that  young 
people  can  have  a  good  time  together 
and  enjoy  the  blessings  of  God  as 
well.  Monday,  June  20,  found  young- 
people  from  most  of  the  churches  in 
Oregon  and  Washington  gathering  at 
the  camp  for  a  week  of  fellowship  and 
recreation. 

A  Daily  Vacation  Bible  School  was 
conducted  for  the  younger  children 
at  the  camp.  We  were  happy  to  have 
Mrs.  Charles  Conn  to  direct  this 
school.  Sister  Conn  certainly  won  a 
place  in  the  heart  of  every  child, 
teacher,  and  helper.  Her  splendid 
Christian  character  and  leadership 
were  greatly  appreciated. 

It  was  also  a  pleasure  to  have  Miss 
Odine  Morse,  of  Cleveland,  Tenn.,  as 
a  teacher  in  this  school.  The  need  of 
missionaries  to  send  the  gospel  light 
to  them  who  sit  in  darkness  was  made 
very  real  to  us  each  morning  as  she 
told  an  interesting  missionary  story. 

Choruses,  flannel  and  felt-o-graph 
stories,  object  lessons,  flash  stories, 
and  various  methods  were  used  to 
make  God's  Word  more  real  to  the 
children  in  this  school.  Other  teach- 
ers besides  those  mentioned  above 
were:  Mrs.  S.  M.  Dinwiddie,  Mrs.  Max- 
ine  Nicks,  Mrs.  B.  M.  Hughes,  and  the 
writer. 

As  the  children  were  having  their 
Daily  Vacation  Bible  School,  the 
seniors  were  gathered  in  another 
building  on  the  camp  for  their  morn- 
ing Bible  study.  One  of  the  outstand- 
ing activities  of  the  young  people  was 
the    interesting    studies    which    they 


had  each  morning  with  the  Rev. 
Charles  Conn  as  teacher.  Various 
subjects  of  vital  interest  to  young 
people  were  discussed  then.  Many 
times  their  discussion  would  run  past 
the  noon  hour,  but  still  the  interest 
was  high  and  small  groups  gathered 
here  and  there  to  continue  the  dis- 
cussion of  the  morning  Bible  study 
as  they  ate  lunch.  One  young  person 
was  heard  to  say,  "If  I  could  stay  for 
only  one  service,  that  one  Bible  study 
was  well  worth  coming  to  the  camp  to 
hear." 

A  recreation  period,  followed  by  a 
Singspiration,  occupied  most  of  the 
afternoon  hours. 

The  evangelistic  service  each  eve- 
ning was  well  attended  by  young  and 
old.  Our  youth  speaker,  Rev.  Charles 
Conn,  Editor  of  The  LIGHTED  PATH- 
WAY, was  surely  at  his  best  as  he 
brought  forth  God's  Word.  His  mes- 
sages to  the  youth  were  sent  out  with 
force  and  dynamic  power,  but  clothed 
in  love  for  the  lost  boys  and  girls  in 
the  audience.  Rev.  J.  A.  Muncy,  visitor 
from  Hamilton,  Ohio,  spoke  for  many 
of  us  when  he  said,  "Our  evangelist, 
Brother  Conn,  has  done  some  of  the 
most  wonderful  preaching  on  salva- 
tion that  I  have  ever  heard  in  my 
life." 

Twenty-eight  young  people  found 
the  Lord  as  their  personal  Saviour 
during  the  week  of  Youth  Camp.  Six 
young  people  joined  the  Church  of 
God.  We  truly  thank  God  for  each  one 
who  took  his  stand  for  Christ. 

Our  thanks  go  to  Rev.  R.  C.  Muncy, 
state  overseer,  for  his  interest  in  the 
youth  of  the  Church  of  God  in  the 
Pacific  Northwest  in  making  this 
Youth  Camp  possible.  Besides  his 
many  responsibilities,  Brother  Muncy 
kept  the  young  people  well  fed  at  the 
camp's  dining  room.  He  was  assisted 
in  the  kitchen  by  Rev.  Bruce  Hughes, 


By   LaVerne   Selman 

who  cooked  each  day  of  the  camp. 
Many  others  helped  in  the  kitchen 
and  performed  various  duties  regu- 
larly to  make  the  Youth  Camp  a  suc- 
cess. We  thank  God  for  such  splendid 
cooperation  and  fellowship  as  was 
seen  there.  "We  are  just  like  one  big 
family,"  was  heard  many  times.  Sure- 
ly this  was  true,  for  are  we  not  "la- 
bourers together  with  God?" 

Editor's  Note — To  me  it  was  a  priv- 
ilege to  contribute  my  time  and  ef- 
forts for  ten  days  and  nights  to  the 
Washington  and  Oregon  Youth  Camp 
and  Camp  Meeting,  I  have  never 
worked  ivith  more  congenial  and  sin- 
cere people  during  the  years  of  my 
ministry  than  those  we  found  in  the 
Northwest.  I  was  deeply  impressed  by 
the  sterling  spiritual  fabric  of  the 
young  people,  which  gave  evidence  to 
me  of  the  splendid  work  of  the  minis- 
ters there.  Working  ivith  these  local 
ministers  and  workers,  the  good  over- 
seer, and  the  other  guest  speakers 
was  a  blessing  to  me. 

The  Burnt  Ridge  Campground  is 
ideally  located.  To  the  ivest  is  the 
Pacific  Ocean;  to  the  east,  lofty 
Mount  Rainier  holds  its  hoary  head 
above  the  fruited  Yakima  Valley. 
Each  clear  day  from  our  dining  ta- 
bles we  looked  across  the  fir  forests 
to  the  towering,  snoiv-covered  peaks 
of  Mount  St.  Helens.  The  camp- 
ground of  these  Western  states  is  in 
location  one  of  the  most  ideal  I  have 
ever  visited. 


Mr 


Left  to  right,  Miss  Odine  Morse, 
Mrs.  Charles  W.  Conn,  Charles  W. 
Conn,  with  little  Raymond. 
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LEE  COLLEGE  QUARTET  TOURS  STATES 

The  Lee  College  Quartet  has  had  a  busy  summer  singing  inspirational  gospel 
songs  and  representing  Lee  College  in  at  ieast  eight  states  and  three  state 
camp  meetings.  Kentucky,  Michigan,  Illinois,  Missouri,  Texas,  Oklahoma, 
Kansas,  Ohio,  and  Tennessee  are  included  in  their  itinerary.  The  camp  meet- 
ings they  visited  were  in  Texas,  Missouri,  and  Oklahoma. 

Reports  of  their  success  have  been  coming  in  from  all  sources,  and  Lee  Col- 
lege is  proud  to  have  this  quartet  represent  the  interests  of  the  School  on  the 
field. 


CLOSING  OF  SUMMER  SCHOOL 

At  the  time  of  this  writing,  the  1949 
summer  school  is  drawing  rapidly  to 
a  close.  It  is  with  conflicting  emotions 
that  the  students  watch  its  approach. 
Relief  from  the  duties  of  school  life 
appears  pleasant  indeed,  but  the  sep- 
aration from  friends  and  the  thoughts 
of  leaving  the  scene  of  many  pleasant 
activities  cause  a  certain  amount  of 
sadness.  The  knowledge  that  the  fall 
term  will  soon  begin  cheers  them  on, 
and  causes  them  to  look  forward  to 
the  close  of  summer  school  with  eager 
anticipation. 

On  August  6,  well-earned  diplomas 
will  be  awarded  to  the  thirteen  grad- 
uates of  the  1949  summer  school.  Rev. 
Charles  W.  Conn  will  be  the  com- 
mencement speaker. 

ALUMNI   NEWS 

The  Alumni  Association  reports 
much  interest  in  recent  plans  made  by 
the  general  association  for  the  organi- 
zation of  state  and  local  chapters. 
Graduates  and  former  students  are 
glad  for  the  opportunity  this  affords 
them  to  renew  old  friendships  and  en- 
joy the  fellowship  of  old  schoolmates. 

The  representatives  of  the  Alumni 
Associations  have  personally  contact- 
ed many  of  the  alumni  this  summer 
and  find  happy,  successful  workers  in 
the  Lord's  vineyard. 

REMEMBER, 

THE   1949  FALL  TERM   BEGINS 

SEPTEMBER  5 

PLAN    NOW  TO  ATTEND! 


HAVE  YOU  NOTICED? 


Aft    ORIGINAL    STOUT,     WRITTEN    EXPBESSLT    FOR 

THE   LIGHTED    PATHWAY. 


Have  you  noticed  this  short  line 
that  has  been  appearing  more  and 
more  frequently  on  the  stories  that 
appear  in  The  LIGHTED  PATHWAY? 
It  means  that  we  have  been  unearth- 
ing some  exceptional  talent  that  has 
either  lain  dormant  for  a  long  time, 
or  has  just  begun  to  blossom  into 
blessed  activity.  The  day  seems  past 
when  we  must  reprint  material  from 
other  periodicals,  for  our  crop  of 
young  writers  seems  not  only  of  high 
quality,  but  very  prolific,  also.  I  do 
not  mean  that  we  disdain  the  thought 
of  reprinting  other  people's  material 
— we  do  that  to  great  advantage  to 
our  readers  in  cases  of  exceptionally 
good  articles  and  stories  that  appear 
elsewhere.  But  we  no  longer  have  to 
depend  upon  that!  We  are  thankful 
that  much  of  our  original  LIGHTED 
PATHWAY  material  is  considered  of 
.sufficient  quality  to  be  reprinted  in 
'other  papers  and  magazines,  as  it  now 


frequently  is. 

For  far  longer  than  we  lagged  be- 
hind in  the  nonfiction  field,  we  have 
lagged  in  the  field  of  good,  Christian 
fiction;  therefore,  we  are  particularly 
happy  about  the  growing  interest  in 
that  work.  Since  The  LIGHTED 
PATHWAY  is  definitely  not  a  fiction 
magazine,  we  think  it  noteworthy 
that  in  less  than  a  year  we  have  pub- 
lished the  following  original  short 
stories:  Bell  Over  Blackpine,  by  James 
Trenton  (4  parts);  Ned's  Christmas 
Gift,  by  Edna  Conn;  A  Christmas  Star 
Shines  in  Africa,  by  Lula  Hudson;  A 
New  Year's  Decision,  by  Geneva  Car- 
roll; The  Price  of  Disobedience,  by 
Edna  Conn;  Jungle  Easter,  by  James 
Trenton;  Her  Greatest  Need,  by  Ev- 
elyn Blackstone;  Of  Such  Is  the  King- 
dom, by  Edna  Conn;  A  Pleasant  Sur- 
prise, by  Geneva  Carroll;  The  Sacri- 
fice, by  Hope  Goodman  Powell;  Mark's 
Victory,  by  Geneva  Carroll;  and 
Double  Answer,  by  Martin  Miller.  In 
this  issue,  we  begin  a  two-part  story, 
Whispering  Waves,  by  Lula  Hudson. 

In  next  month's  issue,  we  will  pub- 


lish one  of  the  most  unique  and  un- 
forgettable stories  to  come  from  the 
pen  of  our  young  writers,  The  Dream- 
er Dreams,  by  Dorothy  Poteat.  Besides 
these  original  stories  by  our  own 
amateur  writers,  we  have  published 
many  other  original  stories  purchased 
from  professional  writers.  Naturally, 
we  are  not  as  happy  about  this  as  we 
are  about  the  works  of  our  own 
writers. 

Far  more  material  is  rejected  in  our 
offices  than  is  accepted,  but  the 
abundance  of  material  submitted 
gives  evidence  that  there  is  a  def- 
inite increase  of  journalistic  interest 
among  our  people,  and  the  quality  of 
many  stories  that  we  can  use  proves 
that  we  have  a  host  of  people  who 
not  only  are  ambitious  to  write,  but 
are  training  themselves  and  studying 
for  work  in  this  great  ministry.  The 
LIGHTED  PATHWAY  is  indeed  a 
treasure  hunter,  always  seeking  for 
the  treasure  that  lies  in  the  heart  of 
some  possible  or  promising  writer. 
Perhaps  you  have  talent  that  needs 
to  be  developed. 


September,  1949 
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JONATHAN   EDWARDS 
APOSTLE  AND  SCHOLAR 

(Continued  from  page  7) 
their  children,  he  did  not,  as  many 
studious  men  have  too  often  done, 
leave  his  wife  to  toil  and  struggle 
alone;  but,  when  attention  to  this 
subject  became  necessary,  he  entered 
into  it  with  all  the  zeal  of  a  tender, 
sympathizing  husband  and  an  anx- 
ious father,  manifesting  a  readiness 
to  share  the  burden,  and  a  desire  to 
discharge  the  duty  of  a  faithful  par- 
ent." 

Mr.  Edwards  could  never  have  done 
such  a  prodigious  amount  of  work  as 
a  minister  and  author  if  he  had  not 
been  exceedingly  careful  in  all  his 
habits.  He  was  abstemious  in  eating 
and  drinking,  and  took  physical  exer- 
cise whenever  he  could.  He  liked  to 
ride  horseback  out  into  the  pleasant 
country  surrounding  Northampton, 
but  even  then  he  would  meditate  and 
make  notes.  If  in  the  night  thoughts 
occurred  to  him  which  he  considered 
worth  recording,  he  would  get  up, 
light  a  candle,  and  put  them  down 
in   writing. 

In  February,  1729,  Mr.  Stoddard 
died,  and  the  whole  care  of  a  large 
congregation  came  upon  the  young 
pastor. 

As  the  result  of  the  unceasing 
prayer  and  labor  of  the  pastor,  and 
under  the  blessing  of  God,  revival 
came  to  the  church  in  Northampton 
and  continued  through  the  years  1734 
and  173b.  It  extended  to  every  part  of 
the  town,  and  someone  in  nearly 
every  household  was  touched.  There 
were  more  than  three  hundred  con- 
versions in  a  few  months,  and  the 
whole  atmosphere  of  the  town  was 
changed. 

Northampton  was  the  scene  or  a 
second  revival  in  the  spring  of  1740. 
In  the  autumn  George  White  field,  the 
great  British  evangelist,  made  a 
second  visit  to  the  American  colonies 
and  went  to  Northampton  to  see  Mr. 
Edwards.  They  spent  four  days  to- 
gether, and  Whitefield  preached  five 
sermons  from  the  pulpit.  As  a  result 
of  the  powerful  preaching  of  White- 
field  and  Edwards,  Gilbert  and  William 
Tennent  of  New  Jersey,  Mr.  Buell  of 
Long  Island,  and  Mr.  Wheelock  of 
Connecticut,  the  revival  spread,  and 
more  than  one  hundred  and  fifty 
congregations  in  New  England,  New 
York,  New  Jersey,  Pennsylvania, 
Maryland,  Virginia,  South  Carolina, 
and  Georgia  were  greatly  blessed. 
There  were  thousands  of  conversions 
and  cold  dead  churches  were  quick- 
ened into  new  life. 

Trouble  came  to  Jonathan  Edwards 
and  his  church  in  1744.  He  publicly 
took  a  stand  against  some  licentious 
books  found  in  the  possession  of 
some  of  his  young  people.  His  people 
agreed  that  the  matter  should  be  in- 
vestigated, but  Edwards  unfortunate- 
ly read  from  the  pulpit  the  names  of 
those  possessing  the  books  and  the 
committee  appointed  to  investigate 
them,  without  discriminating  be- 
tween them,  and  thus  alienated  many 
of  his  members. 

Jonathan  Edwards'  dying  testi- 
mony, and  the  Christian  fortitude  of 


his  wife  and  daughters  as  they  faced 
their  great  loss,  were  entirely  consis- 
tent with  their  buoyant  faith  in  the 
goodness  and  sovereignty  of  God. 
When  Mr.  Edwards  knew  that  the 
end  was  near,  he  called  to  him  the 
daughter  who  had  lovingly  attended 
him  during  his  illness,  and  said  to 
her: 

"Dear  Lucy,  it  seems  to  me  to  be  the 
will  of  God  that  I  must  shortly  leave 
you;  therefore,  give  my  kindest  love  to 
my  dear  wife,  and  tell  her  that  the  un- 
common union  which  has  so  long  sub- 
sisted between  us,  has  been  of  such  a 
nature  as,  I  trust,  is  spiritual,  and 
therefore  will  continue  forever;  and  I 
hope  she  will  be  supported  under  so 
great  a  trial,  and  submit  cheerfully  to 
the  will  of  God.  And  as  to  my  children, 
you  are  now  like  to  be  left  fatherless; 
which  I  hope  will  be  an  inducement 
to  you  all  to  seek  a  Father  who  will 
never   fail  you." 

A  few  minutes  before  he  died,  as 
some  who  were  near  him  were  speak- 
ing with  apprehension  of  the  effect  of 
his  death  on  the  college  and  the 
Christian  church,  thinking  that  he 
could  not  hear,  Mr.  Edwards  said, 
"Trust  in  God,  and  ye  need  not  fear." 


WHISPERING   WAVES 

(Continued  from  page    5) 

vered  path  on  the  rolling  waters  be- 
fore he  would  ever  see  her  again.  His 
last  words  in  parting  were,  "I  shall 
wait  for  you,  forever." 

La  Dale  drank  deeply  of  the  beauty 
of  that  last  night.  She  leaned  back 
on  her  "altar"  and  searched  the 
heavens.  God  drew  near  to  her 
and  His  love  flooded  her  soul 
over  and  over.  He  imparted  strength 
to  her  that  would  take  her  down  the 
roughest  paths  of  life.  When  she  arose 
to  leave,  she  knew  that  stars  may  fall 
from  their  places  and  the  waves  of 
the  ocean  may  forget  to  come  in,  but 
God  would  never  forget  her. 

The  trip  to  Newburn  City  was  a  long 
one  by  bus,  but  she  didn't  mind,  for 
she  needed  a  long  time  to  think.  It 
would  take  a  long  time  to  forget  her 
daddy's  words  that  he  spoke  to  her 
when  she  was  leaving.  She  could  hear 
them  now.  "You  can  go,  but  make 
sure  you  never  return.  I  shall  not 
send  you  any  word,  no  matter  what 
happens.  Don't  expect  any  help  from 
me."  She  loved  her  family  and  it  was 
hard  to  give  them  up.  Then  she  re- 
membered her  pastor's  words,  "You 
are  too  young";  and  Gil's,  "I  shall 
wait  for  you,  forever.  You  will  come 
back,  won't  you?"  All  of  these  words 
brought  much  sadness,  but  she  was 
determined  not  to  be  unhappy. 

God  had  made  the  way  for  her  to 
come  and  she  would  soon  be  at  Bible 
school.  She  had  received  an  answer  to 
each  of  the  twenty-five  cards  which 
she  had  mailed,  and  everyone  had 
given  her  some  help.  It  seemed  that 
God  was  sitting  beside  her  and  was 
her  comfort  during  the  trip.  Soon, 
tired  from  the  strenuous  activities  of 
the  day,  she  fell  asleep.  She  dreamed 
that  she  was  beside  the  sea  again  and 
the  roar  of  the  bus  became  the  roar- 
ing breakers  of  her  Atlantic. 


La  Dale  felt  very  small  and  alone 
when  she  stepped  off  the  bus  in 
Newburn  City.  What  was  she  to  do? 
She  did  not  know  the  way  to  school 
and  she  was  very  tired.  She  wanted 
to  cry,  but  instead  she  lifted  her  chin 
and  breathed  a  prayer  to  her  heaven- 
ly Father. 

"Taxi,  Miss?"  called  a  voice  behind 
her.  Almost  before  she  realized  what 
had  happened,  she  was  being  driven 
to  the  school  in  a  taxi.  There  were 
only  a  few  coins  in  her  purse.  Would 
it  be  enough  to  pay  the  taxi  fare?  She 
was  alarmed.  What  would  the  driver 
do  if  she  didn't  have  enough  money 
to  pay  him?  Oh!  the  agony  she  felt 
in  those  minutes.  Would  they  never 
reach  the  school?  They  had  been 
driving  for  ten  minutes.  She  felt  very 
small  and  it  was  all  she  could  do  to 
keep  back  the  tears. 

Finally  they  stopped  before  a  large 
brick  building.  The  driver  carried  her 
bags  to  the  door.  La  Dale  emptied  the 
contents  of  her  purse  in  her  hand 
and  said  in  a  trembling  voice,  "How 
much  do  I  owe  you?" 

"Seventy-five  cents',"  he  replied. 

La  Dale  wondered  how  he  could  be 
so  calm.  She  started  counting  the 
nickels  and  dimes,  "Ten,  fifteen, 
twenty,  twenty-five,  thirty,  forty, 
forty-five,  fifty-five,  sixty-five,  sev- 
enty, and  seventy-five."  She  sighed 
with  relief  as  she  handed  the  driver 
the  change. 

When  she  approached  the  big  door 
that  opened  into  the  hall,  she  had  a 
strange  feeling.  She  looked  into  the 
little  purse  that  she  was  still  holding 
in  her  hand  and  it  was  empty.  God 
had  given  her  just  the  needed  amount 
of  money  to  reach  the  school  that  was 
to  train  her  to  work  for  Him. 

La  Dale  was  a  long  way  from  the 
whispering  waves,  her  church  and  Gil. 
She  suddenly  felt  weak,  alone  and 
penniless. 

(To  be  continued) 


HELPS   FOR  THE  TEMPTED 

(Continued  from  page  9) 

way  compared  with  the  joys  of  heav- 
en. 

How  I  wish  I  might  put  my  arm 
of  love  and  sympathy  around  every 
tempted  one  and  let  a  few  teardrops 
fall  for  you,  for  I  surely  do  under- 
stand. I  am  praying  for  you  and  I 
need  your  prayers,  for  the  Word  tells 
us  that  we  are  to  bear  one  another's 
burdens. 


ATTENTION  PERSONAL 
WORKERS 

An  ample  supply  of  LIGHTED 
PATHWAYS  for  months  of  May,  June, 
July,  and  older  issues  are  now  avail- 
able at  3c  each.  This  will  be  a  splen- 
did way  to  give  the  gospel  to  the  poor. 
Let  us  have  your  orders  early  before 
the  stock  is  exhausted. 


WHAT  IS  HIS  NAME? 
Answer:  Ralph  Williams 


Page  20 


The  Lighted  Pathway 


BOOK    REVIEWS 

All  books  reviewed  can  be  purchased  from 
the  Church  of  God  Publishing  House,  2502 
Montgomery  Avenue,  Cleveland,  Tenn. 

SAINT  PAUL,  by  Robert  Sencourt,  illustrated, 
378    pages,    cloth    bound,    Sheed    and    Ward 

$5.00 

Mr.  Sencourt  writes  with  the  vigor  of  the 
dramatist  and  the  authority  of  the  scholar. 
This  is  a  volume  of  the  "Great  Writers  of 
the  World"  series,  and  deals  with  Paul  prin- 
cipally for  the  great  epistles  that  came  from 
his  pen — without  neglecting  his  travels  and 
his   personal   spiritual    experiences. 

While  the  book  is  by  no  means  the  final 
word  in  Pauline  scholarship,  it  is  written  in  a 
lively  style  that  not  only  brings  the  apostle 
to  life  in  its  pages,  but  makes  the  reader  also 
a  part  of  the  apostle's  world.  Still  the  book 
is  serious  and  masterful,  being  amply  sup- 
ported by  references  to  the  greatest  scholars 
of  the  life  of  Paul  since  the  life  of  Paul. 
The  author  is  familiar  with  all  the  important 
works  on  the  life  of  Paul,  both  those  in  the 
English  language  and  other  languages.  Much 
attention  is  given  to  the  background  and  the 
color  and  the  spirit  of  the  Roman,  Greek,  and 
Jewish  world  in  which  Paul  lived.  The  format 
is  as  pleasing  to  the  eye  as  the  text  is  to  the 
mind,  making  a  very  pleasant  volume  for 
study  or  for  casual  reading.  The  notes,  ap- 
pendices and  index  in  the  back  make  it  a  use- 
[  ful  reference  tool  also. 

The  author  has  studiously  evaded  controver- 
!  sial  issues,  and  has  made  simplicity  and  clar- 
l  ity  the  keynote  of  the  biography.  The  effect  is 
a  valuable  book  for  those  who  are  interested 
in  Paul,  his  adventures,  the  times  in  which  he 
lived — and  the  beauty  of  the  things  he  wrote 
t  rather  than  his  theology.  I  found  it  both 
|  pleasing  and  satisfying. 

— o — 
EVERY   PASTOR   A    COUNSELOR,   by    Stanley 

E.    Anderson,    111    pages,    cloth    bound,    Van 

Kampen       $1.50 

With  ever-increasing  emphasis  being  laid  on 
personal  counselling  in  the  Church,  where  it 
rightfully  belongs,  there  come  ever-increasing 
demands  upon  the  pastor,  and  no  responsible 
minister  can  afford  to  overlook  or  neglect  this 
needy   ministry. 

As  the  author  points  out,  Jesus  Himself  did 
much  of  His  work  by  giving  personal  counsel 
to  those  in  distress;  and  some  of  the  most 
sublime  words  of  the  New  Testament  are 
those  words  He  spoke  in  conversation  with 
some  lone  person  whose  heart  was  hungry  or 
perplexed.  Certainly  today's  men  of  the  gos- 
pel should  equip  themselves  for  this  work  of 
counselling — and  this  books  tells  you  how.  It 
does  not  tell  you  what  you  should  do  and 
then,  as  so  many  books  do,  leave  you  there, 
but  the  author  tells  how  to  begin  and  con- 
tinue as  an  effective  counselor.  He  states  that 
there  are  seven  classes  of  people  who  need 
their  pastor's  capable  guidance:  disturbed 
people,  perplexed  students,  those  needing  vo- 
cational guidance,  those  companions  headed 
toward  divorce,  quarreling  church  members, 
returning  service  men,  and  those  involved  in 
cases  of  delinquent  children.  Mr.  Anderson 
writes  authoritatively  about  these  problems 
and  others. 

Not    only    does    the    author    deal    with    the 


minister's  method  of  beginning  an  energetic 
counselling  program,  and  with  many  of  the 
problems  he  will  most  often  face,  but  he  has 
also  compiled  in  the  back  of  the  book  three 
very  helpful  chapters  for  the  minister's  use — 
one  a  list  of  scriptures  to  use  in  specific  cases, 
one  a  list  of  tracts  to  place  in  the  hands  of  the 
counselees,  one  a  bibliography  for  further 
study  on  the  subject.  All  this  combines  to 
make  a  valuable  book,  one  that  has  no  peer 
in  its  field. 

— o — 
BLAZING    THE    MISSIONARY    TRAIL,    by    E. 
Myers  Harrison,  144  pages,  cloth  bound,  Van 

Kampen $1.50 

In  this  book  Dr.  Harrison  gives  us  seven 
biographical  sketches  of  pioneer  missionaries. 
They  are  truly  those  who  have  given  their 
lives  to  blaze  the  missionary  trail  in  dark  and 
heathen  lands.  Theirs  is  a  story  of  thrilling 
adventure,  intense  suffering,  abounding  love 
and  supreme   faith. 

Herein  is  depicted  the  grossest  ignorance, 
the  lowest  sin  and  the  most  inhuman  of 
cruelties  and  savageries.  Conditions  such  as 
we  have  never  dreamed  of  challenged  the 
heroism  of  such  spiritual  giants  as  Hiram 
Bingham,  Alexander  Mackay,  John  Geddie 
and  others.  The  real  experiences  of  Mary 
Slessor,  the  White  Queen  of  the  Calabar,  and 
Sadhu  Sundar  Singh,  the  Apostle  of  Bleeding 
Feet,  reveal  to  us  the  sacrifices  and  faithful- 
ness of  those  who  loved  most  and  gave  all  for 
Christ  and  His  cause. 

In  each  of  these  sketches  the  author  reveals 
the  power  of  one  particular  verse  of  scripture 
in  influencing  the  life  and  works  of  the  one 
whose  biography  is  given.  This  greatly  en- 
hances the  spiritual  quality  and  effect  of  the 
book. 

It  has  made  a  tremendous  impact  on  my 
soul  and  is  certain  to  stir  every  reader. — E.  L.  C. 

— o — 
HOPE   HAVEN,   by   Kirk  Gringhuis,   illustrated 
by  the  author,  148  pages,  hard  covers,  Eerd- 

mans $2.00 

Based  on  the  actual  experiences  of  the 
Dutch  settlers  of  western  Michigan  when  they 
fled  the  religious  intolerance  of  Holland  in 
1846,  this  book  is  the  story  of  Karel  and 
Katrina,  who  met  exciting  adventure  in  their 
pioneer  settlement  and  the  surrounding  wilder- 
ness. Here  we  find  the  elements  that  will  cap- 
tivate any  youngster  between  eight  and  four- 
teen years  of  age:  a  perilous  ocean  voyage, 
Indians,  wild  animals,  a  boat  ride  on  the  river 
with  a  dangerous  would-be  robber,  camping 
in  the  forests,  and  the  many  adventures  of 
building  a  new  colony.  The  fact  that  it  is 
also  an  educational  book  does  not  in  the  least 
lessen  it  as  a  story  filled  with  action  and  en- 
tertainment. The  illustrations  in  full  color 
are  beautiful,  even  to  the  mature  eye.  They 
are  vivid  and  alive,  joining  with  the  text  to 
make  one  of  the  finest  children's  books  one 
could  expect  to  buy. 

— o — 
TRAIN  UP  A  CHILD,  by  Arthur  L.  Miller, 
61  pages,  paper  covers,  Concordia  .  25  cents 
The  reviewer  is  thankful  that  this  little 
pamphlet  is  priced  low  enough  that  every 
home  where  The  LIGHTED  PATHWAY  goes 
can  afford  to  buy  it.  The  author  has  written 
in  a  forthright  manner,  and  deals  honestly 
with  the  problems  of  a  child's  home  training. 
Which  parent  should  take  the  lead  in  family 
devotions?  Is  the  correction  of  a  disobedient 
child  by  corporal  punishment  proper?  He  an- 
swers these  and  many  other  such  problems 
with   scriptural   answers. 

Included  at  the  close  of  each  of  the  ten 
chapters  is  a  list  of  topics  for  discussion  by 
church  groups — or  any  group  interested  in 
making   or  becoming   better  parents.    For  in- 


dividual reading  or  for  group  study  the  little 
pamphlet  is  splendid.  We  heartily  recommend 
it — to  pastors  who  have  to  deal  with  family 
relations,  and  to  every  parent  who  reads  this 
review. 

— o — 
THE   BOY   FROM   NORTHFIELD,   by   Harry   J. 

Albus,     89     pages,     hard     covers,     Eerdmans 

$1.00 

To  those  who  read  Mr.  Albus'  THE  PEANUT 
MAN  (George  Washington  Carver)  nothing 
more  need  be  said  than  that  this  is  another 
such  gem,  written  in  the  same  flowing  style, 
marked  by  the  same  freshness  and  is  about 
another  of  America's  greatest  Christians. 

The  boy  from  Northfield  (Massachusetts)  is 
Dwight  L.  Moody,  who  fought  upward  from 
a  fatherless,  poverty-stricken  boyhood  to  be- 
come one  of  the  greatest  evangelists  of  the 
last  century.  As  Mr.  Albus  stresses,  Moody  was 
a  normal,  mischievous  youngster,  who  was 
always  possessed  of  boundless  energy  in  all 
that  he  did.  The  book  reads  like  fiction  and  is 
especially  appealing  to  the  young  reader,  but 
will  prove  a  treat  and  a  blessing  to  all  who 
read  it,  regardless  of  age. 
— o — 
THE    MYSTERY    OF    THE    GULLS,    by    Phyllis 

A.  Whitney,  illustrated  by  Janet  Smalley,  202 

pages,    cloth    bound,    Westminster      .      $2.50 

This  is  the  story  of  twelve-year-old  Taffy 
Saunders  who  is  suddenly  plunged  into  a 
world  of  excitement  and  adventure  when  her 
mother  unexpectedly  inherits  a  hotel,  which 
she  will  gain  title  to  only  after  she  has  suc- 
cessfully  managed   it   one   summer. 

There  is  no  warm  welcome  awaiting  Taffy 
and  her  mother  when  they  reach  Sunset 
House;  instead,  the  little  hotel  is  engulfed  in 
an  air  of  mystery  and  hostility.  However,  the 
indomitable  spirit  of  Mrs.  Saunders  helps  her 
to  meet  each  problem.  Taffy  enlists  the  aid 
of  thirteen-year-old  David  Marsh  and  together 
they  share  many  breath-taking  experiences  as 
they  assist  Mrs.  Saunders. 

Historic  Mackinac  Island  in  Northern  Mich- 
igan is  the  ideal  setting  for  the  story  and  gives 
a  colorful  background  for  this  charming  nar- 
rative that  Author  Whitney  has  so  masterfully 
produced.  It  is  particularly  for  junior  girls 
and  will  be  sure  to  keep  them  absorbed  until 
the  very  last  page. — C.  C.  H. 

HOLIDAY  MOUNTAIN,  by  Lloid  and  Juanita 
Jones,  208  pages,  cloth  bound,  Westminster 
Press §2.50 

Into  this  eventful  story  have  gone  the 
author's  experience,  imagination,  and  sym- 
pathy. The  result  is  a  deft  portrayal  of  the 
pioneer  activities  of  the  Campbell  family  and 
their  unrelenting  creditor,  Belle  Blackman.  The 
book  gives  teen-agers  an  opportunity  to 
breathe  the  atmosphere  of  rugged  mountain 
life,  set  far  away  in  the  Colorado  Rockies, 
which  beckon  tourists  to  fish  in  their  waters, 
hunt  in  their  forests,  climb  their  steep  icy 
heights,  and  ski  down  their  snow-laden  slopes. 

The  Campbells,  who  operate  a  summer  camp 
for  vacationists,  do  not  themselves  symbolize 
pleasure  excursions,  but  rather  cooperative 
work  and  time-consuming  errands  aimed  to- 
ward perfect  service  for  demanding  guests.  The 
plot  of  the  story  involves  an  expansion  pro- 
gram, made  seemingly  impossible  by  an  un- 
fortunate accident  that  thrusts  upon  Tom, 
the  eldest  Campbell  son,  responsibilities  be- 
yond his  years.  Meeting  the  first  payment  on 
a  property  loan  was  no  small  task,  and  the 
gruelling  winter  offered  little  assistance,  but 
many  complexities  with  which  only  resource- 
fulness  and    courage   could   successfully   cope. 

This  is  a  splendid  story  of  mountain  life, 
recommended  for  its  clean,  wholesome  charm 
and  excitement. — E.  H. 
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GIVE  OF  YOUR  BEST 

(Continued  from  page  13) 
one  evening  in  a  revival  he  was  hold- 
ing in  a  little  country  church.  He  re- 
lates, "He  was  sitting  on  the  platform 
just  at  my  feet,  and  too  bashful  to 
sit  thus  looking  at  an  audience,  he 
shielded  his  face  in  his  hands,  and 
sat  listening.  Suddenly,  utterly  un- 
conscious of  all  others,  he  stood 
straight  up  and  turning  said  to  me 
as  his  face  beamed,  'I  see  it,'  and  then 
realizing  what  he  had  done,  sat  with 
a  crash  back  to  his  humble  seat  on 
the  floor.  He  was  twenty-four  years 
of  age  then,  and  a  heroic  fellow.  His 
father  had  died  when  he  was  a  mere 
lad,  and  left  him  with  his  widowed 
mother  and  four  other  children.  They 
lived  on  a  poor  sort  of  hillside  farm, 
which  was  made  doubly  difficult  by 
a  heavy  mortgage.  Charlie  was  a  stout 
lad  and  had  to  bend  all  his  strength 
to  do  the  work  of  the  farm,  and  never 
was  privileged  another  day's  school- 
ing after  his  father's  death,  but  he 
never  complained.  He  devoted  himself 
to  the  task  and  worked  that  mortgage 
all  away,  and  in  the  course  of  the 
years  built  for  his  mother  a  nice  new 
house,  doing  all  the  work  with  his 
own  strong  hands.  The  mother's 
health  broke  and  she  became  the 
victim  of  a  long  lingering  disease  that 
seemed  to  feast  itself  on  increasing 
the  difficulty  for  the  hero  boy.  But 
Charlie  kept  the  income  coming  in  so 
he  could  care  for  the  added  expense, 
and  finally,  with  a  long  hospital  bill 
added  to  it  all,  he  made  his  devoted 
way  to  the  last  day  on  earth  of  his  be- 
loved mother,  and  sat  beside  her  to 
comfort  her,  as  she  went  to  God.  He 
buried  her  tenderly  and  placed  above 
her  a  modest  marker  of  his  affection. 
He  then  felt  that  he  was  free  to  spend 
the  remainder  of  his  life  as  he  might 
choose  to  do.  He  called  the  other  chil- 
dren together  and  told  them  there 
was  a  certain  amount  of  money  in 
the  bank,  which  was  all  theirs.  The 
farm  was  free  of  all  debt,  and  in  good 
condition,  and  it  was  all  theirs.  He 
then  announced  that  with  only 
enough  money  in  his  pocket  to  pay 
his  railroad  fare  to  the  University,  he 
was  going  to  begin  his  education.  He 
was  forty  years  of  age.  As  I  stood 
there  holding  his  hand  in  admiration 
which  sprang  from  my  remembrance 
of  all  this  I  have  been  telling  you,  he 
gripped  my  palm  in  his  hand  and 
said,  'It  will  take  me  five  years  more 
to  finish  the  college  work  I  have  laid 
out  before  me,  but  all  I  ask  is  a 
chance  to  bring  my  life  up  to  the  very 


best  I  can  make  it  and  devote  it  to 
the  service  of  men  for  Christ's  sake.'  " 
Such  a  vision  as  that  strong  son 
of  service  had  of  the  debt  of  life  is 
what  the  world  is  expecting  from  the 
Christian  church  today. 

Let  us  then,  as  the  Church  of  God, 
make   a  strong  and  united   effort  to 
encourage    our   young   people   in    the 
pursuit  of  higher  Christian  education 
that  they  may  be   equipped   as  life- 
savers   in   the  spiritual  and  intellec- 
tual storms  of  tomorrow's  world. 
Rise,   Church    of    God,    to   meet    thy 
great  tomorrow, 
To  shining  deeds  the  silver  trumpet 
calls; 
Lo,  glorious  dawn  dispels  the  night  of 
sorrow, 
And  God's  new  day  athwart  earth's 
darkness  falls. 
Rise,    Church    triumphant!   Rise, 
Church  of  God, 
Folloio     exultingly     the     way     the 
Saviour  trod. 


CHILDREN'S    PAGE 

(Continued  from  page  17) 

ing  and  heard  Grandpa  say,  "She  is 
asleep  now,  Laddie;  but  she  will 
awake  in  another  beautiful  garden 
and  find  Jesus  there  to  welcome  her. 

"She  will  be  very  happy  there  as  she 
was  here  with  us,  and  some  day  we 
shall  all  meet  again  in  heaven  with 
her.  Will  you  help  me  to  keep  her 
garden  beautiful?  She  taught  you 
how  to  do  it,  Laddie." 

Grandpa  and  Johnny  worked  to- 
gether, as  he  and  Granny  had  done. 
After  a  while  Johnny  began  to  smile, 
as  the  dull,  heavy  ache  in  his  heart 
went  away  and  in  its  place  came  real 
joy,  because  he  was  the  only  one  who 
could  keep  Granny  White's  garden 
"just  the  way  she  kept  it." 


HAPPY  HOME  CIRCLE 

(Continued  from  page  10) 

"Jesus   Always    Loves   You" 

Little  Timothy  refused  to  sing  "Jesus 
Loves  Me"  with  the  other  children  in 
the  Primary  room.  When  his  teacher 
asked  why,  bluntly  he  answered, 
"Jesus  doesn't  love  me  now  at  all.  My 
mamma  says  so."  The  troubled  teacher 
went  to  visit  Timothy's  mother,  told 
her  what  had  happened,  and  hinted 
for  a  reason  for  his  speech.  Then  she 
learned  that  the  mother,  on  occasions 
of  Timothy's  naughtiness,  often  said, 
"Now  Jesus  doesn't  love  you,  for  you're 
a  naughty  boy." 

Long  ago  in  our  home  we  decided 
never  to  make  the  mistake  Timothy's 
mother  had  made.  We  believe  in 
bringing  Jesus  very  close  to  the  home 
lives  of  our  children — making  them 
realize  He  is  their  guardian  and  helper. 
But  we  have  never  told  them  that 
their  wrongdoing  causes  them  to  lose  a 
whit  of  His  love.  Instead,  we  have  said 
that  their  naughtiness  troubles   Him 


and  that  it  comes  because  of  a  lack  of 
their  love  for  Him. 

Back  in  my  own  childhood  I  was 
often  told  by  others,  but  never  my 
wise  little  mother,  that  Jesus  had  no 
affection  for  bad  children.  Sometimes 
when  I  went  to  bed  after  a  particular- 
ly hard  day  at  the  home  of  my  grand- 
mother, to  which  I  was  taken  when 
mother  was  ill,  I  pulled  the  bed  covers 
over  my  head,  lest  the  Jesus  who 
planned  punishment  for  little  sinners 
like  I  had  been,  should  come  to  punish 
me. 

How  different  that  was  from  the 
wise  little  mother  who  told  us  a  strong, 
loving  Jesus  was  ever  near  to  help  us 
overcome  our  desires  to  throw  tan- 
trums and  be  childishly  wicked  to  spite 
adults  who  did  not  try  to  understand 
us. 

Let's  watch  in  our  homes  so  that  no 
more  little  Timothys  are  sent  to  Sun- 
day School  to  refuse  to  sing  "Jesus 
Loves  Me."  Let's  tell  them  as  my 
mother  did  me,  "Jesus  always  loves 
you,  and  you  must  always  love  Him. 
You  can't  do  that  well  when  you  get 
mad,  fight,  and  say  mean  things." — 
Mabel  McKee. 
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//  you  can  keep  your  head  when  all 
about  you 
Are  losing  theirs  and  blaming  it  on 
you; 
If  you  can  trust  yourself  when  all  men 
doubt  you; 
But  make  allowance  for  their  doubt- 
ing too; 
If  you  can  wait  and  not  be  tired  by 
waiting, 
Or  being  lied  about,  don't  deal  in 
lies, 
Or  being     hated     don't     give     way  to 
hating, 
And  don't  look  too  good,  nor  talk 
too  wise; 

If     you     can     dream — and  not  make 
dreams  your  master; 
If  you  can  think — and     not     make 
thoughts  your  aim 
If  you  can  meet  Triumph  and  Disaster 
And  treat  those  two  impostors  just 
the  same; 
If  you  can  bear     to     hea)      the     truth 
you've  spoken 
Twisted  by  knaves  to  make  a  trap 
for  fools, 
Or  ivatch  the  things  you  gave  your  life 
to,  broken, 
And  stoop  and  build  'em  up   with 
worn-out  tools; 


If  you  can  make  one  heap  of  all  your 
winnings 
And  risk  it  on  one  turn  of  pitch-and- 
toss, 
And  lose,  and  start  again  at  your  be- 
ginnings 
And   never    breathe  a    word    about 
your  loss; 
If  you  can  force  your  heart  and  nerve 
and  sinew 
To  serve  your  turn  long  after  they 
are  gone, 
And  so  hold  on  when  there  is  nothing 
in  you 
Except  the  will  which  says  to  them: 


rHold 


on: 


v 


If  you  can  talk  ivith  crouds  and  keep 
your  virtue, 
Or  walk  with  Kings — nor  lose  the 
common  touch; 
If  neither  foes  nor  loving  friends  can 
hurt  you; 
If  all  men  count  with  you,  but  none 
too  much; 
If  you  can  fill  the  unforgiving  minute 
With  sixty  seconds'  tvorth  of  distance 
run — 
Yours  is  the     Earth     and     everything 
that's  in  it. 
And — which    is    more — you'll    be  a 
man,  my  son! 

— Rudyard  Kipling,  1865-1936. 
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in  Christian  theology  .  .  .  teaching 
the  sciences,  the  arts,  and  liter- 
ature in  perfect  harmony  with  the 
Bible. 


in   emphasis  .   .    .   Proclaiming  and 
defending    the    Full-Gospel. 
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in  Perspective  .  .  .  maintaining 
that  the  Great  Commission  "Go 
Ye"  is  the  responsibility  of  all 
Christians. 
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THE  NOTHINGS 

By    Jonathan    D.    Bright 

ONE 

1  Cor.  5:6,  "Your  glorying  is  not  good. 
Know  ye  not  that  a  little  leaven  leaveneth 
the   whole    lump?" 

A  town  in  Nebraska  had  its  first  crime 
in  twenty-two  years  when  a  transient  at- 
tempted to  steal  a  pair  of  shoes.  He  was 
run   out   of    town. 

TWO 

Mark  9:6,  "For  he  wist  not  what  to  say; 
for    they   were   sore   afraid." 

Two  New   England  tribes  of   Indians  were 
plunged    into    war    because    two    little    boys 
quarrelled   over   a   grasshopper. 
THREE 

The   invention  of  nothing  was  one  of  the 
greatest    of    mathematical    conception.    The 
zero    made    computation    possible. 
FOUR 

Exodus  8:19,  "Then  the  magicians  said 
unto  Pharaoh,  This  is  the  finger  of  God: 
and  Pharaoh's  heart  was  hardened,  and  he 
hearkened  not  unto  them;  as  the  Lord  had 
said." 

The  ocean  consists  of  one  sheet  of  water. 
A  complete  system  of  circulation  exists  in 
the  ocean.  Consequently,  a  movement  of 
any  part  of  its  water  is  definitely  related 
to  the  rest  of  it.  Therefore  it  can  be  moved 
by  one  little  finger.  God  just  used  one 
finger  to  rescue  the  Israelites.  Then  should 
we   fail   to  trust    Him? 

FIVE 

Gen.  30:30,  "For  it  was  little  which 
thou  hadst  before  I  came,  and  it  is  now 
increased  unto  a  multitude;  and  the  Lord 
hath  blessed  thee  since  my  coming:  and 
now  when  shall  I  provide  for  mine  own 
house  also?" 

The  famous  plow  inventor,  Jethro  Wood, 
carved  his  first  models  out  of  raw  potatoes. 
Where  there  is  a  will  there  is  a  way.  It  is 
possible  that  our  success  depends  on  using 
some    insignificant    thing    in   our    possession. 


The  beautiful  scene  on  this  month's 
cover  page  is  of  the  Atlantic  Ocean  taken 
from  North  Truro  lighthouse  point,  near 
Cape  Cod,  Massachusetts.  Summer  has 
spent  its  fury  and  outumn  hovers  over  the 
waters  and  the  land.  This  view  reminds 
one  of  the  old  lady  who,  when  first  view- 
ing the  ocean,  compared  it  with  God's 
love   by  saying,   "There   is  enough." 
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Editorial  £Notes. . . 


Charles  W.  Conn 


T, 


OL/il  YOUNG  PEOPLE 


HE  CHURCH  OF  GOD  has  every  reason  to  be  proud 
of  its  young  people.  There  has  been  a  growing  fear  among 
some  of  our  older  people  that  the  youth  of  the  Church 
have  less  spiritual  depth  than  the  young  people  of  a 
generation  ago.  Perhaps  the  older  people  of  that  past 
generation  feared  the  same  concerning  those  who  were 
young  then.  There  seems  always  to  be  a  conflict  between 
two  living  generations. 

If  you  have  entertained  thoughts  of  the  spiritual  de- 
generacy of  our  young  people,  let  me  assure  you  that 
such  thoughts  should  be  dispelled  posthaste.  It  has  been 
my  privilege  to  attend  conventions  in  several  sections 
of  our  country  this  summer,  and  I  have  been  rather 
closely  associated  with  a  cross  section  of  our  young 
people.  My  impressions  are  altogether  optimistic.  To  be 
sure,  there  is  a  category  of  young  people  which  is  not 
quite  to  the  liking  of  devoted  Christians  of  a  decade  or 
so  ago,  or  even  to  the  best  Christians  of  this  generation. 
There  have  always  been  those  who  stand  on  the  fringes 
of  true  consecration,  refusing  to  enter  such  devotedness, 
in  a  state  of  bewilderment  and  uncertainty  and  inde- 
cision; but  on  the  other  hand,  among  our  young  people 
there  is  definitely  a  solid  core  of  sound  Christian  ex- 
perience and  principles.  They  have  not  lost  their 
vision.  They  have  not  lost  their  love.  In  their 
young  eager  bosoms  there  blazes  that  fire  that 
sent  forth  world-c  onquering  apostles  in  all  the 
bygone  ages.  I  for  one  am  proud  of  our  young 
people.  I  listened  as  they  preached  with  such  eloquence 
and  persuasion.  I  listened  as  they  talked  with  such  cer- 
tainty of  knowledge.  I  listened  while  they  sang  such 
beautiful  sincerity.  I  listened  while  they  prayed  with  such 
blissful  oblivion  of  the  perplexities  of  the  age,  and  I 
was  delighted.  They  are  not  in  one  or  two  isolated  parts 
of  the  land,  but  these  eager  Christians  are  everywhere. 
Then  let  it  be  with  faith  and  confidence  and  not  with 
fear  and  doubting  that  we  place  into  their  hands  the 
reins  whereby  they  will  guide  the  Church  through  their 
generation. 


N. 


THE  PATHWAY  BOOK  CLUB 


ATIONAL  YOUTH  DIRECTOR  Ralph  E.  Williams  and 
the  LIGHTED  PATHWAY  Editor  have  recently  returned 
from  a  visit  to  several  of  the  larger  religious  publishing 
houses  in  the  country,  where  they  discussed  plans  for 
our  own  Church  book  club.  The  results  of  the  interviews 
were  very  satisfactory  and  plans  are  now  under  way  to 
begin  the  function  of  this  club  immediately.  This  has 
come  in  response  to  requests  that  have  come  in  from 
our  readers  for  a  long  period  of  time. 

"The  Pathway  Book  Club,"  as  it  has  been  officially 
named,  would  be  superfluous,  since  there  are  so  many 
other  book  clubs  today,  if  it  were  not  that  it  is  designed 
to  meet  a  specific  need  of  Christian  readers.  The  club 
will  be  operated  in  the  same  manner  as  other  book  clubs, 


but  its  monthly  selections  and  its  bonus  and  dividend 
books  will  definitely  be  of  a  high  moral  and  spiritual 
content.  The  five  judges  are  all  conscientious  Christians 
with  a  knowledge  of  the  literature  of  today,  and  you  will 
be  able  to  trust  their  selections. 

There  will  be  no  fee  for  joining  the  club;  in  fact, 
every  member  will  receive  a  free  book  for  joining.  Each 
member  will  have  no  responsibility  except  to  purchase 
at  least  four  selections  each  year  he  is  a  member  tall 
monthly  selections  do  not  have  to  be  taken  by  any 
member),  and  to  pay  for  the  books  promptly,  which  will 
sell  at  their  regular  price,  or  perhaps  cheaper.  There  will 
be  a  free  book  given  to  each  member  for  every  fourth 
purchase  made.  This  is  not  a  money-making  project,  but 
it  has  been  designed  only  as  a  service  to  our  ministers, 
laymen,  and  especially  young  people  who  desire  the  best 
in  reading  and  need  guidance  in  securing  it. 

Each  member  of  The  Pathway  Book  Club  will  receive 
free  each  month  a  copy  of  "The  Book  Path,"  which  is 
an  advance  review  of  the  book  to  be  issued  that  month, 
as  well  as  notice  of  all  other  worth-while  new  publica- 
tions. Detailed  information  about  the  club  will  be  given 
in  the  near  future. 


OYOUR  OPINION,  PLEASE 
N  THE  INSIDE  BACK  COVER  of  this  issue  of  The 
LIGHTED  PATHWAY  there  is  a  ballot  that  needs  to  be 
filled  out  by  every  pastor  and  youth  worker  and  those 
who  participate  in  the  youth  services  in  the  Church  of 
God.  Almost  a  year  ago  it  was  decided  that  the  Y.  P.  E. 
lessons  usually  placed  in  The  LIGHTED  PATHWAY  should 
more  properly  be  placed  in  the  Youth  and  Sunday  School 
Workers'  Bulletin.  This  change  was  effected  in  January. 
1949,  issue.  Some  have  liked  it  and  some  have  not. 

To  us  the  advantages  of  the  change  were  obvious.  Not 
every  reader  of  The  LIGHTED  PATHWAY  is  interested 
in  Y.  P.  E.  programs;  therefore,  to  them  these  two  pages 
were  seldom  if  ever  read.  We  felt  that  it  would  be  better  to 
put  them  in  a  paper  that  is  received  by  only  those  who 
are  interested.  We  knew  that  few  people  liked  to  give 
talks  when  they  knew  that  every  person  listening  to  them 
had  possibly  already  read  the  outline  of  the  program. 
We  felt  that  this  material  was  isolated  in  a  magazine 
where  it  did  not  rightly  belong  and  that  is  should  be  in 
the  paper  that  was  created  for  the  express  purpose  of 
carrying  such  material. 

Many  of  our  readers  received  this  change  happily,  and 
we  have  received  many  nice  expressions  about  it.  Not  all 
have  been  pleased,  however,  and  their  voices  of  protest 
have  risen  in  such  increasing  volume  that  it  now  makes 
this  vote  necessary.  Those  who  want  the  Y.  P.  E.  lessons 
back  in  The  LIGHTED  PATHWAY  have  very  excellent 
reasons  for  wanting  it  so.  It  does  assist  the  average  reader 
with  his  Bible  study.  Many  churches  of  other  denomina- 
tions do  receive  The  LIGHTED  PATHWAY  in  order  to 
use  our  lessons.  In  fact,  those  who  have  protested  the 
change  have  offered  such  convincing  reasons  for  wanting 
the  lessons  in  The  LIGHTED  PATHWAY  that  we  have 
decided  to  take  this  vote  of  readers'  opinion  and  be  gov- 
erned in  the  future  by  it. 

If  you  are  interested  in  this  phase  of  our  work  %nd  in 
this  department  of  The  LIGHTED  PATHWAY  and  the 
Youth  and  Sunday  School  Workers'  Bulletin,  please  let  us 
have  your  expression.  It  means  much  to  The  LIGHTED 
PATHWAY  to  know  just  exactly  what  our  readers  want. 


October,  1949 
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The  old  man  stumbled  on.  He  was  so 
crazed  by  thirst  and  exhaustion  that  his 
mind  began  to  wander. 


By  DOROTHY  POTEAT 
Illustrated    by    CHLOE    STEWART 


For  three  days  Ben  Ezra  had  trudged 
through  trackless  desert.  The  worn 
sandals  which  hung  on  his  bleeding 
feet  were  no  protection  whatever 
against  the  sharp,  burning  sand.  Since 
his  donkey  died  four  days  ago,  he  had 
almost  given  up  hope  of  reaching  his 
destination.  A  scarlet  thread  marked 
his  painful  progress  to  he  knew  not 
where.  His  tongue  was  parched  and 
swollen;  his  lips  were  baked  and 
cracked  by  the  terrific  heat,  but  in 
vain  he  strained  his  eyes  for  some 
sign  of  vegetable  life. 

He  drew  from  beneath  the  folds  of 
his  robe  a  shining  gem.  It  was  worth  a 
small  fortune,  but  he  would  have  giv- 
en it  gladly  for  one  cup  of  water  from 
that  old  well  in  Jerusalem. 

The  old  man  stumbled  on.  He  was  so 
crazed  by  thirst  and  exhaustion  that 
his  mind  began  to  wander.  His  thin 
parched  lips  moved  slowly.  The  words 
were  almost  incoherent,  "Water?  Fair 
mother,  I  have  brought  you  ten  pots 
of  water  already.  May  I  have  one  cup- 
ful? I  will  never  disobey  you  again,  if 
you  will  give  me  just  one  cup."  He 
raved  on,  but  his  words  were  jumbled 
and  without  sense. 

A  wild  beast  howled  in  the  distance, 
and  the  crazed  man  was  suddenly 
brought  back  to  reality.  By  now  the 
sun  was  sinking  low,  and  the  heat  was 
a  little  more  endurable.  To  his  great 
joy,  Ben  Ezra  noticed  an  increasing 
number  of  small  shrubs  and  bushes 
growing  by  the  wayside.  As  he  pushed 
forward,  his  mind  wandered  back  to  a 
little  house  in  Alexandria,  Egypt.  It 
had  been  almost  a  month  now  since  he 
bade  farewell  to  that  stooped  and 
wrinkled  little  woman  who  had  stood 
by  hiijp.  in  all  these  years  of  sacrifice 
and  expectant  waiting.  Now  he  was 
on  his  way  to  help  bring  to  pass  the 
dream    of    their    years    of    toil.    He 
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Ben  Ezra  felt  that  his   jewels   would  help   bring 
the   kingdom    to   Israel,   but   the   kingdom   filled   his   heart, 

and  his  dream  of  an  earthly  kingdom  lost  its  charm   to  him. 


thought  of  his  father,  who  had  died 
fighting  before  he  would  stand  to  see 
the  heathen  Roman  take  over  his 
native  city.  For  forty  years  now  Ben 
Ezra  had  been  living  on  foreign  soil. 
He  was  so  filled  with  the  fighting 
blood  of  his  father  that  he  could  not 
bear  to  live  in  Jerusalem  while  the 
foreigners  held  sway  there.  During  all 
these  years,  he  had  hoped  and  prayed 
for  a  deliverer,  and  had  never  doubted 
that  sooner  or  later  some  great  Jewish 
leader,  perhaps  the  Messiah,  would  ap- 
pear and  deliver  them  from  their  op- 
pressor. Ben  Ezra  straightened  him- 
self to  his  full  height.  "By  Jehovah 
God,  I  vow  I'll  revenge  thee,  my  noble 
father.  Surely  the  Galilean  will  be  in 
Jerusalem  for  the  Passover.  If  He  be 
the  promised  Deliverer  of  Israel,  as  it 
is  reported  He  is,  I'll  fight  until  the 
breath  leaves  my  body  or  see  Him 
made  king  in  Jerusalem."  He  slipped 
his  hand  beneath  his  robe,  and  drew 
forth  five  splendid  jewels.  "These  will 
buy  weapons  and  food  for  our  army. 
By  our  Father  Abraham,  these  infidels 
shall  be  driven  from  our  fair  Jerusa- 
lem! Arm,  gird  yourself  with  strength, 
for  you  shall  slay,  slay,  slay  until  you 
are  filled  with  slaying!"  In  spite  of  his 
threescore  years,  the  old  man's  black 
eyes  flashed  fire.  The  large,  quivering 
muscles  of  his  right  arm  showed  he 
was  still  able  to  wield  a  sword  effec- 
tively. His  thoughts  gave  him  courage 
and  he  hurried  on. 

As  the  lengthening  shadows  of  night 
began  to  fill  the  surrounding  land- 
scape with  weird,  fantastic  shapes 
and  sounds,  Ben  Ezra's  courage  al- 
most failed  him.  He  felt  he  could  not 
endure  another  tortuous  night  with 
only  the  wild  beasts  and  his  burning 
thirst  for  company.  He  peered  into  the 
distance.  Praise  be  to  Jehovah!  Those 
dancing  yellow  spots  were  the  lights 
from  some  town,  or  his  old  eyes  were 
playing  tricks  on  him.  It  seemed  to 
the  weary  traveler  that  he  would  never 
reach  those  twinkling  lights,  but  final- 
ly he  pulled  his  exhausted  body  to  the 
southern  edge  of  the  town  wall.  The 
gate  was  barred  fast,  and  he  tried  in 
vain  to  budge  it.  "Help  a  dying  man! 
Help  a  dying  man!"  he  cried  feebly 
over  and  over  again.  It  seemed  to  Ben 
Ezra  that  hours  passed  and  stretched 


into  days  before  a  gruff  voice  answered 
from  within,  "Who  disturbs  the  quiet 
of  Gaza  at  such  unearthly  hours  of 
the  night?" 

The  reply  was  barely  audible,  "A  true 
son  of  Israel  and  a  worshiper  of  the 
living  God." 

"A  dog  of  a  Hebrew,  are  you?  Lie 
there  till  morning." 

Ben  Ezra  was  about  to  burst  forth 
with  a  torrent  of  curses  upon  the  head 
of  the  soldiers,  but  remembering  his 
condition,  he  calmed  himself.  This  was 
not  the  time  to  fight.  As  a  true  Jew 
he  must  hold  back  his  wrath  until  the 
iron  was  hot  to  strike.  His  answer  re- 
vealed nothing  of  the  hatred  within 
his  breast,  "Good  master,  though  I 
be  a  dog,  yet  even  dogs  are  not  allowed 
to  die  of  thirst.  Pray  give  me  a  cup  of 
water,  and  I  will  thank  you  eternally." 

Something  in  the  tone  of  the  He- 
brew's voice  must  have  touched  the 
hard  heart  of  the  man  within.  With  a 
firm  hand,  he  removed  the  bars  and 
swung  open  the  gate. 

"Oh,  the  God  of  heaven  will  bless 
you  for  this!" 

The  soldier  looked  down  on  him  in 
contempt.  "I  think  you  stand  in  need 
of  the  blessings  of  the  God  of  heaven 
yourself.  Don't  waste  your  blessing  on 
me.  Come.  I  think  I  had  better  put  you 
in  a  safe  place  for  the  night." 

That  night  Ben  Ezra  stayed  in  a 
dirty  little  prison,  but  he  had  bread 
and  water,  and  was  content.  The  guard 
promised  to  let  him  continue  his 
journey  in  the  morning;  so  he  lay 
down  and  slept,  and  his  sleep  was 
sweet.  He  dreamed  he  was  in  Jerusa- 
lem feasting  with  a  king  whom  they 
called  Jesus  . . . 

The  next  morning  Ben  Ezra  awoke 
with  new  life.  Surely  God  had  sent 
the  dream  as  a  good  omen.  He  was  im- 
patient to  be  on  his  way.  Finally  the 
guard  came  and  led  him  forth.  "Old 
man,  I  reckon  you  want  to  get  started, 
don't  you?"  he  asked. 

"Yes,  I  thank  you  sir,  for  your  kind- 
ness, but  before  I  go,  will  you  tell  me 
what  day  of  the  month  this  is?" 

"It's  the  twelfth  day  of  the  month 
Nisan.  Get  going  now,  old  man,  and 
the  next  time  you  come  our  way,  don't 
be  as  late  as  you  were  last  night." 

Ben    Ezra    needed    no    urging.    He 
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rubbed  his  brow  thoughtfully  as  he 
hurried  down  the  road.  Day  after  to- 
morrow would  be  the  Passover.  By  all 
means,  he  must  be  in  Jerusalem  by 
that  time.  Suppose  the  Galilean  were 
not  there.  Suppose  he  were  not  the 
promised  Messiah.  No,  that  could  not 
be.  Had  not  he  dreamed  last  night  of 
the  King?  Had  not  his  nephew  told 
him  of  the  wonderful  words  and  works 
of  the  Galilean?  Yes,  every  throb  of 
his  beating  heart  told  him  that  the 
Messiah  had  truly  come  at  last.  In 
every  town  he  entered,  he  heard  of 
some  other  marvelous  miracle  of  the 
Man.  The  common  people  praise  Him 
loudly.  They  said  He  could  cast  out 
demons,  make  lame  folk  walk,  open 
the  eyes  of  the  blind,  and  feed  thous- 
ands of  people  with  a  few  loaves  of 
bread  and  two  small  fish.  When  Ben 
Ezra  was  leaving  one  village,  he  met  an 
old  grey-haired  woman  leading  a  small 
boy.  As  he  drew  near  her,  he  saw  that 
her  face  was  lit  with  something  akin 
to  heaven.  "May  Jehovah  bless  you, 
good  woman,"  he  greeted  her. 

Tears  of  joy  and  thankfulness 
streamed  from  her  faded  blue  eyes. 
"O  Sir,  He  has  blessed  me  already. 
Yesterday  I  saw  Jesus,  whom  they  call 
the  Christ.  When  we  came  to  Him, 
this  little  one  of  my  daughters  was 
raging  with  a  scorching  fever.  Jesus 
touched  her  and  said  quietly,  'Mother, 
your  daughter  is  made  whole,'  and 
from  that  time  forward  the  fever  left 
her.  See,  she  runs  and  plays  as  though 
she  were  never  sick  in  her  life." 

"Oh,  we  are  sure  of  victory,"  cried 
the  traveler  as  he  went  on  his  way 
rejoicing.  "At  last  the  Messiah,  the 
Saviour  has  come,  and  we  shall  have 
peace.  No  longer  must  the  chosen  of 
God  bend  beneath  Gentile  rule." 

That  night  Ben  Ezra  slept  beneath 
the  stars.  His  plans  were  too  broad  and 
his  aims  too  high  to  be  confined  with- 
in four  walls. 

The  next  morning  the  traveler  was 
up  with  the  sun.  He  knew  he  must 
put  forth  all  the  strength  within  him, 
if  he  reached  Jerusalem  in  time.  An 
unseen  strength  seemed  to  bear  him 
along.  It  was  late  in  the  night  when 
he  reached  the  gates  of  Jerusalem. 
This  time  he  did  not  risk  being  called 
a  dog,  but  crept  into  a  little  hut  that 
was  near  by.  His  plans  were  already 
made.  He  would  rise  early  the  next 
morning  and  search  out  the  Galilean. 
With  his  treasure  they  could  hire 
soldiers  and  buy  arms.  He  felt  confi- 
dent that  all  Jerusalem  and  Palestine 
would  join  in  insurrection  at  the  word 
of  the  Master  Leader.  They  would 
fight  for  freedom,  and  freedom  would 
come  with  their  fighting.  They  could 
not  lose,  for  had  not  Jehovah  willed 
that  His  people  should  be  free?  The 
dreamer  slept  the  sleep  of  a  weary  but 
happy  man. 

A  gleam  of  light  stole  across  Ben 
Ezra's  face,  and  he  awoke  with  a  start. 
He  gathered  his  robe  about  him,  with- 
out taking  time  to  give  it  its  usual 
scrupulous  brushing,  and  ran  out  into 
the  open.  The  sun  stood  high  in  the 
heaven.  He  had  not  meant  to  sleep 
this  late,  and  now  he  feared  the  Pass- 
over Lamb  would  be  offered  before  he 
could  get  to  the  Temple.  Perhaps  the 


Before  the  soldier  could  stop  him,  he  swung  it  over  his  head  for  one  mighty  blow. 


Galilean  would  be  gone  before  he 
found  Him.  Seeing  a  crowd  of  people 
hurrying  across  the  field,  he  hallooed 
to  them  to  stop. 

"We  don't  have  time  to  stop,  but  if 
you  would  see  the  sport,  follow  us," 
came  back  across  the  fields. 

Ben  Ezra  hesitated  to  waste  his 
valuable  time  with  the  common  rab- 
ble, but  some  irresistible  force  drew 
him  after  them.  When  he  overtook 
them,  they  were  directly  opposite  the 
east  wall  of  the  city.  Just  in  front  of 
him  he  could  see  a  mighty  throng  of 
people,  and  in  the  midst  of  them  stood 
three  crosses.  From  where  he  stood,  he 
could  hear  their  wild  cheering  and 
mocking,  but  could  not  get  a  full  view 
of  the  faces  of  the  malefactors.  As  he 
drew  nearer,  he  noticed  that  some  of 
the  women  and  a  few  men  were  weep- 
ing silently.  Others  talked  in  hushed 
whispers.  He  approached  a  woman  who 
was  standing  apart  from  the  others 
weeping  as  if  her  heart  would  break. 
"Good  woman,"  he  spoke  to  her  kindly, 
"is  one  of  the  condemned  men  near  of 
kin  to  you?" 

"Yes,"  her  voice  was  so  pregnant 
with  grief  and  despair  that  Ben  Ezra's 
very  soul  went  out  to  her.  "He  was  my 
father,  my  brother,  my  friend — every- 
thing I  had!  I  never  had  a  friend  until 
He  came.  I  know  I  was  a  sinner  but 
He  loved  me  and  forgave  all.  Now 
they're  crucifying  Him!  Oh,  kind  sir, 
can't  you  do  something?  He'll  soon  be 
gone,  gone,  gone!" 

She  was  almost  wild  with  grief,  and 
Ben  Ezra  tried  to  comfort  her.  "Wo- 
man who  is  this  man  who  has  meant 
so  much  to  you  that  you  praise  Him 
thus?  Why  do  they  crucify  Him?" 

She  lifted  her  eyes  to  his  in  surprise 
and  amazement.  "Are  you  a  stranger 
here  that  you  have  not  heard?  They 


are  crucifying  Jesus!" 

Her  words  were  like  so  many  dag- 
gers piercing  to  the  very  marrow  of 
his  soul.  The  Galilean  was  on  a  cross 
dying!  The  thought  filled  Ben  Ezra 
with  a  hysteria  of  rage.  He  pushed, 
shoved,  and  fought  the  crowd.  "Back 
you  fools,"  he  shouted  madly.  "Would 
you  stand  idly  by  and  see  your  king 
crucified?  I'll  tear  the  eyes  from  the 
head  of  every  cursed  Roman  in  Jerusa- 
lem before  I'll  see  Him  die." 

As  the  raging  man  neared  the  cross, 
he  heard  someone  say  softly,  "Surely 
this  was  no  mere  man."  He  looked  in 
the  direction  of  the  speaker,  and  to 
his  surprise  saw  a  tall,  rough  Roman 
soldier.  A  new  idea  came  to  Ben  Ezra. 
He  approached  the  soldier,  "O  Roman," 
he  begged  on  his  knees,  "if  you  will 
take  the  Galilean  from  the  cross,  I 
will  give  you  a  treasure  that  will  make 
you  a  rich  man. 

Tho  soldier's  look  of  pity  changed 
to  one  of  deepest  scorn.  "You  might 
make  me  rich  in  cow's  dung.  I  see  lit- 
tle else  of  richness  about  you." 

The  old  man's  blood  boiled;  the 
veins  of  his  neck  stood  out  like  twisted 
rope.  Springing  to  his  feet  he  grabbed 
an  iron  bar  that  was  lying  on  the 
ground.  Before  the  soldier  could  stop 
him,  he  swung  it  over  his  head  for  one 
mighty  blow.  But  hold!  Something 
stayed  his  hand  in  mid-air.  For  the 
first  time,  Ben  Ezra  lifted  his  head  and 
got  a  full  view  of  the  Man  on  the  cross. 
The  Galilean's  eyes  met  his.  Such  eyes 
Ben  Ezra  had  never  seen.  They  were 
filled  with  such  pity,  such  suffering, 
such  love,  such  rebuke  that  the  mad- 
dened man  unconsciously  dropped  his 
weapon.  Then  the  Galilean's  eyes 
swept  over  the  multitude,  and  His  face 
was  filled  with  a  love  and  pity  that 
(Continued  on  page  20) 
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By  AVIS  SWIGER 


More  and  more  of  what  we  have 
some  of — the  eyes  of  Calvary,  the  faith 
of  Calvary,  and  the  heart  of  Calvary — 
would  give  us  a  broader  outlook  and 
thus  a  greater  degree  of  success  in 
the  winning  of  souls. 

Perhaps  our  first  need  is  for  the  eyes 
of  Calvary,  eyes  that  can  see  the  good 
— and  only  the  good — in  everything. 
Eyes  that  can  see  in  every  man— "the 
brother  for  whom  Christ  died." 

To  have  this  kind  of  vision  means 
to  see  as  Jesus  saw.  He  did  not  see  men 
as  enemies.  Concerning  those  who 
would  desire  to  persecute  Him,  He  said, 
"Father  forgive  them  .  . ."  He  did  not 
see  criminals  as  they  were  then,  but  as 
they  could  be  with  a  change  of  heart. 
To  the  thief  who  was  dying  on  a  cross 
beside  Him,  He  said,  "Today  shall  ye 
be  with  me  in  paradise."  Oh,  that  our 
eyes  might  be  opened  to  see  people  as 
He  saw  them! 

Jesus  did  not  see  men  as  outcasts — 
"whosoever  will . . ."  He  did  not  see  any 
who  were  untouchables,  but  said  to  the 
leper,  "Be  thou  clean."  Our  Master 
saw  no  sin  too  black  to  be  made  white 
in  the  blood  of  the  Lamb;  no  sinner 
too  strongly  fettered  to  be  set  free.  To 
the  woman  caught  in  adultery,  He 
said,  "Neither  do  I  condemn  thee,  go 
and  sin  no  more." 

If  you  would  be  God's  worker,  you 
must  be  slow  to  believe  that  any  per- 
son is  too  great  a  sinner  to  find  peace, 
for  Paul  said  he  was,  or  rather  had 
been,  the  chief  of  sinners  when  he  was 
saved.  Can  we  see  in  the  woman  who 
is  an  outcast  from  society  because  of 
her  life  of  sin,  a  saint  clothed  in  holi- 
ness and  sobriety?  Can  we  see  in  the 
drunkard  a  man  who  can  be  used  of 
God  for  the  salvation  of  souls?  That 
kind  of  sight  would  require  the  eyes 
of  Calvary. 

The  sight  would  avail  but  little  if 
the  heart  were  not  in  accord,  so  we 
need  also  the  heart  of  Calvary.  By  this 
I  mean  a  devotion  to  the  cause  of 
Christ  which  surpasses  all  other  aims, 
desires,  and  hopes. 

Jesus  left  His  home  in  glory  with 
His  eternal  Father  to  come  to  earth 
and  suffer,  bleed,  and  die  that  we 
might  have  an  opportunity  for  salva- 
tion, and  all  that  because  He  loved  us. 
That  love  is  the  "heart  of  Calvary" 
that  I  say  we  need  now.  Jesus  wept 
over  the  city  of  Jerusalem  and  then 
went  up  on  the  hill  and  died  for  it. 
Weeping  in  prayer  is  good,  but  not 
good  enough — real  love  goes  farther 
and  does  something  about  the   need. 

Passion  (for  lost  souls)  and  pain  go 
hand  in  hand.  Affection  (for  the  lost) 
and  anguish  go  hand  in  hand.  Love 
(for  perishing  souls)  and  labor  are  in- 
separable. Passion  and  pain,  affection 
and  anguish,  love  and  labor,  and  serv- 
ice and  suffering  are  all  a  part  of  each 


life  that  is  yielded  to  the  Master.  Our 
example,  Jesus  Christ,  suffered  in 
rendering  service  to  this  sin-cursed 
world.  Can  we  expect  to  do  less  and 
please  Him? 

If  you  would  respond  to  the  com- 
mission, "Go  .  .  .  and  lo,  I  am  with 
you . . ."  you  may  expect  to  be  bruised 
and  torn  leaving  a  trail  of  bloody  foot- 
prints behind  you.  You  say,  "But  this  is 
not  an  attractive  picture.  I  want  a 
happy  satisfactory  life.  Is  there  no 
beautiful  side?"  And  I  quickly  answer, 
"Yes,  the  most  beautiful  picture  in  this 
world  is  the  one  of  a  saint  who  has 
'finished  his  course'  and  is  ready  to  go 
home."  True,  lasting  satisfaction 
comes  to  the  victorious,  and  only  then 
can  he  be  truly  a  victor  in  the  battle 
of  life. 

Third,  and  perhaps  above  all,  we 
need  the  faith  of  Calvary.  We  must 
first  be  partakers  of  a  thing  which  we 
would  desire  to  share  with  others.  If 
I  would  help  you  find  faith,  I  myself 
must  have  a  saving  faith — a  faith  that 
enables  me  to  take  hold  of  the  promise 
of  God  for  myself.  After  I  am  saved 
I  can  believe  that  God  will  save  you, 
also;  if  He  can  save  you,  He  can  save 
others.  That  means  a  saving  faith  for 
all  the  world,  even  "the  chief  of 
sinners." 

A  saving  faith  leads  directly  to  em- 
powering faith.  The  soul  is  the  most 
precious  part  of  man,  that  which 
makes  him  different  from  animals.  If 
God  can  save  the  soul,  the  most  im- 
portant part  of  man,  then  it  is  easy  to 
believe  He  can  take  care  of  all  of 
man's  needs.  Every  soul  need  is  provid- 
ed for,  likewise,  every  body  and  mind 
need. 

Jesus  said,  "Ask  and  ye  shall  receive, 
seek  and  ye  shall  find  ..."  A  childlike 
acceptance  of  that  promise  will  result 
in  saving  and  empowering  faith  that 
does  not  limit  our  limitless  God.  Only 
those  who  have  the  faith  of  Calvary 
will  have  manifested  in  their  lives  the 
eyes  of  Calvary  and  the  heart  of  Calv- 
ary. Only  those  who  mightily  believe 
will  mightily  see  and  mightily  care. 
Only  those  who  mightily  see  and  care 
can  expect  to  be  mightily  used  of  God. 

Is  it  the  sincere  desire  and  prayer 
of  your  life  that  God  will  make  you  a 
mighty  blessing?  Then,  you  must  have 
the  eyes,  heart,  and  faith  of  Calvary. 
Just  before  Elijah  was  translated  he 
said  to  Elisha,  "Thou  hast  asked  a  hard 
thing:  nevertheless..."  And  I  say  to 
you  who  are  dedicating  your  all  to  God, 
that  you  have  chosen  for  yourselves 
a  hard  task.  What  matter  that,  you 
have  the  audacious  faith  of  youth  and 
all  the  power  of  God  behind  you!  This 
task  is  well  worth  all  the  effort  and 
pain  it  will  cost  you,  and  one  in  which 
you  can  be  sure  of  victory!  Phil.  4:13, 
"I  can  do  all  things  through  Christ 
which  strengtheneth  me." 


GLOW 


—By  GERTRUDE  MAE  GLOW 

Prayer  for  Leadership 

Lord,  help  me  be  a  leader  true, 
Don't  let  me  be  afraid 
To  tackle  any  deed  or  task 
That  on  my  path  is  laid. 

Don't  let  me  shirk  when  failure  seems 
To  overtake  my  tvay; 
Increase  my  faith  to  carry  on 
Until  that  brighter  day. 

Let  loyalty  and  strength  be  mine 
When  others  scoff  or  sneer; 
Just  give  me  grace  to  meet  each  task, 
And  others  help  to  cheer. 

Hold  to  my  hand  and  guide  my  feet, 
Don't  ever  let  me  stray; 
That  others  I  may  point  to  Thee 
And  help  them  find  the  way. 


The  Garden  of  My   Heart 

There  is  a  garden  in  my  heart 

I  tend  with  daily  care; 

The  weeds  keep  pulled,  the  soil  moist, 

And  fertilize  with  prayer. 

The   dogwood   lines   the   garden   wall, 
Giving  out  new  hope  and  cheer; 
Roses  of  scarlet  for  valor  are  there. 
So  battles  of  life  I'll  not  fear. 

The  breeze  sends  a  scent  of  lilies  so 

fair, 
Which  tells  me  that  pure  I  must  be; 
Blue  violets  speak  of  the  freedom  He 

gave 
By  dying  on  old  Calvary. 

Purple  narcissus  mean  loyalty  true, 
Courage  and  thoughtfulness  too; 
And  mingled  midst  all  of  the  flowers 

that  grow 
Is  fern  giving  strength  all  anew. 

I  picked  a  bouquet  from  my  garden 

today, 
To  send  to  a  soul  sad  at  heart; 
I  hope  that  its  message  will  lighten 

the  way, 
And  help  him  to  find  a  new  start. 


Lest  I  Forget 

Did  I  forget  to  thank  you,  God, 
For  blessings  sent  my  way; 
For  daily  food,  and  clothes  to  wear, 
And  breath  from  day  to  day? 

Did  I  forget  to  thank  you,  God, 
For  little  trials  too? 
They  make  me  stop  and  wonder  if 
Some  task  I  failed  to  do. 

If  I  have  failed  to  thank  you,  God, 
Please  help  me  now  I  pray 
To  ahoays  stay  close  by  your  side, 
And  give  you  thanks  each  day. 
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It  was  a  cold,  icy  day  as  the  saintly  English  bard  walked 
along  the  shore  of  the  ice-covered  lake.  The  year  was 
1739  and  the  man  was  Charles  Wesley.  Wesley  noted  a 
small  bird  hopping  about  on  the  snow.  Finally  it  seemed 
that  the  bird  would  fly  away,  but  it  fluttered  erratically 
against  the  bosom  of  the  poet  who  immediately  hemmed 
it  in  with  a  fold  of  his  cloak.  Wesley  took  the  small  bird 
into  his  hand  and  found  why  it  had  flown  to  him  in- 
stead of  carrying   its   flight 


every  day.  Charles  was  almost  always  with  him  and  sang 
as  fervently  as  John  preached.  Thousands  upon  thousands 
came  to  a  definite  religious  experience  through  the  efforts 
of  these  brothers.  Some  had  religion  preached  into  them 
and  others  had  it  sung  into  them. 

Not  only  did  Charles  Wesley  sing,  but  he  also  wrote — 
like  an  inspired  angel  "his  pen  was  dipped  with  flame" 
as   he   wrote  more   than   six   hundred  hymns   during  his 

lifetime.     His     life     became 


far  into  the  chill-laden  air: 
its  wing  was  broken.  He  car- 
ried the  small,  frightened 
bird  home  with  him  and 
cared  for  it  until  its  wing 
was   healed. 

Charles  Wesley  was  the 
son  of  Samuel  and  Susan- 
nah Wesley,  the  youngest 
son  in  a  family  of  nineteen 
children.  From  his  early  life 
it  was  apparent  that  he  had 
in  him  the  spirit  and  spark 
of  a  genius.  He  and  his 
brother  John,  who  was  the 
fifteenth  child,  attended 
Oxford  University  together 
and  allowed  the  slow  glow 
of  religious  conviction  to  be 
fanned  into  a  consuming 
flame.  Because  of  their 
strict  adherance  to  set 
methods  of  Bible  study 
and  theological  discussion, 
they,  with  their  three  com- 
panions, one  of  whom  was 
George  Whitefield,  were 
eiven  the  name  "Method- 
ists" by  their  acquaintances, 
a  name  which  still  desig- 
nates their  multiplied 
millions  of  followers  to- 
day. The  Wesley  brothers 
worked  hand  in  hand  for 
forty  years  and  remolded 
the  Christian  life  of  England, 
and  strongly  influenced  that 
of  America.  John  rode  on 
horseback  forty-five  thou- 
sand miles  each  year, 
ing   three    to   five 


Jesus,  Lover  of  My  Soul 


Charles  Wesley 


Joseph  P.  Holbrook 
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1.  Je  -  sus,  Lov  -  er     of      my  seal,  Let      me    to      Thy  bos  -  om  fly, 

2.  Oth-  er    ref  -  nge  have    I  none;  Hangs  my  help -less  sonl    on  Thee; 

3.  Thon,  0  Christ,  art    all      I  want;  More  than  all      in   Thee    I   find: 

4.  Plen-teons  grace  with  Thee  is  fonnd,  Grace  to    cov  -  er     all     my  sin; 
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While  the  near    -  er    wa-tersroll.     While  the  tem    -  pest  still  is  high! 

Leave,  0  leave  me  not     a  -  lone,    Still  sop  -  port  and  com-fort  me: 

Raise  the  fall    -  en,  cheer  the  faint,   Heal  the  sick,  and  lead  the  blind. 

Let      the  heal    •  ing  streams  a-bound;  Make  me,  keep  me  pure  with-in. 
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Hide  me,  0      my  Sav  -  ionr,  hide,      Till    the  storm  of     life     is    past; 

All     my  trast  on  Thee    is     stayed,  All    my  help  from  Thee    I   bring; 

Just  and  ho  -  ly  is       Thy  name,    I        am    all      nn-right-eons-ness; 

Thoa   of   life    the  ioon-tain  art,       Free-ly    let     me   take    of  Thee; 
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Safe     in  -  to       the    ha  -   iren  goide,  0       re-ceive  my  sonl    at    last. 

Cov  -  er    my      de  -  fense-less  head  With  the  shad -ow    of    Thy  wing. 

False,  aDd  full      of      sin        I  am.  Thou  art  fall    of  truth  and  grace. 

Spring  Thoa  op  with-in       my  heart,  Rise    to    all      e  -  ter  -  ni  -  ty. 


e      thOU-  f-      f       g f   r     i      •  •— f-rf '      -       P.      .    ■  -      n 
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wreathed  in  song.  From  his 
lips  and  from  his  pen  sprang 
revivals  of  true  religion  all 
over  England.  With  song  he 
awakened  the  lethargic 
Christian  and  brought  to 
tears  and  repentance  the 
calloused  sinner.  He  carried 
with  him  warmth  in  spirit 
and  love  and  blessing  and 
bone.  His  hvmn.s  are  still  a 
foundation  of  the  Church. 
The  incident  of  the 
wounded  bird's  finding  ref- 
uge in  his  bosom  so  touched 
and  inflamed  Charles  Wes- 
lev  with  the  assurance  of 
his  refusre  in  the  bosom  of 
the  Lord  that  he  wrote 
about  it.  The  son?  was  writ- 
ten hurriedly,  while  the  bird 
recovered  in  the  shelter  of 
his  home,  and  hvs  become  the 
most  poDular  of  all  Wesley's 
son<?s.  It  is  known  every- 
where. No  other  song  Is 
quite  like  it  in  its  expres- 
sion of  man's  trust  in  the 
Lord  and  of  man's  certainty 
of  finding  refuge  in  Him. 
It  is  the  very  essence  of  a 
Christian's  faith.  It  is  a  soul- 
ful proclamation  to  bewil- 
dered men  of  every  age, 
that  the  maimed,  the  crip- 
pled, the  blind,  the  grieved, 
the  sinful,  the  distressed, 
the  anxious  have  in  Jesus 
security  and  protection,  a 
bosom  of   shelter  and    love. 
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PART  II 


by  LULA  HUDSON 


TiJaveb 


Step   by   step    La    Dale   learns   to 
trust  God  for  all  her  needs. 


"Hello,  are  you  the  new  student 
from  Mimosa  Island?"  asked  one  of 
the  students. 

"Yes,  I  am.  My  name  is  La  Dale 
Kugley." 

"Glad  to  know  you,  La  Dale.  I  am 
Rose  Norman.  We  have  been  expect- 
ing you.  Let  me  help  you  with  your 
bags.  I  know  you  must  be  tired  from 
such  a  long  trip." 

"You  are  very  kind  to  help  me,  for 
I  am  tired  indeed,  and  feel  afraid  and 
alone." 

"Of  course,"  replied  the  girl  sympa- 
thetically. "Follow  me  and  I  will  take 
you  to  your  room;  and  remember,  you 
are  not  alone,  for  God  is  with  you 
and  we  love  you,  since  you  are  now 
one  of  us." 

After  she  had  received  a  heartfelt 
welcome  by  many  of  the  students, 
La  Dale  was  left  alone  in  her  room. 
The  sight  of  the  long  halls  and  the 
many  doors  made  her  long  for  Mi- 
mosa Island  again,  but  in  her  weak- 
ness she  found  strength  in  prayer. 
Again  she  heard  the  message  of  the 
waves  as  they  had  whispered,  "Be 
not  afraid,  for  I  am  with  thee,"  and 
still  more  forcefully,  "I  will  not  leave 
thee  nor  forsake  thee."  In  her  mind 
she  heard  many  voices  pleading, 
"Come,  tell  us  the  story  of  the  love 
of  God." 

The  next  morning  the  student  body 
gathered  into  the  dining  room  and 
each  found  his  place  at  the  long, 
white  tables.  La  Dale  was  surprised 
to  see  the  president  of  the  Bible 
School  eating  with  the  students.  He 
seemed  like  a  father  to  those  who 
knew  him.  Devotions  were  offered 
before  each  meal  by  a  scripture  read- 
ing and  prayer.  The  students  all 
prayed  in  concert  and  one  could  feel 
that  heavenly  atmosphere  which  pre- 
vailed. 

They  all  shared  in  the  work  of  the 
school.  La  Dale  helped  in  the  kitchen 
and  soon  began  to  look  forward  to  her 
duties  with  real  pleasure,  for  the  stu- 
dents seemed  very  cheerful  and  happy, 
and  the  beautiful  songs  they  sang 
thrilled  her  heart. 

La  Dale  felt  she  could  never  forget 
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Trembling,  she 
knelt  in  prayer 
and  tried  to  tell 
the  Lord  about 
the  personal  ar- 
ticles of  which 
she  to  as  in  need. 


the  welcome  address,  which  was  de- 
livered by  President  Barton  in  the  lit- 
tle chapel.  His  kind  eyes  seemed  to 
search  his  audience  as  he  said,  "This 
is  God's  school  and  it  was  established 
for  the  purpose  of  training  workers  to 
spread  the  gospel  to  all  the  world.  For 
seventy-five  years  there  has  been  a 
class  of  workers  sent  from  here  to  the 
various  mission  fields  of  the  world. 
God  has  supplied  the  needs  and  al- 
lowed our  school  to  grow.  You  must 
keep  your  life  consecrated  to  God  and 
spend  much  time  in  prayer,"  he  con- 
cluded. 

La  Dale  wondered  how  she  could 
trust  God  for  her  many  needs.  Would 
God  really  answer  her  prayers? 

The  student  body,  as  a  whole,  felt 
the  weight  of  Dr.  Barton's  speech. 
Everyone  who  was  accepted  to  the 
school  was  a  Christian  and  each  had 
dedicated  his  life  to  the  service  of  the 
Lord.  They  knew  that  much  was  ex- 
pected of  them,  but  as  each  met  his 
individual  tests,  his  reward  would  be 
strength  and  inner  growth. 

La  Dale  was  so  enthusiastic  about 
her  classes  that  she  could  hardly 
sleep  at  night.  They  studied  how  tc 
organize  mission  stations  on  the 
foreign  fields,  also  Sunday  Schools  and 
churches.  She  spent  all  of  her  spare 
time  in  preparing  a  notebook  for  her 
future  work.  She  planned  a  lesson  that 
would  explain  Christ's  part  in  the  plan 
of  salvation  for  those  who  had  never 
heard  of  Jesus.  Many  times  during  the 
day  she  longed  to  be  with  the  native 


people  of  Africa  so  that  she  could  be- 
gin her  work. 

Time  passed  swiftly.  One  day  as  La 
Dale  was  checking  her  wardrobe,  she 
decided  it  was  almost  impossible  for 
her  to  go  on  without  some  money,  and 
she  hadn't  received  any  since  she  had 
been  in  school.  Trembling,  she  knelt  in 
prayer  and  tried  to  tell  the  Lord  about 
the  personal  articles  of  which  she  was 
in  need.  It  seemed  strange  to  tell  God 
that  she  needed  books,  paper,  shoes, 
and  so  many  other  things. 

Gil's  first  letter  came  just  before 
lunch  and  La  Dale's  hands  shook  as 
she  opened  it.  "O  Gil,  I  have  missed 
you  and  Mimosa  Island  terribly,"  she 
whispered  as  she  hurried  to  her  room 
to  read  the  letter. 

"Dale,  I  hope  you  are  happy,"  he 
wrote.  "I  am  miserable.  There  is  no 
joy  in  life  for  me.  I  am  going  to  leave 
the  Island  and  see  if  I  can  find  work 
somewhere  far  from  here.  I  am  bury- 
ing my  dreams  in  Mimosa  Grove.  The 
sound  of  the  waves  almost  drives  me 
crazy." 

"Poor  Gil,"  cried  La  Dale,  "I  know  I 
am  partly  to  blame  for  your  unhappi- 
ness." 

In  closing  his  letter,  Gil  asked,  "Will 
you  ever  come  back  to  stay,  Dale?" 

"Yes,  I  will  come  back  to  stay,  Gil, 
unless  I  receive  some  money,"  she 
cried.  "I  can't  go  on  without  school 
supplies  and  proper  clothing.  I  am 
having  to  wear  my  school  shoes  to 
church,  and  I  feel  so  embarrassed  and 
ashamed.  Oh.  have  I  made  a  mistake 
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by  coming  to  school!  I  wonder  if  my 
parents  will  allow  me  to  return  home. 
I  want  to  go  home  more  than  any- 
thing." 

"La  Dale!  What  are  you  doing  up 
here  alone?"  called  one  of  the  girls.  "I 
missed  you  at  lunch  and  decided  to 
look  for  you.  We  have  a  good  lunch  and 
apple  pie  for  dessert.  Oh,  pardon  me," 
her  voice  changed  to  a  tender  tone  as 
she  saw  the  tears  streaming  down 
La  Dale's  face.  "Why  are  you  crying? 
Please  tell  me  about  it  and  then  we 
will  pray."  La  Dale  could  not  answer 
for  some  moments,  then  she  replied 
through  her  tears,  "I  think  I  have 
made  a  mistake.  I  want  to  leave  school 
and  go  back  to  my  home." 

The  girl  was  surprised,  but  she 
guessed  there  must  be  a  reason  for 
La  Dale's  upset  condition.  "Do  you 
need  money,  dear?  Is  that  part  of  your 
trouble?  Little  girl,  God  knows  and  He 
may  be  preparing  your  answer  now. 
Can't  you  trust  Him?" 

"I  have  tried  very  hard  to  believe, 
but  I  can't  understand  how  God  can 
send  me  just  the  things  I  need,"  an- 
swered La  Dale. 

"That  is  just  how  I  felt  when  I  first 
came  to  school,  La  Dale.  This  is  my 
second  year  in  school  and  God  has  not 
failed  me  one  time.  Do  you  mind  if  I 
tell  you  how  I  learned  to  trust  God?" 

"Oh,  no,  please  tell  me,"  begged  La 
Dale,  as  she  lifted  her  tear-filled  eyes 
to  the  young  girl's  face,  "I  need  to 
know." 

"You  must  feel  the  spirit  of  the 
school.  Go  to  God  and  put  your  needs 
before  Him.  Let  Him  know  that  you 
believe  He  will  hear  you.  After  you 
have  done  this,  you  must  wait  until 
God  sends  the  answer.  We  can't  write 
home  and  tell  our  family  of  all  the 
articles  we  are  in  need  of,  for  that 
would  not  be  giving  God  a  fair  chance 
to  help  us.  When  you  have  learned  to 
take  your  needs  and  the  needs  of  the 
school  to  God  in  secret  prayer  and  to 
wait  patiently  for  His  answer,  you  will 
have  the  school  spirit  and  you  will  be 
contented." 

When  the  two  girls  left  La  Dale's 
room,  they  were  both  happy.  La  Dale 
felt  she  had  learned  the  secret  that 
she  needed.  A  few  hours  later  she 
eagerly  sought  a  place  to  pray.  She 
went  to  the  large  attic  room,  which 
was  used  for  various  purposes  by  the 
girls,  and  kneeling  in  one  corner  began 
to  pray.  The  prayer  she  offered  was  as 
sincere  as  she  knew  how  to  make  it. 
For  a  week  she  waited  for  just  one 
answer  to  her  prayer,  but  no  answer 
came. 

La  Dale  could  not  describe  her  feel- 
ings when  one  night  she  found  a  pack- 
age on  her  dresser.  Her  shaking  hands 
finally  untied  the  string  and  she  found 
a  nice  pair  of  silk  stockings.  She 
searched  for  a  name  on  the  inside,  but 
was  unable  to  find  one.  Immediately 
she  remembered  the  prayer  she  had 
prayed  in  the  attic.  God  had  really 
heard  and  answered! 

That  morning  God  sent  the  money 
for  La  Dale's  books  and  the 
other  needs.  A  check  for  twenty-five 
dollars  was  pinned  to  a  nice  letter  from 
one  of  her  favorite  school  teachers  on 
Mimosa  Island.  The  teacher  explained 


that  there  might  be  a  few  personal 
things  that  La  Dale  would  need  and 
she  had  been  impressed  to  send  the 
money. 

The  weeks  slipped  quickly  by  and 
waves  of  joy  swept  over  the  school  as 
waves  on  the  seashore.  La  Dale  was 
gradually  learning  that  God  was  very 
mindful  of  the  needs  of  His  children. 
She  learned  that  God  understood 
about  Gil  and  many  times  his  name 
was  mentioned  in  her  prayers. 

Christmas  brought  much  excitement 
to  the  Bible  School.  Many  of  the  stu- 
dents were  busy  packing  and  getting 
ready  to  leave  for  home.  La  Dale  was 
among  the  few  who  remained  in  school 
during  the  holidays.  This  was  the  first 
time  she  had  ever  been  away  from 
home  at  Christmas,  and  her  heart 
ached  to  be  there.  She  searched  the 
mail  for  a  card  asking  her  to  come 
home,  but  not  a  word  came  from  her 
family. 

The  church  people  on  the  Island 
missed  her  very  much  in  the  Christmas 
service.  She  had  always  looked  forward 
to  the  special  service  and  had  taken 
her  part  with  gladness.  There  were 
many  hearts  who  missed  La  Dale  dur- 
ing this  season. 

At  her  home  La  Dale's  name  was  not 
mentioned.  The  children  missed  their 
cheerful  sister  and  the  mother  thought 
of  her  daughter  often,  but  the  stern 
father  seemed  not  to  notice  that  a 
place  was  vacant  at  the  Christmas 
table;  however,  he,  too,  longed  for  her 
presence. 

The  drunkard  boy,  Toby,  inquired 
about  La  Dale  often.  He  was  very  dis- 
appointed when  he  learned  that  she 
would  not  be  home  for  Christmas. 
Toby's  mother  noticed  that  he  had 
been  behaving  strangely  and  she  could 
not  understand  why.  "He  sits  for  hours 
figuring  and  writing  and  part  of  the 
time  just  staring  out  the  window  into 
the  cold,  grey  ocean.  He  must  be  wor- 
ried about  something,"  she  told  her 
neighbor. 

A  lonely  figure  could  often  be  seen 
out  on  the  beach  seated  on  a  log.  His 
head  was  buried  in  his  hands  and  now 
and  then  his  body  shook  with  cold. 
What  trouble  could  drive  one  to  sit  in 
such  a  weather-beaten  place?  At  in- 
tervals he  lifted  his  head  and  seemed 
to  be  listening  for  something.  The  cold, 
grey  waters  beat  angrily  on  the  shore 
and  the  winds  whirled  over  his  head 
and  tore  at  his  clothing. 

One  day  during  the  holidays,  La  Dale 
received  a  letter  which  interested  her 
very  much.  The  address  was  scratched 
until  it  could  hardly  be  read.  Upon 
opening  the  letter  she  discovered  that 
it  was  from  Toby.  He  had  enclosed  fif- 
ty dollars  for  a  Christmas  gift.  Eagerly, 
she  began  to  read: 

"I  wanted  you  to  come  home  this 
Christmas,  La  Dale,  for  I  have  needed 
your  help  very  much.  I  know  I  am  a 
bad  sinner,  for  I  have  committed  so 
many,  many  sins,  but  I  want  to  be 
good.  I  have  just  returned  from  your 
altar  down  on  the  seashore.  I  prayed 
the  best  I  knew  how.  Tonight  I  am 
going  to  church  and  give  myself  to 
God,  if  He  will  have  me." 

La  Dale  could  scarcely  read  for  tears. 
"I  have  been  counting  my  money  and 


I  am  going  to  give  to  missions  as  much 
as  I  once  spent  for  liquor.  Since  you 
are  preparing  for  the  mission  fields, 
I  am  sending  the  money  to  you.  As 
long  as  I  live,  I  promise  to  work  and 
help  spread  the  gospel.  Please  do  pray 
for  me." 

La  Dale  was  so  happy  that  she  could 
hardly  express  her  joy.  She  shed  tears 
of  gratitude  and  thankfulness  for  the 
soul  that  had  been  saved.  That  very 
afternoon  she  wrote  Toby  a  nice  long 
letter  which  contained  God's  promises 
and  many  encouraging  words. 

One  day  in  late  December  while  La 
Dale  was  resting  for  awhile,  she  heard 
a  light  tap  at  the  door.  Hurriedly  she 
opened  the  door  and  found  Mrs. 
Barton  standing  there  with  a  box  of 
flowers.  "Oh,  do  come,"  exclaimed  the 
girl  eagerly,  "and  thank  you  so  much 
for  this  nice  present."  Mrs.  Barton  ac- 
cepted her  invitation  and  remained 
while  La  Dale  opened  the  box. 

"Pink  roses!  and  they  are  from  Gil!" 
cried  the  happy  girl. 

"They  are  lovely  dear,"  the  lady  re- 
iterated. "He  must  be  a  special  friend 
of  yours  to  send  you  roses  in  De- 
cember." 

When  La  Dale  was  alone,  she  looked 
at  each  flower  separately  and  admired 
it.  Hidden  beneath  the  flushing  pink 
roses  was  a  beautiful  white  one.  "I 
can't  understand  why  Gil  sent  me 
flowers.  This  is  not  a  special  day  and 
why  the  single  white  rose?  He  must 
be  trying  to  tell  me  something,  but 
what?"  There  was  a  plain  card  that 
read,  "To  Dale  from  Gil."  She  enjoyed 
the  beautiful  flowers  very  much  and 
especially  the  white  rose. 

At  lunch  Dr.  Barton  asked  the  few 
remaining  students  if  they  could  come 
to  his  office  at  two  o'clock  and  assist 
him  for  about  an  hour.  He  explained 
that  he  had  fifty  applications  to  check 
and  pray  about.  La  Dale  went  with 
the  others  to  his  office  at  the  appoint- 
ed time.  The  students  were  glad  to 
help  whenever  they  were  needed. 

"We  must  pray  earnestly  about  this 
matter  because  there  is  room  for  only 
thirty  new  students  and  we  can't  af- 
ford to  make  a  mistake,"  the  president 
explained.  "We  have  applications  from 
many  states.  Here  is  one  from  Canada 
and  several  from  Florida;  also  here  is 
one  from  Mimosa  Island,  Miss  Kugley's 
home  town."  He  glanced  up  at  La  Dale 
and  she  tried  to  hide  the  excited  flush 
which  suddenly  covered  her  face. 
"Shall  we  go  to  prayer  now  and  ask 
God's  guidance  in  this  matter,"  asked 
Dr.  Barton. 

La  Dale  prayed,  but  it  was  difficult 
to  keep  one  question  from  her  mind, 
"Who  wanted  to  come  to  school  from 
Mimosa  Island?"  It  couldn't  be  Gil, 
unless  he  had  changed  many  of  his 
ideas  and  crucified  his  selfish  desires. 
Perhaps  it  was  Toby.  His  heart  was 
burdened  for  missions  and  maybe  he 
had  decided  to  be  a  missionary. 

After  prayer,  Dr.  Barton  began  to 
discuss  each  application  and  there  was 
prayer  again  as  each  was  considered. 
His  face  was  grave  as  he  read  the  one 
from  Mimosa  Island.  "Listen,"  said  Dr. 
Barton,  and  he  read  part  of  the  letter. 

"I  have  tried  to  run  from  the  call  of 
(Continued  on  page  20) 
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Conducted    by    Alda    B.    Harrison 

Dear  Mothers: 

A  few  days  ago  I  was  reading  this 
story  to  my  little  grandson.  My,  such 
attention  he  gave!  As  I  finished  the 
story,  he  said,  "Grandmother,  read  it 
again."  I  did  and  then  he  wanted  to 
take  it  home  with  him.  A  story  like 
this  will  burn  itself  into  your  child's 
heart.  It  will  lay  a  foundation  that 
will  stand  the  storms  of  life. 


KEEPING    TONY'S     CONFIDENCE 

By  EMMA  GARY  WALLACE 

What  Would  You    Hove   Done  in  a 

Situation     Such     as     Elsie     Morton 

Experienced  ? 

When  Tony  was  a  tiny  tot,  his  con- 
scientious young  father  and  mother 
saw  no  reason  to  doubt  that  they  could 
keep  the  little  chap's  confidence  as  he 
grew  older.  They  would  both  take  an 
interest  in  whatever  he  was  interested 
in.  They  would  be  real  pals  and  play 
with  him,  and  lead  him  into  a  broader 
knowledge  of  a  rich  and  full  life.  They 
would  both  try  to  live  after  the  Chris- 
tian pattern,  so  that  as  Tony  grew 
he  would  accept  their  leading  and  fol- 
low in  their  footsteps. 

Yet  Tony  was  not  very  old  when 
John  and  Elsie  Morton  began  to  meet 
problems  which  were  not  easy  to  solve. 
True,  they  could  usually  dispose  of  the 
matter  some  way  or  other  if  they  were 
ready  to  take  the  easiest  way  out,  but 
both  parents  had  the  long  vision  which 
stretched  ahead,  and  their  ideal  was 
to  fit  Tony  for  a  sturdy  life,  physically 
and  spiritually. 

One  day  Elsie  Morton  felt  that  she 
positively  didn't  know  what  to  do. 
Tony  had  been  out  playing  on  the  va- 
cant lot  at  the  corner  with  some  of 
the  children  of  the  neighborhood.  It 
was  a  nice  place  to  play — safe  and 
shady  and  within  easy  reach. 

It  was  nearly  lunch  time  when  Tony 
came  in.  He  sidled  up  to  his  mother 
and  was  unusually  quiet.  Elsie  could 
read  the  signs.  He  had  something  to 
tell  her,  and  it  wasn't  an  easy  some- 
thing to  talk  about.  So  she  encouraged 
him  gently  as  she  went  on  peeling  the 
potatoes. 

"Had  a  nice  time?"  she  queried  with 
a  smile? 

Tony  nodded  gravely. 

"What  did  you  play  this  morning?" 

The  little  fellow  paused,  then  he 
said  slowly,  "We  played  ball  a  while, 
then  the  other  kids  smoked." 

"You  mean."  Elsie  went  on,  "they 
had  matches  and  cigarettes?" 


"Yes,  Mudder,  they  smoked.  But  I 
didn't  do  it,  'cause  I  knew  you  wouldn't 
like  it." 

"That's  just  fine  of  you,"  Tony's 
mother  approved,  giving  him  an  af- 
fectionate kiss  on  the  forehead. 
"Mother  knows  she  can  trust  you,  and 
daddy  will  be  glad,  too,  when  I  tell  him 
that  his  little  boy  didn't  do  what  he 
shouldn't  have  done  this  morning 
when  he  was  out  of  sight  of  the  house." 

Still  Tony's  troubled  expression 
made  Elsie  Morton  think  there  was 
more  to  tell.  She  was  right. 

"And  that  isn't  all,  Mudder.  Fred  an' 
Jimmy  got  the  money  to  buy  the  cig- 
arettes by  taking  it  out  of  Lucy's 
pocketbook.  That  was  bad,  wasn't  it?" 

The  potatoes  were  pared.  Elsie 
quickly  washed  them  and  put  them 
on  the  stove.  Then  she  sat  down  again 
and   took   Tony's   hands   in  her   own. 

"Tell  me  just  exactly  what  hap- 
pened, dear.  Did  Lucy  Smith  have  her 
little  red  handbag  over  in  the  play 
lot?" 

"Yes,  she  did,"  Tony  agreed.  "She 
had  been  up  to  the  grocery  store  to 
get  a  cake  of  soap  for  her  mother.  She 
stopped  in  and  played  with  us  a  while 
on  her  way  home." 

"And  how  did  Fred  and  Jimmy  get 
hold  of  the  pocketbook?" 

"Lucy  hung  it  on  a  little  branch, 
then  she  wheeled  Susie's  doll  carriage 
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MY  GOLDEN  HOUR 

An    inner    challenge    calls    me    every 

hour, 
It  summons  me  to  guard  each  word 

and  thought. 
And    brings   an    urge   to   co?nprehend 

this  flower 
Of    infinite    delight    that    God    has 

wrought — 
Desire    to    meet   my   child    joithin   his 

sphere, 
Gladly    interpreting    each    smile    and 

tear. 

Then    I    must    leave    my    ivorld,    so 

strange  to  him, 
And  very  gently  take  him  by  the  hand. 
And  walk  his  way,  loving  each  child- 
ish whim. 
Living  his  life  that  I  may  understand 
His  mood,  and  guard  his  utter  faith. 

So   then, 
I  too,  must  be  a  little  child  again. 

And  I  shall  find  in  every  flower,  a  face 
Turned  skyivard  in  the  sunlight,  wind 

or  storm; 
In  every  bird-song,  melodies  of  grace; 
In  every  tear,  the  heart  that  made  it 

warm. 
And  while  God  lends  to  me  a  mother's 

poiver, 
I'll  hold  it  precious  every  golden  hour. 

— Josephine  Mechling  Moore. 


up  an'  down  the  path.  The  boys 
watched,  an'  when  she  didn't  see  them, 
they  took  the  money.  Then  when  she 
went  home,  they  got  Si  Beamer,  who 
came  along,  to  go  an'  buy  the  cig- 
arettes. They  gave  him  part  of  them." 

Elsie  could  see  it  all.  Si  was  a 
neighborhood  fellow  of  low  mentality. 
Fred  and  Jimmy  were  curious  about 
the  cigarettes.  They  ran  home  and 
got  the  matches  they  used,  Tony  ex- 
plained. 

"I'm  sorry  Fred  and  Jimmy  would  do 
things  like  that.  Let's  count  how  many 
things  they  did  wrong  that  we  know 
about. 

"First,  they  took  money  that  didn't 
belong  to  them. 

"Second,  they  got  Si  Beamer  to  go 
and  buy  the  cigarettes  for  them,  so 
they  led  him  to  do  wrong — to  help 
break  the  law,  as  small  boys  can't  buy 
cigarettes. 

"Third,  they  got  matches  which,  I 
am  sure,  they  are  forbidden  to  take. 

"Fourth,  they  smoked,  you  say, 
which  they  know  is  wrong,  or  they 
wouldn't  be  doing  it  out  of  sight  on 
the  play  lot. 

"All  this  is  too  bad.  You  did  quite 
right  to  come  and  tell  me." 

Tony  looked  virtuous. 

"I  wouldn't  do  things  like  that,"  he 
assured  his  mother. 

"I'm  so  glad,"  she  said.  "I  always 
want  to  be  able  to  trust  you.  I  must 
set  the  table  now,  and  fix  the  salad 
and  dessert.  We'll  talk  about  this 
again,  Tony." 

As  Elsie  Morton  went  about  her 
lunch  preparations,  her  mind  was  bus- 
ily at  work.  Certainly  the  mothers  of 
Fred  and  Jimmy  ought  to  know  that 
their  children  had  taken  money  from 
Lucy's  pocketbook  and  had  managed 
to  get  cigarettes  with  it.  Yet,  suppose 
those  mothers  didn't  believe  her,  as  it 
was  more  than  likely  that  the  children 
would  deny  having  taken  money  which 
didn't  belong  to  them,  and  secretly 
smoking. 

Then,  of  course,  Fred  and  Jimmy 
would  charge  Tony  with  being  a  tat- 
tletale  and  might  make  it  unpleasant 
for  him  in  different  ways,  with  the 
idea  of  getting  even.  Naturally,  Tony 
would  hesitate  another  time  before  he 
would  come  and  tell  her  what  had 
been  going  on.  If  she  went  to  the 
mothers  of  Fred  and  Jimmy,  she  might 
do  no  good  and  cause  her  own  child 
to  hesitate  about  confiding  in  her. 

In  such  a  situation,  what  would  you, 
dear  mother,  have  done?  What  would 
you  advise  Elsie  Morton  to  do? 

Read  just  how  she  handled  the 
situation   in   November  issue. 


Eyes  were  not  given  merely  that  we 
might  read  newspapers  and  books.  Think 
of  all  the  beauties  and  the  wonders  of 
God's  world  that  go  unnoticed  day  by  day. 
Furthermore,  observing  eyes  will  discover 
people  who  need  the  kind  of  help  a  true 
Christian  can  give,  and  many  children  need 
a  kind  understanding  heart  to  guide  their 
faltering  feet  over  the  hard  obsticles  of  life. 


Page  10 


The  Lighted  Pathway 


^--      i^-ULLl:1 


r-*-*^-^^^^s*s*s#srs#'-#N#K-#K^^s# 


HELPS  FOR  TEMPTED  AND  TRIED 


PRAYER 

Our  Father  in  heaven,  we  come  to 
Thee  at  this  time  with  our  problems. 
We  are  getting  a  vision  of  the  needs 
of  our  young  people  and  we  have  met 
to  discuss  ivays  in  which  we  can 
meet  this  need.  We  have  learned  long 
ago  that  it  is  useless  for  us  to  expect 
to  solve  our  problems  successfully 
without  Thee.  Help  us  in  Jesus'  name 
and  for  His  sake.  Amen. 

THE    HUMAN    TOUCH 

Tis     the    human    touch     in    this    world    that 
counts. 

The   touch   of   your    hand    and    mine,    which 
means   far   more  to   the   fainting    heart 

Than  shelter  and  breod  and  wine;  For  shel- 
ter is  gone  when  the   night  is  o'er, 

And  bread   lasts  only  a   day.   But  the  touch 
of  the  hand  and  the  sound  of  the  voice 

Sing  on  in  the  soul  alway. 

— Author,   Spencer  M.    Free. 

Rev.  Jones:  Well,  here  we  are,  just 
three  of  us.  I  guess  the  others  have 
been  hindered  in  some  way.  It  is  pret- 
ty difficult  for  preachers  to  know  just 
what  is  coming  up  to  hinder.  Any- 
way, I'm  glad  we  are  here,  for  I  have 
some  very  important  things  to  discuss 
with  you.  I  am  being  tried  to  the  limit 
with  some  of  our  young  people.  They 
do  not  seem  to  take  any  interest  in 
the  church  work.  Oh,  they  come  pretty 
regularly,  but  that  is  all.  I  feel  such 
a  responsibility,  but  just  don't  know 
what  to  do.  I  put  on  a  revival  and 
get  them  stirred  up,  but  after  the 
revival  is  over  they  get  careless  again. 
It  is  difficult  to  get  them  in  the  choir 
and  some  of  them  actually  sit  on  the 
back  seats  and  talk  during  service. 
Can  you  make  a  suggestion?  If  I 
ever  needed  help  and  advice,  it  is 
now. 

Rev.  Johnson:  Yes,  I  Know  just 
what  you  are  talking  about.  It  seems 
that  something  ought  to  be  done. 
Several  years  ago  I  saw  some  very 
good  suggestions  in  the  LIGHTED 
PATHWAY  about  starting  a  study 
class  in  our  churches.  I  didn't  think 
so  much  about,  it  then,  but  I  believe  it 
would  solve  some  of  our  problems. 

Rev.  Smith:  I  heard  a  sermon  re- 
cently in  which  the  minister  was  la- 
menting the  fact  that  our  young  peo- 
ple didn't  get  out  and  do  more  person- 
al work  among  their  unsaved  friends. 
Well,  I  thought,  they  just  don't  know 
how  and  are  too  backward.  They  need 
to  be  shown  how.  If  we,  as  pastors, 
would  only  take  an  interest  in  them 
and  teach  them  how,  they  might  de- 
velop   into    great    soul-winners. 

Rev.  Jones:  Well,  if  you  start  any- 
thing like  that  so  few  come  and  it's 
so  discouraging.  If  we  could  get  a 
large  crowd,  we  would  enjoy  it. 

Rev.  Johnson:  That's  just  the  trou- 
ble, Brother  Jones.  We're  not  willing 


Conducted  by  ALDA  B.  HARRISON 

to  spend  our  time  with  the  few.  When 
Jesus  trained  His  disciples,  He  chose 
to  have  them  away  from  the  multi- 
tude because  He  was  teaching  and 
training  them  to  carry  on  His  work 
after  He  went  away.  I  think  some  of 
us  are  too  dependent  on  great  crowds 
of  listeners.  We  start  out  with  a  large 
number;  naturally,  some  of  them  will 
lose  interest,  and  as  they  begin  to 
dwindle  down  to  a  few,  we  just  de- 
spair and  give  it  up.  Just  a  few  really 
trained  young  people  can  do  wonders 
for  any  church. 

One  cold  rainy  night  in  England 
years  ago,  a  minister  said.  "I  do  not 
think  I  shall  attend  church  tonight, 
for  no  one  will  be  there."  Finally  he 
did  go;  he  found  a  scattered  few 
through  the  pews.  He  was  then  almost 
persuaded  to  give  up  the  preaching, 
but  he  did  go  on.  A  boy  up  in  the 
gallery  heard  the  text  and  began  to 
live,  and  the  boy  was  the  preacher 
who  led  13,000  people  into  his  own 
church  and  drew  a  multitude  to 
Christ  the  wide  world  round.  His 
name  was  Charles  H.  Spurgeon. 

Therefore,  let  us  be  faithful  in  do- 
ing what  the  Lord  Jesus  Christ  wants 
us  to  do,  even  though  the  crowd  may 
be  small  and  nobody  seems  to  care. 
"And  let  us  not  be  weary  in  well  do- 
ing: for  in  due  season  we  shall  reap, 
if  we  faint  not."  Galatians  6:9. 

Rev.  Smith:  Don't  you  think  that 
our  churches  have  too  much  social 
life?  It  gets  their  minds  off  of  things 
that  are  worth-while. 

Rev.  Jones:  I  certainly  do  believe 
in  social  life  for  our  young  people. 
It  does  much  to  develop  them  as  soul- 
winners.  They  must  know  how  to  meet 
people  socially  or  they  can  never  be- 
come expert  soul-winners,  but  we  can 
have  too  much  and  neglect  the  spirit- 
ual life. 

Rev.  Johnson:  I  think  I  have  solved 
this  problem  in  my  own  mind.  Let  us 
combine  the  social  and  the  spiritual. 

Rev.  Smith:    How  can  we   do  this? 

Rev.   Johnson:    I'll  try   to   tell   you 
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HELPS    FOR    THE    TEMPTED 

"I  wont  to  be  thoroughly  used  up 
when    I    die. 

For  the  harder  I  work  the  more  I  live. 

I    rejoice   in    life   for    its   own   sake; 

Life  is  no  brief  candle  for  me — 

It  is  sort  of  a  splendid  torch 

Which  I  have  gotten  hold  of  for  a 
moment. 

And  I  want  to  make  it  burn  brightly 
as  possible 

Before  handing  it  on  to  future  gener- 
ations." 


the  way  I  see  it.  Young  people  are 
not  usually  interested  in  study,  but 
if  we  combine  the  study  with  the 
social  life  they  will  enjoy  it.  Let  me 
explain.  Once  each  week  let  us  invite 
them  into  some  of  our  homes  and 
have  one  hour  of  study  and  then  let 
them  spend  the  rest  of  the  time  so- 
cially. See  that  each  one  has  a  study 
book  and  encourage  them  to  bring  up 
good  lessons.  Give  a  prize  to  the  one 
who  excels  in  the  final  examinations. 

Rev.  Jones:  Do  you  believe  in  serv- 
ing refreshments? 

Rev.  Smith:  I  certainly  do.  Young 
folks  are  not  old  folks  and  even  old 
folks  like  to  eat.  It  adds  to  the  social 
mixing  to  have  even  a  cup  of  tea  to- 
gether. 

When  I  was  a  boy  on  the  farm,  I 
used  to  catch  chickens  for  unexpected 
company  by  sprinkling  a  little  food 
down  and  getting  up  close  where  I 
could  catch  them.  I  presume  you  see 
my  point.  We  sometimes  have  to  use 
natural  food  to  get  close  enough  to 
feed  them  spiritual  food.  We  should 
begin  the  meetings  with  songs  and 
prayer  and  close  with  some  good 
song  and  prayer. 

Rev.  Jones:  Already  I  think  I  see 
just  what  you  see,  and  I'm  for  it  one 
hundred  per  cent.  I  think  it  would  be 
fine  to  have  a  program  when  our 
book  has  been  finished. 

Rev.  Johnson:  Brother  Jones,  I'm 
glad  you  suggested  this  meeting.  I 
feel  like  shouting.  I'm  full  of  enthusi- 
asm. I'm  a  mighty  busy  pastor,  but 
I  think  I  can  get  some  help  to  do  this 
work.  I  have  some  young  people  that 
I'm  sure  will  be  glad  to  assist  me. 
Our  young  people  are  pure  gold,  but 
they  just  need  to  be  encouraged  and 
helped,  for  they  have  many  trials  and 
temptations  along  the  way. 

Rev.  Jones:  If  you  like,  we'll  have 
another  meeting  in  a  few  weeks  to 
report  on  our  success  and  to  see  how 
our  work  is  progressing.  Good  night 
and  God  bless  you  till  we  meet  again 


October,  1949 
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ON  KEEPING 


MUCH  OF  LIFE  IS  MADE  UP  BY  OUR  COMPANIONS.  THIS 
SERMON  OFFERS  HELP  IN  HOW  WE  SHOULD  ELECT  THEM 


The  archaism  of  1  Corinthians  15:33 
obscures,  to  a  great  extent,  in  the  King- 
James  Version,  the  true  thought  the 
apostle  Paul  would  have  us  to  receive 
concerning  our  companionships.  For 
this  reason,  I  should  like  to  refer  you 
to  three  other  translations  of  this  text. 
First,  Weymouth's  Version  gives  it 
thus:  "Do  not  deceive  yourselves:  Bad 
companionships  spoil  good  morals.' " 
Moffatt  has  it:  "Bad  company  is  the 
ruin  of  good  character."  The  new  Re- 
vised Standard  Version  renders  the 
same  verse:  "Do  not  be  deceived:  Bad 
company  ruins  good  morals." 

The  chameleon  changes  its  color  to 
agree  with  that  of  surrounding  objects. 
By  nature  we  all  possess  this  quality 
to  such  a  degree  that  our  character, 
habits,  and  principles  take  their  form 
and  color  from  those  of  our  intimate 
associates.  Association  with  persons 
wiser,  better,  and  more  experienced 
than  ourselves  is  always  more  or  less 
inspiring  and  invigorating.  They  en- 
hance our  knowledge  of  life.  We  en- 
large our  field  of  observation  through 
their  eyes,  profit  by  their  experience, 
and  learn  not  only  by  what  they  have 
enjoyed,  but — which  is  still  instructive 
— from  what  they  have  suffered.  If 
they  are  stronger  than  we,  we  become 
partners  in  their  strength.  Hence, 
companionship  with  the  wise  and  en- 
ergetic never  fails  to  have  a  most  val- 
uable influence  on  the  formation  of 
character — increasing  our  resources, 
strengthening  our  resolves,  elevating 
our  aims,  and  enabling  us  to  exercise 
greater  dexterity  and  ability  in  our 
own  affairs,  as  well  as  more  effective 
helpfulness  in  those  of  others. 

A  great  man  once  said,  "I  am  part 
of  all  whom  I  have  met."  This  is  no 
less  true  of  any  of  us.  It  is  a  sociologi- 
cal law  that  we  cannot  evade,  nor 
should  we  desire  to  evade  it.  Evasion 
is  not  the  answer.  Selection  should  be 
our  guiding  rule.  The  society  we  keep 
is  both  the  indicator  and  former   of 


our  character. 

The  company  you  keep  is  a  signpost 
to  the  public  as  to  the  sort  of  person 
you  are.  No  amount  of  persuasion  on 
your  part  can  change  the  opinion  the 
public  has  of  you.  You  are  judged  al- 
ready by  the  associates  you  have 
formed.  While  this  is  merely  the  out- 
ward appearance,  it  is  also  true  that 
you  are  absorbing  the  nature,  habits, 
characteristics,  and  morals  of  your 
company.  This  process  of  absorption 
is  a  slow  one.  It  affects  the  behaviour 
so  gradually  that  the  change  in  the 
absorber  is  hardly  noticeable  until  too 
late.  The  hands  of  the  clock  can  be 
scarcely  discerned  to  move,  but  time 
is  marching  unceasingly  on. 

He  that  sings  into  familiarity  with 
persons  much  below  his  own  level  will 
always  be  weighted  by  his  base  friend- 
ships and  he  will  find  it  is  easy  to  sink 
still  lower,  but  how  hard  to  rise  again! 
Bad  qualities  are  as  catching  as  real 
diseases.  The  mind  is  as  susceptible 
to  infection  as  the  body.  The  dif- 
ference is  that  while  the  infection  in 
the  body  is  for  a  time,  that  which  in- 
fects the  mind  is  for  time  and  eternity. 
Live  with  the  criminal  and  you  will 
be  apt  to  die  with  him.  Bad  company 
is  like  a  nail  driven  into  a  post,  which, 
after  the  first  or  second  blow,  may 
be  drawn  out  with  little  trouble,  but 
when  driven  to  the  head,  it  can  only 
be  drawn  out  with  damage  to  the  wood. 
Be  you  ever  so  pure-minded  your- 
self, you  cannot  associate  with  bad 
company  without  falling  into  bad  odor. 
Evil  company  is  like  tobacco  smoke — 
you  can  not  be  long  in  its  presence 
without  carrying  away  the  taint  of  it. 
Many  beautiful  beginnings  for  God 
have  come  to  tragedy  because  of  the 
weight  of  former  associates,  who,  when 
they  refused  to  ascend  also,  should 
have  been  discarded.  Instead,  they 
pulled  the  once-purged  soul  back  into 
the  mire. 

God,  in  His  infinite  wisdom,  endows 


every  human  with  good  character  at 
the  moment  of  the  beginning  of  life. 
No  baby  is  immoral  at  birth.  We  all 
begin  life  at  the  same  level.  The  direc- 
tion we  take  in  life  is  governed  largely 
by  the  communion  we  have  with  other 
human  beings.  That  priceless  asset 
society  chooses  to  label  "good  charac- 
ter" is  God-given,  but  certainly  must 
be  sustained  by  you.  Keep  it  and  guard 
it  as  though  you  possessed  nothing  so 
precious,  as  surely  you  don't. 

All  that  has  been  said  in  this  mes- 
sage poses  a  greater  problem  to  you 
young  people  than  to  any  other  age 
group.  I  am  well  aware  of  this  fact. 
I  do  not  want  to  be  misunderstood  con- 
cerning our  association  with  each 
other.  Let  no  one  think  I  am  advocat- 
ing isolation  and  any  sort  of  superior- 
ity complex  that  would  make  Christian 
young  people  to  appear  prudish  or 
haughty.  Our  solving  the  problem  of 
friendships  and  associations  must  al- 
ways be  done  in  a  non-offending  man- 
ner if  possible.  What  has  been  said 
thus  far  is  not  to  be  construed  to 
mean  that  ordinary  conduct  with 
others  on  the  streets,  at  school  or  other 
public  places  will  be  affected  to  such 
a  degree  that  scorn  and  ridicule  would 
be  heaped  upon  us  rather  than  gen- 
uine appreciation  for  our  Christianity 
by  the  sinner  friend.  It  is  the  intimate 
friendship  that  we  must  be  careful  of. 
Of  course,  this  will  also  apply  to  court- 
ship. 

Charles  H.  Parkhurst  once  said:  "I 
do  not  believe  there  is  a  much  nicer 
thing  than  falling  in  love,  but  there 
is  nothing  in  that  to  prevent  getting 
into  a  good,  safe,  and  intelligent  posi- 
tion from  which  to  let  the  fall  come." 
We  would  add  here  that  there  should 
also  be  a  religious  depth  to  our  falling 
in  love.  Undoubtedy,  this  is  one  of  the 
most  serious  problems  facing  the  youth 
of  our  Church  today.  In  some  places 
there  is  a  lack  of  young  men,  and  in 
others    there   is   a   scarcity   of  young 
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ladies,  who  love  the  Lord,  making  it 
difficult  to  provide  sufficient  oppor- 
tunities for  choices  for  a  mate.  How- 
ever, this  should  provoke  to  real  prayer 
the  young  men  or  women  who  find 
themselves  in  this  predicament.  It 
stands  to  reason  that  the  more  serious 
the  problem,  the  more  serious  our 
prayer  life  should  be  and  God  will  an- 
swer prayer.  Believe  THAT! 

As  we  travel  along  the  pathway  of 
life,  there  are  other  forms  of  compan- 
ionships to  be  made  than  the  friend- 
ship we  have  with  other  human  beings. 
I'm  speaking  now  of  the  reading  hab- 
its we  adopt  into  our  pattern  of  life. 
Never  has  there  been  as  wide  a  selec- 
tion of  reading  material  put  before  a 
generation  of  young  people  as  this 
one.  What  with  modern  printing  meth- 
ods grinding  out  magazines,  books, 
paper,  pamphlets,  tabloids,  and  circu- 
lars in  unimaginable  quantities,  there 
is  a  pertinent  problem  of  selectivity  in 
what  we  shall  read.  If  we  are  not  care- 
ful, and  if  we  do  not  exercise  our  right 
and  privilege  of  choosing  what  we 
shall  read  for  ourselves,  it  is  highly 
probable  that  we  will  fall  victim  to  the 
propaganda  attending  the  modern, 
highly  colored,  gaudy  type  of  publica- 
tions flooding  the  newsstands  today. 

Someone  has  well  said:  "Show  me 
what  he  reads  and  I'll  tell  you  what 
sort  of  person  he  is."  In  selecting 
your  reading  fare,  you  will  do  well  to 
follow  the  advice  of  a  good  Christian 
book  reviewer  or  the  librarian  in  your 
city.  There  are  enough  weekly  maga- 
zines, along  with  the  daily  paper,  to 
take  up  all  the  time  you  might  have 
available  for  reading.  But  if  you  never 
read  some  of  the  better  books  in  all 
your  lifetime,  there  will  certainly  be  a 
void  in  your  life  that  nothing  else  can 
fill  rightly.  Here  is  a  danger  that  lurks 
behind  the  brightly  colored  covers  of 
the  modern  magazine:  once  you  have 
cultivated  a  taste  for  the  sensational, 
it  will  be   difficult  for  you  to  break 


away  from  that  sordid  stuff  to  the 
higher,  more  intelligent,  and  charac- 
ter-molding material  that  waits  for 
you  on  the  shelves  of  your  local  library 
or  your  Christian  bookstore.  Make 
friends  of  good  books  and  the  Chris- 
tian literature  that  is  so  plentiful. 

Last,  but  by  no  means  least,  make 
friends  with  your  Bible.  It  has  been 
long  understood  by  those  who  are  real- 
ly educated,  that  no  one  can  consider 
himself  well-read  if  he  has  never  read 
the  Bible.  Don't  expect  to  understand 
every  thing  you  read  in  it  any  more 
than  you  expected  to  understand  ev- 
erything you  found  in  the  arithmetic 
the  first  time  you  looked  through  it. 
Another  word  of  caution  here  to  the 
Christian  young  person  is  in  order. 
Don't  let  the  other  fellow  do  all  your 
Bible  reading  for  you.  There  is  a  tend- 
ency to  read  so  much  of  the  Christian 
literature  until  we  have  little  or  no 
time  for  Bible  reading  ourselves.  These 
Christian  publications  were  never  de- 
signed to  replace  the  reading  of 
the  Book  of  books.  Their  primitive  aim 
was  to  increase  the  interest  in  scrip- 
ture reading,  but  there  has  been  such 
a  tremendous  growth  in  the  number 
of  good  papers  and  magazines  that 
I'm  afraid  millions  of  Christians  are 
letting  the  editors  and  writers  of  these 
publications  do  their  Bible  reading  for 
them,  which  is  never  as  good  as  the 
personal  consumption  of  the  Bread  of 
Life  in  private  devotional  periods.  Let 
us  be  as  Pat,  the  Irish  Catholic,  who, 
when  caught  reading  the  Bible  by  his 
priest  and  being  told  that  he  was  to 
look  to  his  priest  for  the  sincere  milk 
of  the  Word  rather  than  reading  it 
himself,  replied,  "Aye,  Father,  but  I 
prefer  milking  the  cow  fer  meself!" 

What  kind  of  music  have  you  made 
friends  with?  With  radio  and  the  rec- 
ord playing  devices  so  plentiful  these 
days,  the  young  person  is  faced  with 
the  same  problem  of  choice  as  in  his 
reading  habits.  Have  you  not  noticed 


that  the  person  who  has  never  listened 
to  anything  but  guitars,  violins,  banjos 
and  mandolins  playing  in  the  typical 
country  fashion  rarely  cares  to  hear 
anything  else?  The  same  could  be  said 
of  the  person  who  never  listens  to  any- 
thing but  the  swing  orchestra  or  any 
other  type  of  music.  That  is  a  trait  of 
human  nature.  I  should  like  to  make  a 
plea  here  to  you  who  are  young.  Learn 
to  discriminate  in  your  tastes  for  mu- 
sic. Appreciate  whatever  is  well  done 
and  strive  for  a  greater  appreciation  of 
the  great  music  of  all  time.  I  once 
heard  Vance  Havner  say  that  the 
reason  he  liked  the  old  songs  better 
than  the  new  ones  was  because  they 
were  written  back  in  the  days  of  "beef- 
steak and  gravy  theology,"  whereas  to- 
day they  are  written  in  the  days  of 
"peanut  butter  and  cracker  theology." 
If  you  are  not  careful,  you  will  find 
yourself  wanting  only  the  type  of 
music  that  will  appeal  to  your  sense 
of  rhythm,  rather  than  for  its  spir- 
itual message,  which,  after  all,  should 
be  the  only  reason  a  song  exists  or  is 
published  and  sung.  I  grant  you  that 
you  cannot  be  held  responsible  for 
what  has  been  forced  upon  you,  but, 
young  man  or  woman,  you  are  the 
molder  of  tomorrow  and  you  are  mak- 
ing your  mold  now;  make  sure  of  your 
choices  as  you  go,  for  it  is  hard  to 
remake  your  choices  once  they  are 
formed,  if  not  impossible  altogether. 
God  has  given  each  of  us  the  pre- 
rogative in  choosing  our  companions, 
whether  they  be  persons,  books,  or 
music.  There  are  other  categories  that 
we  could  discuss,  but  the  basic  truth  is 
that  we  are  to  make  the  choice  as  to 
whether  we  allow  the  base  and  ugly 
or  the  beautiful  and  fine  to  affect  and 
mold  us.  May  we  seek  His  wisdom  in 
all  our  ways  and  let  His  Word  be  the 
light  that  shall  guide  when  our  own 
light  is  weak  and  flickering.  God  bless 
each  one  of  you  in  your  choices 
throughout  the  course  of  your  life. 
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Our  Pathway  Spotlight  for  October  focuses  on  Luther  Carroll.  Jr., 
missionary  to  Guatemala,  Central  America.  Luther  was  born  and 
reared  in  Cleveland,  Tennessee,  and  is  a  graduate  of  Bradley  High 
School  in  that  town.  Since  his  parents  have  been  sincere  Christians 
for  thirty-five  years,  this  young  man  received  good  religious  training 
which  gave  him  a  solid  Pentecostal  foundation.  At  the  begining  of  the 
war,  he  enlisted  in  the  Navy  and  served  for  thirty  months  in  Guadal- 
canal, New  Caledonia,  Guam,  and  several  other  Islands.  It  was  during 
the  dark  days  in  service  that  he  realized  his  lost  condition  before 
God  and  was  wonderfully  saved.  After  being  discharged  from  serv- 
ice, he  attended  Bible  Training  School  in  Sevierville,  Tennessee, 
where  he  felt  the  call  of  God  to  become  a  missionary.  His  other 
training  was  a  term  in  Technical  School,  Chattanooga,  Tennessee, 
in  preparation  of  mission  work.  Just  before  going  to  Guatemala. 
Luther  married  Dorothy  Pullin,  daughter  of  Rev.  and  Mrs.  Thomas 
Pullin,  who  have  been  missionaries  in  Guatemala  for  a  number  of 
years.  After  spending  two  and  one  half  years  in  that  Central  Ameri- 
can country,  Luther  and  his  wife  have  returned  to  the  States  to 
regain  their  health,  during  which  time  they  will  be  attending  Lee 
College.  We  praise  God  for  their  successful  missionary  work  and 
zeal  for  the  lost. 


Featured  in  this  month's  Spotlight  is  a  young  lady  evangelist  from 
the  state  of  North  Carolina,  Elsie  Creech,  daughter  of  Mr.  and  Mrs. 
J.  M.  Creech.  Elsie  was  born  at  Wilmington,  North  Carolina,  where 
she  attended  the  public  schools,  graduating  from  high  school  in 
1938,  after  which  she  attended  the  Bible  Training  School  at  Sevier- 
ville, Tennessee,  for  two  years.  She  was  saved  during  her  childhood, 
sanctified,  and  received  the  baptism  of  the  Holy  Ghost  at  the 
age  of  twelve.  From  her  earliest  childhood  recollections,  she  has 
been  actively  engaged  in  church  work.  The  greater  part  of  her 
church  activities  have  been  centered  in  the  Wilmington  church, 
where  she  served  at  different  intervals  as  Sunday  School  teacher, 
Y.  P.  E.  president,  program  leader,  secretary  of  Sunday  School  and 
Y.  P.  E.  She  has  been  a  speaker  on  the  youth  program  at  various 
conventions  and  rallies  in  North  Carolina  and  Georgia.  She  was 
secretary  to  the  National  Youth  Director  for  several  months,  but  at 
present  she  is  evangelizing  in  her  home  state.  We  anticipate  great 
things  for  this  young  lady  and  pray  that  God  will  richly  bless  her. 


Youth 

Interviews 

Experience 


Mrs.  Flavius  J.  Lee,  wife  of  our  second 
General    Overseer    is    interviewed. 

Sister  Lee,  who  first  interested  you 
in  seeking  for  salvation? 

Mrs.  L.  F.  Ranson,  my  Sunday 
School  teacher  of  early  childhood,  in- 
fluenced me  through  her  Christian 
life. 

What  caused  you  to  become  inter- 
ested in  the  Church  of  God? 

The  teaching  of  the  truth  and  the 
presence  of  the  power  of  God. 

For  how  many  years  have  you  been 
a  member  of  the  Church? 

Forty  years. 


What  work  did  you  do  before  your 
marriage   to  Brother  Lee? 

Teaching  in  a  private  school  in  the 
State  of  Florida. 

/  understand  that  your  husband 
was  one  of  the  first  General  Overseers 
of  the  Church.  For  how  many  years 
did  he  serve  in  that  office  and  in 
what  other  offices  did  he  serve  the 
Church? 

Brother  Lee  was  elected  General 
Overseer  in  June,  1923.  and  remained 
in  that  office  until  October,  1928,  the 
time  of  his  death.  Before  that  time 
he  was  state  overseer  of  Florida,  also 
Tennessee. 

In  what  ways  have  you  served  the 
Lord? 

Before  my  marriage,  I  did  much  of 
the  piano  playing  for  our  camp  meet- 
ings. I  have  been  a  Sunday  School 
teacher  for  many  years,  and  during 
the  lifetime  of  my  husband  I  traveled 
with    him   in   evangelistic   work. 

What   other   work  have  you   done? 

I  taught  in  our  Bible  School  for  one 
year  and  from  1913  until  the  death 
of  my  husband,  I  did  part-time  work 
at  the   Church     of     God     Publishing 


House.  For  almost  twenty  years  now 
I  have  worked  regularly  at  the  Pub- 
lishing House;  eighteen  of  those  years 
were  spent  in  the  Stencil  Department. 

Who  has  been  the  greatest  help  to 
you    in    the   Church? 

My  husband. 

What  do  you  consider  your  most 
thrilling   experience? 

The  time  I  received  the  Baptism 
of  the  Holy  Ghost,  which  was  in  a 
camp  meeting  at  Durant,  Florida. 

What  preparations  do  you  think  a 
young  person  should  have  before  go- 
ing into  the  ministry? 

He  should  be  sure  of  his  calling, 
obtain  all  the  education  possible,  and 
spend  much  time  on  his  knees  before 
God. 

Did  you  anticipate  that  the  Church 
of  God  ivould  reach  its  present  size 
and   influence    during  your   lifetime? 

Yes,  I  was  sure  of  it,  if  the  people 
would  stay  humble  before  God  and 
seek  the  full  power  to  be  made  mani- 
fest in  their  lives. 
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This  is  a  question  King  David  asked 
the  Lord.  God  had  blessed  the  king 
by  giving  him  rest  from  his  enemies, 
after  years  of  war,  and  a  beautiful 
home  in  which  to  live,  but  David  was 
grieved  because  the  Ark  of  the  Lord 
was  still  kept  in  a  tabernacle.  It  was 
the  desire  of  David's  heart  to  build  a 
house  for  the  Lord.  One  day  he  went 
in  and  knelt  before  God,  where  he  took 
time  to  meditate  upon  His  goodness. 
The  Lord  had  promised  to  appoint  a 
place  for  Israel,  in  which  they  should 
not  be  moved,  for  said  He,  "Ever  since 
I  had  to  raise  up  champions  for  my 
people  Israel:  I  will  give  them  rest 
from  all  their  enemies.  The  eternal 
will  build  up  a  house,  a  family  for  you. 
When  all  your  days  are  done  and  you 
sleep  with  your  fathers,  I  will  raise 
your  offspring,  born  of  your  body,  and 
establish  their  dynasty.  Your  son,  shall 
build  a  temple  for  my  name,  and  I  will 
establish  his  royal  throne  for  all  time. 
To  them  will  I  be  a  father,  to  me  they 
shall  be  sons;  when  they  go  astray, 
I  will  punish  them  as  men  are  pun- 
ished, with  the  stripes  of  Adam;  but  I 
will  not  withdraw  my  kindness  from 
them,  as  I  withdrew  it  from  him  who 
was  before  you;  your  house  and  your 
kingdom  shall  stand  secure  before  me 
for  all  time." — Moffatt. 

King  David  was  human  and  he 
made  many  mistakes,  but  he  was 
quick  to  recognize  his  mistakes,  and 
before  God  he  humbled  himself  and 
asked  His  forgiveness.  Although  he 
was  king,  he  recognized  the  God  above 
as  greater  than  he.  He  served  God  and 
sought  His  directions  in  all  important 
matters.  God  honored  David's  faith- 
fulness, for  it  was  through  his  lineage 
that  the  world  received  Jesus  Christ. 
In  asking  the  question,  "Who  am  I,  O 
Lord  God?  and  what  is  my  house," 
David  recognized  God  as  being  the 
Giver  of  all  good  things  and  himself 
a  humble  servant  of  God.  This  seemed 
to  be  foremost  throughout  the  life  of 
of  David. 

Young  people,  this  would  be  a  good 
motto  for  us  all  to  follow.  Whenever 
the  enemy  can  get  a  man  or  woman, 
boy  or  girl  to  think  himself  as  someone 
great,  he  has  won  a  great  victory,  for 
vainglory  is  sinful.  This  has  caused  the 
downfall  of  many  great  men  all  down 
through  history.  With  this  thought  in 
our  minds  let  us  review  the  downfall 
of  two  kings;  namely,  King  Saul  of 
Israel  and  Napoleon  Bonaparte  of 
France. 

When  Saul  was  chosen  as  the  first 
king  of  Israel,  he  was  very  meek  and 
humble,  ready  to  do  whatever  God 
directed.  We  find  that  after  he  was 
anointed  king,  he  went  back  to  look 
after  his   father's  flocks.  However,  it 


Which  example  roould  you  choose? 


wasn't  long  until  something  happened 
to  stir  Saul  to  action. 

An  army  of  Amonites,  under  their 
leader  Nahash,  surrounded  Jabesh- 
Gilead  in  the  half-tribe  of  Manasseh 
on  the  east  of  Jordan.  The  people  of 
that  city  were  too  few  to  fight  this 
enemy,  and  they  said,  "We  will  sub- 
mit to  your  rule,  if  you  will  promise 
to  save  our  lives.  Evidently,  the  peo- 
ple of  Jabesh  did  not  know  there  was 
a  king  appointed  in  Israel. 

Nahash  the  king  of  Amnion  an- 
swered, "On  this  condition  will  I  make 
a  covenant  with  you,  that  I  may  thrust 
out  all  your  right  eyes,  and  lay  it  for 
a  reproach  upon  all  Israel." 

When  Saul  heard  this  the  Spirit  of 
God  came  upon  him.  He  quickly  gath- 
ered all  the  fighting  men  of  Israel  to- 
gether and  went  against  this  merciless 
enemy.  The  Lord  helped  in  that  bat- 
tle by  giving  a  wonderful  victory  to 
Israel. 

Not  too  long  after  this  great  victory, 
Israel's  most  dreaded  enemy  came 
against  them.  These  Philistines  had 
prevented  the  Israelites  from  making 
swords  or  spears  in  the  past,  and  when 
Saul  called  his  men  together,  only  a 
few  had  these  weapons  of  war. 

The  prophet  Samuel  was  a  great 
man  before  the  Lord.  He  told  the  king 
to  go  to  Gilgal  and  remain  there  sev- 
en days  until  he  could  come  and  offer 
sacrifice  and  call  upon  God. 

Saul  did  wait  seven  days  for  the 
prophet  to  come,  but  when  he  failed 
to  come  in  the  early  part  of  the  sev- 
enth day,  the  king  decided  that  he 
could  wait  no  longer.  He  took  the  mat- 
ter into  his  own  hands  and  offered 
sacrifice  himself,  though  he  was  no 
priest.  Had  he  waited  only  a  little 
longer,  there  would  have  been  no  need 
of  such  a  rash  thing  being  committed, 
for  the  offering  was  still  burning  on 
the  altar  when  Samuel  came.  The 
prophet  asked,  "What  is  this  that  you 
have  done?" 

To  this  question  Saul  answered,  "I 
saw  that  my  men  were  scattering,  and 
I  feared  that  the  enemy  might  come 
down  upon  me,  so  I  offered  the  sacri- 
fice myself,  since  you  were  not  here." 

"Yes,  but  I  did  come  on  the  seventh 
day  as  I  promised,"  replied  Samuel. 
"You  have  done  wrong  and  have  not 
kept  God's  commandment.  If  you  had 
obeyed  and  trusted  the  Lord,  He  would 
have  kept  you  in  safety." 

How  much  better  off  was  the  king 
after  he  had  offered  sacrifice,  out  of 
the  will  of  God?  His  band  of  soldiers 
was  very,  very  small  compared  to  the 
multitude  of  Philistines  gathered 
against  them,  heavily  armed  with 
swords  and  spears,  chariots,  and 
horsemen.  To  w.in  the  victory,  Israel 
had  to  have  help  from  God. 


The  king  knew  how  much  depended 
upon  his  waiting,  for  obedience  to  the 
prophet's  command  was  an  essential 
condition  of  his  final  appointment. 
Nevertheless,  in  his  impatience  and 
distrust  of  God,  he  failed  to  wait  the 
set  time.  It  wasn't  so  much  that  he 
wished  to  displease  God,  but  because  of 
the  effect  it  would  produce  upon  the 
minds  of  his  men.  It  was  tedious  to  re- 
main inactive,  and  his  retreat  to  the 
mountains  might  be  cut  off  at  any 
moment;  so  he  preferred  the  part  of 
a  prudent  general  to  that  of  an  obe- 
dient and  trustful  servant  of  God. 
When  Samuel  told  him  of  his  mistake, 
he  failed  to  offer  a  confession  of  his 
wrong.  His  mind  rather  seemed  entire- 
ly occupied  with  his  duty  as  a  king, 
without  having  regard  to  the  higher 
King,  whom  his  first  duty  was  to  obey. 
The  fact  that  Saul  wished  to  make  a 
great  name  for  himself  was  his  down- 
fall. At  this  time,  even  though  Saul  did 
wrong,  the  Philistines  were  defeated 
by  Israel.  Saul  was  permitted  to  reign 
as  king  for  forty  years,  during  which 
time  Israel  won  many  victories  in 
battle,  but  the  king  failed  to  regard 
the  question  "Who  am  I?"  Instead  of 
remaining  in  his  innocent  state  when 
he  first  became  king,  he  chose  to  make 
a  name  for  himself.  Through  his  vain- 
glory he  sacrificed  the  lives  of  thou- 
sands of  his  men  on  the  battlefield. 

It  is  said  of  Napoleon  Bonaparte  that 
had  he  been  content  to  complete  and 
consolidate  the  social  achievements  of 
the  Revolution  within  France,  he 
might  have  reigned  many  years  in 
peace  and  handed  on  to  other  mem- 
bers of  the  Bonaparte  family  a  French 
monarchy.  He  had  always  been  am- 
bitious, but  too  many  victories  in  bat- 
tle made  his  selfishness  and  ambition 
surpass  all  bounds.  Having  started  his 
career  as  a  "child  of  the  Revolution" 
and  as  a  missionary  of  the  gospel  of 
"Equality,"  he  became  a  self-centered 
despot.  Thousands  upon  thousands  of 
human  lives  were  sacrificed  in  combat 
that  were  not  in  defense  of  France  and 
the  Revolution.  At  any  time  between 
1807  and  1813  he  might  have  made  a 
general  and  lasting  peace  which  would 
have  assured  France  her  "natural 
boundaries"  and  guaranteed  the  per- 
petuation of  the  social  reforms  of  the 
Revolution  within  her  territories.  But 
"natural  boundaries"  had  no  charm 
for  Napoleon;  he  was  in  the  business 
of  conquering  for  conquering's  sake 
For  this  reason,  he  was  forced  to  give 
up  the  throne  and  flee  for  his  life  to  a 
small  island  town. 

The  downfall  of  many  other  kings 
and  rulers  could  be  mentioned,  who 
lost  when  they  got  their  eyes  on  the 
man  instead  of  God.  I  should  prefer 
to  choose  the  humble  position  David 
chose.  Who  am  I  that  I  should  think 
myself  a  great  person?  Without  the 
blessings  of  God,  the  works  of  all  men 
are  vain.  "Life  is  uncertain  and  death 
is  sure."  We  all  must  face  death  some 
day,  and  after  death  the  judgment.  We 
will  be  rewarded  for  our  works  done 
for  God's  honor,  if  we  remain  true 
and  faithful,  but  for  that  which  is 
done  for  our  own  glorification,  we  will 
receive  no  reward. 
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Above  is  the  likeness  of  Merry 
Harolene  Mushegan,  little  daughter  of 
Rev.  and  Mrs.  Harry  Mushegan,  who 
pastor  the  Church  of  God  at  Lockhart, 
South  Carolina.  Harolene  will  be  five 
years  old  on  Christmas  day.  She  is  an 
outstanding  singer  and  has  blessed 
hundreds  and  thousands  of  people 
with  her  singing.  She  is  also  a  splendid 
choir  director,  perhaps  one  of  the 
world's  youngest  directors. — Rev. 
Brady  Dennis,  state  youth  director  of 
South  Carolina. 


CHRISTIANS 

BEATRICE    STOWE 

Christians  are  the  most  beautiful 
people  in  the  world.  They  are  lovely, 
kind  and  good.  They  understand  the 
nroblems  of  their  neighbors  and  try  to 
help  with  solving  these  problems. 

It  is  hard  to  find  true  Christians  in 
the  world  today,  but  when  you  find 
one  you  will  know  it.  The  Christian 
lives  his  Christianity.  His  face  is 
bright.  He  is  always  cheerful  and  can 
say  an  encouraging  word  in  the  time  of 
need.  While  the  storms  are  raging 
high,  the  Christian  stands  up  with 
courage  and  presses  on  to  his  goal.  He 
may  get  discouraged,  but  he  doesn't 
want  to  ever  give  up.  He  knows  that 
the  greatest  happiness  is  found  in  do- 
ing the  will  of  God,  and  therefore  his 
desire  is  to  ever  be  a  Christian. 

Christians  are  not  popular  here,  but 
when  they  reach  heaven  they  will  be 
popular,  so  why  worry  over  being  pop- 
ular? If  you  are  a  Christian,  you  have 


a  Friend  that  is  worth  all  the  joys  and 
pleasures  of  this  life. 

Being  a  Christian  is  the  wonderful 
thing  you  could  be,  because  you  are  a 
child  of  the  King. 


A  GOOD  REPORT 

The  Y.  P.  E.  of  the  Church  of  God 
in  Haines  City,  Fla.,  started  a  contest 
during  the  month  of  May  in  order  to 
rewire  the  church  and  parsonage.  Now 
they  have  it  all  paid  in  full,  which 
amounted  to  eighty  dollars.  We  praise 
God  for  their  splendid  work. — E.  P. 
Braddoch,  clerk,  P.  O.  Box  686,  Daven- 
port, Fla. 


POINTED  PARAGRAPHS 

Martin    Miller 

Use  the  Golden  Rule  on  your  enemies  and 
they  will  straightway  become  your  friends. 
— P — 
Have  you  done  your  best  for  God  by 
doing  all  you  can  to  win  souls  to  Christ 
and  to  be  a  help  to  God's  people?  If  not, 
then  you  have  no  room  for  criticism  of  the 
Lord's    laborers. 

— p — 
Adversity    is    an    elevator:    we    can    use    it 
to   rise  to  success,   or  to  descend  to  failure. 
— p — 

It  is  no  trouble  to  smile  when  everything 
goes  our  way,  but  much  more  is  accom- 
plished if  we  smile  when  things  go  wrong; 
our  troubles  can  be  smiled  away  to  a  large 
extent. 


RECEIPE  FOR  A  HOME 

Half  a   cup   of   friendship 
And  a  cup  of  thoughtfulness, 

Creamed  together  with  a  pinch 
Of   powdered   tenderness. 

Very  lightly  beaten 

In  a  boivl  of  loyalty, 
With  a  cup  of  faith  and  one  of  hope 

And    one    of    charity. 

Be  sure  to  add  a  spoonful  each 

Of  gaiety  that  sings, 
And  also  the  ability — 

To  laugh  at  little  things. 

Moisten  with  sudden  tears 

Of  heartfelt  sympathy. 
Bake  in  a  good-natured  pan 

And  serve  repeatedly. 


THE  VALUE  OF  YOUTH 

J.  O.  Wilson 

Suppose  that  Paul  had  been  con- 
verted at  seventy  instead  of  twenty- 
five.  There  would  have  been  no  Paul 
in  history.  There  was  a  Matthew 
Henry  because  he  was  converted  at 
eleven  and  not  at  seventy;  a  Dr. 
Watts  because  he  was  converted  at 
nine  and  not  at  sixty;  a  Jonathan 
Edwards  because  he  was  converted  at 
eight  and  not  at  eighty;  a  Richard 
Baxter  because  he  was  converted  at 
six  and  not  at  sixty. 

How  much  more  a  soul  is  worth 
that  has  a  lifetime  of  opportunity 
before  it  than  the  soul  wnich  has 
nothing!  Lambs  are  worth  more  than 
sheep  in  the  realm  of  souls  as  well  as 
in  the  market  place. 


A 


now  Your  JSli> 


sswnames 


By  J.  Herbert  Walker,  Sr. 


This  family  has  been  on  the  Mis- 
sion field  for  some  time.  Their  work 
has  covered  quite  an  extensive  field. 
They  evangelized  in  Barbados  and 
have  visited  many  other  islands  and 
countries  doing  missionary  work,  some 
of  which  have  been  St.  Kitts,  Hondu- 
ras, Bahamas,  St.  Martins  Island  and 
Panama.  The  Virgin  Islands  is  their 
present  field  of  labor.  He  is  fifty 
years  old  and  was  set  forth  as  a 
Bishop  in  the  Church  of  God  at  Long 
Beach,  California,  in  1937.  He  is  now 
a  member  of  the  church  at  Tulare, 
California.  Their  daughter's  name  is 
Elouise.  She  may  be  attending  the 
fsll  term  at  Lee  College  this  following 
year.  They  have  been  contemplating 
returning  to  the  States,  as  the  long 
years  of  service  are  beginning  to  af- 
fect his  health.  However,  their  un- 
tiring efforts  for  the  salvation  of  the 
lost  will  never  be  forgotten.  Eternity 
alone  will  show  the  fruit  of  their  lab- 
ors'. Who  are  they? 


The  missionary  mentioned  in  last 
month's  "Know  Your  Missionaries" 
was  Sister  Carrie  E.  Furman,  of  Gua- 
temala. 
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Stronger  Than 


By   EDNA  CONN 


Ten-year-old  Patsy  was  hardly 
aware  of  what  she  ate  for  lunch  that 
Thursday.  She  sat  with  many  other 
children  at  the  dining  table  of  the 
school's  cafeteria.  The  usual  sounds  of 
clattering  dishes  and  the  subdued 
voices  of  excited  children  about  her 
went  unnoticed.  All  the  children  were 
joyful  because  the  principal  had  just 
announced  that  tomorrow  would  be  a 
holiday.  On  such  an  occasion  Patsy 
usually  would  have  been  thrilled  and 
chattering  happily  with  the  other  girls, 
but  today  she  was  oddly  silent.  If  a 
stranger  had  passed  through  and  no- 
ticed her,  he  would  have  wondered 
why  that  one  little  girl  looked  so  un- 
happy in  the  midst  of  such  gaiety.  But 
the  other  children  were  so  busy  with 
their  plans  for  the  holiday  that  they 
hardly  noticed  her. 

The  meal  having  been  finished,  she 
arose  hastily  and  started  up  the  stairs 
alone. 

"Patsy,  wait,"  called  Mary  White. 
"Let's  go  out  on  the  sidewalk  and  play 
hopscotch   with    Ruth  and   Jane." 

"I'm  sorry,  Mary,  but  I  believe  I  had 
rather  go  inside  today,"  answered 
Patsy. 

"Oh,  please  come  on,  Pat.  What's 
wrong?  You're  always  wanting  to 
play,"  begged  Mary. 

"I-  I  guess  I  just  don't  feel  very  well 
today,  Mary.  I  just  don't  want  to  play," 
Patsy  finally  said. 

With  this  she  turned  and  went  on 
into  the  hall.  Mary  looked  after  her 
for  a  moment  and  then,  seeing  another 
one  of  her  playmates,  ran  to  join  her. 

Patsy  walked  slowly  and  quietly 
down  the  deserted  hall.  When  shei 
came  to  the  door  of  her  home-room, 
she  stopped  and  peeped  cautiously  in. 
Yes,  there  was  Mrs.  Rhine,  her  teacher, 
kneeling  on  the  floor  picking  up  the 
shattered  fragments  of  the  lovely 
Chinese  vase.  Patsy's  heart  almost 
stood  still  for  fear.  Quickly  she  rushed 
into  the  next  room  and  sat  down. 

"Oh,  what  can  I  do?"  she  thought. 
"I  didn't  mean  to  do  it.  I  only  wanted 
to  pick  it  up  one  time  and  see  it  real 
good."  Then  Patsy  put  her  head  over 
on  the  desk  and  began  to  cry  as  though 
her  heart  would  break.  She  felt  so 
alone  and  as  though  she  were  in  such 
great  trouble  that  she  would  never  be 
the  same  happy  little  girl  again.  She 
remembered  now  that  sne  had  always 
especially  noticed  the  vase  since  the 
day  the  teacher  had  told  them  the 
sweet  story  of  how  the  little  boy  in 
China  had  given  it  to  her. 

Years  before,  when  Mrs.  Rhine  had 
been  travelling  in  China,  she  had 
found  the  little  boy.  He  was  hungry, 
cold,  sick  and  lost.  When  she  had  first 
seen  him,  he  was  standing  crying, 
clutching  in  his  arms  the  vase,  a  figure 
of  a  little  Chinese  girl  with  a  basket 


on  her  head.  Mrs.  Rhine  had  taken  the 
child  and  cared  for  him  for  many 
weeks  until  he  was  well  and  his  par- 
ents were  finally  found  again.  When 
he  knew  that  he  would  not  see  his  kind 
friend  again,  he  had  cried  bitterly. 
He  had  learned  to  love  her  so  dearly. 
So  in  his  childish  love,  he  had  given 
her  the  only  thing  he  had — the  vase. 
Of  course,  Mrs.  Rhine  prized  such  a 
gift  very  highly.  She  had  kept  it  on 
her  desk  during  the  school  months 
that  she  might  share  its  beauty  with 
her  pupils.  When  the  children  brought 
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$  JESUS,  TENDER  SHEPHERD,  J 
$  HEAR  ME 

*  CLARIBEL  BARNARD  * 

$  $ 

m    Jesus,  fender  Shepherd,  hear  me,  jf. 

+    Bless  Thy  little  lamb  tonight,  •¥■ 

j    Thro,  t!-ie  darknsss  be  Thou    near  me,    J 

m    Keep  me  safe  fill  morning  light.  + 

*  * 
J|t    All  t!tis  day  Thy  hand  has  led   me,         ■¥■ 

J  And  I  thank  Thee  for  Thy  care,  J 

q.  Thou  has  eloth'd  me,  warmed  and  fed    >f 

*  me,  + 
i  Listen  to  my  evening  prayer.  + 

5  ,  * 

•*■  Let  my  sins  be  all   forgiven,  •¥■ 

j  Bless  the  friends  I   love  so  well,  T 

J  Take  me,  when  I  die,  to  heaven,  + 

-¥■  Happy  there  with  thee  to  dwell.  * 
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roses,  chrysanthemums,  and  other 
beautiful  flowers,  she  kept  them  in 
this  vase  for  all  of  them  to  enjoy.  Patsy 
had  looked  at  the  vase  so  many  times 
and  thought  of  the  little  boy. 

It  happened  that  today  when  the 
bell  rang  for  lunch  all  the  children  had 
rushed  out  while  Patsy  was  putting  her 
books  in  the  desk.  Since  the  teacher 
had  left  a  few  minutes  before  the  bell 
rang,  Patsy  was  alone  in  the  room. 
So  when  she  passed  the  teacher's  desk 
on  the  way  out,  she  had  stopped  to 
look  at  the  pretty  vase  and  flowers. 
Without  thinking,  she  had  reached  for 
it  and  lifted  it  up  to  smell  the  flowers. 
Then  it  had  happened!  crash!  On  the 
floor  it  lay  in  shattered  pieces;  Patsy 
was  so  frightened  that  she  didn't  even 
take  time  to  pick  it  up,  but  ran  out 
of  the  room    as  fast  as  she  could  go. 

As  she  sat  there  with  all  these 
thoughts  racing  through  her  mind,  the 
bell  rang  for  the  afternoon  classes  to 
begin.  Patsy  dried  her  tears  as  best 
she  could  and  fearfully  went  back  to 
the  room.  All  the  other  children  were 
filing  to  their  seats  as  she  entered, 
so  she  went  quietly  to  her  seat  in  the 
back  of  the  room.  She  knew  that  now 
it  must  come!  Mrs.  Rhine  would  ask 
who  broke  the  vase.  She  looked  up 
quickly  at  the  teacher  who  was  check- 


ing the  roll  and  then  away  again. 

Finally  the  teacher  spoke  and  Patsy's 
heart  felt  faint.  But  Mrs.  Rhine  did  not 
mention  the  vase,  she  only  told  them 
to  open  their  geography  books  to  the 
day's  lesson.  When  the  lesson  was  fi- 
nally ended,  the  class  closed  their 
books  for  the  regular  afternoon  story 
period.  It  was  then  Patsy  realized  that 
Mrs.  Rhine  was  not  going  to  ask  the 
dreaded  question.  Her  first  feeling  was 
one  of  relief,  because  she  knew  that 
no  one  had  ssen  her  and  her  secret 
would  not  be  known. 

But,  then,  another  thought  came! 
She  was  a  Christian.  She  had  been  so 
afraid  they  would  catch  her  that  she 
had  forgotten  to  ask  Jesus  what  He 
would  have  her  to  do.  So  there,  while 
those  about  her  were  listening  to  the 
story  Mrs.  Rhine  was  telling,  she  si- 
lently prayed  and  asked  God  to  help 
her  not  to  be  afraid  to  do  right.  She 
remembered  the  Bible  text  her  Mother 
had  taught  her  just  the  night  before: 
"What  time  I  am  afraid,  I  will  trust 
in  thee,"  Psalm  56:3.  "Dear  Jesus," 
she  prayed,  "help  me  not  to  be  afraid 
to  do  right.  Help  me  to  do  your  will." 

It  was  a  pale-faced  little  girl  who, 

after    the    other    children    had    gone, 

lingered  behind  to  talk  to  Mrs.  Rhine. 

She    brokenly    poured    out   the   whole 

(Continued  on  page  20) 
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H  H  A  I    TtHU  ty<wi  TtUwivt  Say  ? 


Someone  has  said,  "A  mirror  seldom 
lies."  Of  course,  that  isn't  strictly  true. 
Those  of  you  who  have  spent  a  hilar- 
ious time  in  a  "fun  house"  where 
specially-constructed  mirrors  reflect 
your  image  in  grotesque  ways,  know 
better.  But  on  the  whole,  a  well-be- 
haved mirror,  such  as  you  girls  carry 
in  your  handbag  and  you  fellows  use 
to  slick  down  your  hair,  will  tell  the 
truth  when  you  look  into  it. 

Today,  it  may  just  be  possible  that 
you  girls  get  some  real  satisfaction 
from  the  pretty  image  you  see  in  the 
glass.  Some  of  you  fellows  may  think 
you're  pretty  keen  as  you  look  into 
your  mirror.  And  you  are,  too.  Some 
of  you  are  going  to  be  even  nicer 
looking  as  you  grow  older. 

It's  said  to  be  "bad  luck"  to  break  a 
mirror.  Ever  hear  that  one?  Of  course 
it's  merely  superstition,  or  just  an 
"old  saying,"  which  folks  today  claim 


not  to  believe.  And  so,  if  your  mirror 
doesn't  get  cracked  or  broken  and  you 
keep  it,  some  day,  twenty  or  thirty 
years  from  now,  you  may  look  into  it 
again. 

There's  a  beautiful  old  story  of  a 
man  who  had  been  reared  on  a  farm, 
and  who,  years  afterward,  went  back 
to  see  his  old  home.  He  said  that  the 
house  had  been  replaced  with  a  newer 
structure,  the  old  barn  was  ready  to 
collapse,  and  even  the  landscape 
seemed  somewhat  different.  His  par- 
ents had  long  since  passed  from  this 
life;  his  brothers  and  sisters  were  in 
distant  parts  of  the  country,  even  his 
boyhood  friends  seemed  all  to  have 
died  or  moved  away.  As  he  wandered 
about  the  old  farm,  feeling  sad  and 
lonely  indeed,  he  decided  to  go  down 
to  the  clump  of  trees  at  the  foot  of 
the  hill.  There  he  found  one  old 
friend— the  spring! 


Yes,  the  spring  alone  seemed  not  to 
have  changed.  There  it  was,  clear, 
cold,  deep.  And  as  he  stood  looking 
down  into  the  water,  and  thinking  of 
the  countless  times  he  had  come,  as  a 
barefoot  boy,  on  a  hot  day  for  a  cool- 
ing drink,  he  saw  his  reflection  mir- 
rored in  the  water. 

It  gave  him  quite  a  start  at  first, 
for  he  had  been  thinking  of  his  boy- 
hood days,  and  it  almost  seemed  as 
though  a  fair-haired,  rosy-cheeked, 
laughing  boy,  with  clear  brown  eyes 
ought  to  look  back  at  him  from  the 
depths  of  the  spring.  Instead,  he  saw 
the  pale,  wan  and  worn  face  of  a 
gray-haired  man. 

But  as  he  looked,  he  smiled  as  he 
thought  of  the  joy  he  had  once  known 
at  that  spot,  and  the  old  man  in  the 
spring  smiled  back  at  him. 

You  may  or  may  not  have  an  ex- 
perience like  that  some  day,  twenty  or 
thirty  years  from  now,  but  you  will 
probably  look  at  your  image  in  a  mir- 
ror. What  are  you  going  to  see  there? 

Will  the  happy  curve  of  your  mouth 
still  be  there,  and  the  hopeful  light  in 
your  eyes?  Of  course,  you'll  see  the 
same  face,  with  its  same  nose  and 
eyes  and  chin;  but  the  thoughts  and 
actions  of  many  years  will  have  writ- 
ten their  story  there. 

Will  worry  have  plowed  two  dis- 
figuring furrows  between  your  eyes? 

Will  constant  fear  of  misfortunes 
that  never  occured  have  drawn  a  net- 
work of  lines  on  your  forehead? 

Will  irregular  and  improper  habits 
have  robbed  your  cheeks  of  their 
rounded   bloom? 

Will  discouragement  have  put  out 
the  light  in  your  eyes? 

Will  nagging  and  faultfinding  have 
chased  away  your  smile? 

Will  careless,  slipshod  habits  h^ve 
passed  a  disfiguring  hand  over  all? 

Or  will  love  have  strengthened  and 
deepened  the  light  in  your  eyes? 

Will  the  satisfaction  of  work  well 
done  have  brought  dignity  and  honor 
to  your  brow? 

Will  lines  and  wrinkles  show  only 
where  smiles  have  been? 

Will  hope  and  faith  in  humanity 
and  understanding  years  alone  have 
carved  and  molded  your  cheeks? 

Will  the  desire  to  serve  others  and 
to  spread  sunshine  wherever  you  go 
have  shed  a  radiant  glow  over  your 
countenance  so  that  in  spite  of  gray 
hairs  and  wrinkles  and  added  years, 
people  will  say, 

"What  a  lovely  face!"  .:• 
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AMATEUR  POETRY 

'    KEEP  CLIMBING 

By  Margaret  Letvis  Smith 

Though  the  mountain  may  be  high, 

Keep   climbing; 

And  it  seems  that  trouble's  nigh, 

Keep   climbing; 

Have  faith  in  God,  for  it  is  true 

That  the  Lord  will  see  you  through. 

If  you  don't  know  what  to  do, 

Keep  climbing. 

If  at  first  you  don't  succeed, 

Keep    climbing; 

Jesus   knows  your  every  need, 

Keep    climbing; 

There  is  beauty  on  the  hill, 

Keep   climbing   on,    yes   climbing   still, 

Yes,  strength  is  yours,  obey  His  will, 

Keep  climbing. 

Rich   blessings   rare   you   will  obtain 

By  climbing; 

Don't  you  stop,  sit  down,  complain, 

Keep    climbing; 

The  valley's  sometimes  sweet,  'tis  true, 

The  mountain  gives  a  better  view, 

Let  me  tell  you  what  to  do, 

Keep  climbing. 

Heaven's  near,  Christ  is  at  hand, 

Keep   climbing; 

Soon  you'll   reach  the  glory  land, 

Keep    climbing; 

Christ  may  come  most  any  day, 

Take  His  waiting  ones  away, 

But  while  here  on  earth  we  stay, 

Keep  climbing. 


LOST  IDENTITY 

One  day  I  left  myself  behind, 
Submerged  me  into  One  divine; 
Today,  you'll  knoiv  what  e'er  I  do, 
'Twill  be  because  Me  wants  me  to. 

L.  Manley. 

GOD'S  RAIN 

Mrs.  Opal  Capell 

"God  is  washing  the  earth  again," 

So  the  thought  I  had  today 

As  I  watched  the  rain  coming  steadily  down 

In  such  a  refreshing  way. 

The  dirt  was  washed  off  the  pretty 

green  leaves 
Of  the  great  oak  by  the  way; 
The  world  will  be  a  cleaner  place 
For  the  dear  little  children  to  play. 

O  God,  let  Thy  rain  drops  fall  in  my  heart 
That  has  been  stained  by  the  dirt  spots 

of  sin. 
Let  Thy  cleansing  shower  cleanse  every 

part, 
And  leave  me  a  clean  heart  within. 


WE'VE  ALWAYS  BEEN  PROVIDED  FOR 

"Good  wife,  what  are  yon  singing  for} 

Yon  know  we've  lost  the  hay, 

And  what  we'll  do  ivith  horse  and  cow 

Is  more  than  I  can  say; 

While,  like  as  not,  with  storm  and  rain 

We'll  lose  both  corn  and  wheat." 

She  looked  tip  with  a  pleasant  face 

And  answered  low  and  sweet, 

"There  is  a  Hand,  there  is  a  Heart 

We  feel,  but  cannot  see; 

We've  always  been  provided  for 

And  we  shall  always  be." 

He  turned  around  ivith  sudden  gloom; 

She  said,  "Love,  be  at  rest; 

You  cut  the  grass,  worked  soon  and  late, 

You  did  your  very  best; 

That  ivas  your  work,  you've  naught  at  all 

To  do  ivith  wind  and  rain, 

And  do  not  doubt  that  you  will  reap 

Rich  fields  of  golden  grain; 

For  there's  a  Hand  and  there's  a  Heart 

We  feel  but  cannot  see, 

We've  always  been  provided  for 

And  ive  shall  always  be." 

"That's   like  a   woman's    reasoning, 

We  must  because  we  must." 

She  softly  said,  "I  reason  not, 

I  only  work  and  trust, 

The  harvest  may  redeem  the  hay, 

Keep  heart  whate'er  betide, 

When  one  door  shuts,  I've  always  seen 

Another  open   wide. 

There  is  a  Hand,  there  is  a  Heart 

We  feel  but  cannot  see; 

We've  always  been  provided  for 

And   we  shall  always   be." 

He  kissed  that  calm  and  trustful  face, 

Gone  was  his  restless  pain. 

She  heard  him  ivith  a  cheerful  step 

Go  whistling  down  the  lane. 

She  tvent  about  her  household  tasks 

Full  of  glad  content, 

Singing  to  time  her  busy  hands 

As  to  and  fro  she  went: 

"There  is  a  Hand,  there  is  a  Heart 

We  feel  but  cannot  see; 

We've  always  been  provided  for 

And  we  shall  always  be." 

Days  come  and  go,  'twas  Christmas  time 

And  the  great  fire  burned  clear; 

The  farmer  said,  "Dear  xvife,  it's  been 

A  good  and  happy  year, 

The  fruit   was  gain,   the  surplus   corn 

Has  bought  the  hay  you  knoiv." 

She  lifted,  then,  a  smiling  face 

And  said,  "I  told  you  so; 

For  there's  a  Hand  and  there's  a  Heart 

We  feel  but   cannot  see; 

We've  always  been  provided  for 

And  we  shall  always  be." 

Author  Unknown, 
submitted  by  Lassie  Manley. 
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LEAVING  WITH  FIRMER 
CONVICTIONS 

On  September  5,  1945,  I  boarded  the 
Southern  train  in  Louisiana  and  was 
on  my  way  to  Sevierville,  Tennessee, 
to  spend  one  term,  I  thought,  in 
B.  T.  S.  It  was  a  dream  come  true.  I 
had  hoped  and  prayed  from  early 
childhood  to  attend  our  School,  and 
I  was  actually  on  my  way. 

Things  were  crowded  in  Sevierville 
then.  I  was  lonely  when  I  first  ar- 
rived, but  not  for  long.  The  friendly 
atmosphere  on  the  campus  and  in  the 
dormitory  led  one  to  seek  new  friends 
and  become  acquainted  with  as  many 
people  as  possible.  In  spite  of  the 
crowded  quarters,  the  students  were 
pleasant   and   happy. 

That  was  four  years  ago,  and  at  the 
time  of  this  writing  I  am  sitting  in 
the  administration  building  of  the 
large  plant  in  Cleveland,  Tennessee, 
watching  the  students  arrive  from 
north,  south,  east  and  west.  I  note  a 
youthful  longing  in  their  faces  for  all 
that  Lee  College  has  to  offer — knowl- 
edge from  books,  wise  words  from  ex- 
perienced instructors,  Christian  fel- 
lowship, and  lifelong  friends.  I  should 
like  to  have  a  long  talk  with  each  of 
them  as  they  arrive  and  tell  them 
just  what  Lee  College  has  meant  to 
me.  I  should  like  to  tell  them  that 
they  can  be  assured  that  God  will 
help  them  on  every  difficult  place. 
I  should  like  to  advise  them  to  put 
everything  that  they  have  into  the 
School  and  to  feel  like  they  are  a  part 
of  it  from  the  beginning. 

It  is  impossible  for  me  to  tell  them 
those  things,  but  I  know  that  they 
will  be  better  advised  and  helped  by 
the  Spirit-filled  administration  and 
staff  of  Lee  College.  Daily  appreci- 
ation for  the  administration  and 
staff  has  deepened  during  the  three 
years  that  I  have  worked  with  them 
as  one  of  the  office  girls.  They  are 
people  with  a  vision  of  a  gigantic 
task — that  of  preparing  young  people 


to  face  life  with  its  problems.  They 
not  only  have  the  vision,  but  they 
also  have  the  courage  and  zeal  to 
carry  out  the  task  and  at  the  same 
time  they  are  determined  to  main- 
tain the  divine  prerogatives  on  which 
Lee  College  was  founded  almost  thir- 
ty-two years  ago. 

I  shall  leave  Lee  College  this  year 
to  continue  my  education  elsewhere. 
I  leave  with  firmer  convictions  of 
Christian  living,  and  I  feel,  after  hav- 
ing spent  some  time  in  Lee  College, 
that  I  am  better  prepared  to  enter  a 
non-religious  institution  and  hold  to 
the  deeply  spiritual  convictions  that 
every  young  person  should  possess. 
Lee  College  has  been  of  untold  value 
to  me  and  it  will  mean  the  same  to 
every  earnest  student  who  attends 
desiring  to  prepare  himself  to  better 
serve  the  Master. — Dorcas  Sharp. 


MISS  SWIGER  RECEIVES  SCOLAR- 
SHIP 

Miss  LeMoyne  Swiger,  daughter  of 
Mr.  and  Mrs.  Archie  Swiger,  has  been 
chosen  to  receive  the  benefits  of  the 
University  of  Chattanooga  Scholar- 
ship, which  was  announced  at  the 
1949  commencement  exercises  by  Dr. 
Lockemiller,  President  of  the  Univer- 
sity. She  will  enter  the  University  of 
Chattanooga  for  the  fall  term. 


HAITIAN  PASTOR  PLEASED 
WITH  LEE  COLLEGE 

Many  times  some  friends  have 
asked  my  opinion  concerning  Lee  Col- 
lege. I  want,  by  these  brief  lines,  to 
answer  them  that  I  think  a  great 
deal  of  Lee  College. 

I  think  a  great  deal  of  Lee  College, 
because  it  is  a  Church  of  God  school. 
I  remember  reading  an  advertisement 
which  was  boasting  of  the  efficiency 
of  "Bayer's  products"  in  these  terms: 
"If  it  is  a  Bayer,  it  is  good."  The  same 
thing  can  be  said  about  the  Church 


of  God.  Whatever  comes  from  the 
Church  of  God  can  only  be  good.  One 
of  our  Haitian  proverbs  says:  "By 
seeing  a  soldier's  cap,  one  can  guess 
his  regiment."  Likewise,  by  knowing 
that  Lee  College  is  a  Church  of 
God  school,  one  can  easily  understand 
what  it  is. 

I  think  a  great  deal  of  Lee  College 
for  its  President  who  has  a  progres- 
sive outlook.  Rev.  Brinsfield,  the 
President  of  Lee  College,  is  well 
known  for  his  dynamic  personality 
and  his  ability  to  deal  with  the  stu- 
dents. 

I  think  a  great  deal  of  Lee  College 
for  its  qualified  faculty.  The  faculty 
has  shown  its  efficiency  and  willing- 
ness to  work  for  the  good  of  the  stu- 
dents. 

I  think  a  great  deal  of  Lee  College 
for  its  student  body.  These  boys  and 
girls,  contrary  to  the  spirit  of  their 
generation,  which  is  quite  material 
and  selfish,  aim  at  something  higher, 
at  a  more  sublime  purpose,  which  is 
to  serve  God  and  lost  humanity. 

That  is  why  I  am  expecting  a  great 
deal  of  Lee  College. 

I  am  expecting — if  the  Lord  delay — 
that  Lee  College  will  some  day  be 
"LEE  UNIVERSITY,"  keeping  at  the 
same  time  its  actual  simplicity  and 
spirituality. 

I  am  expecting  that  in  the  future 
Lee  College  may,  as  the  Universities 
of  Wittenberf,  Oxford  and  Harvard, 
produce  Luthers,  Wesleys  and  Fin- 
neys. 

I  am  expecting  above  all  that  Lee 
College  may  remain  a  Church  of  God 
school,  that  is  to  say,  a  fundamental 
and  Pentecostal  school.  Thus,  it  will 
have  done  its  part,  helped  the  world, 
and  hastened  the  reign  of  our  Lord 
and  Saviour  Jesus  Christ. — Rev.  Ber- 
nard Lacombe. 

NOTE:  Before  coming  to  Lee  Col- 
lege, Rev.  Lacombe  was  the  pastor 
of  the  Church  of  God  in  Port-au- 
Prince,  Haiti.  His  church  has  700 
members,  with  a  congregation  of  1,300. 


THE  DREAMER  DREAMS 

(Continued  from  page  5) 
was  more  than  earthly.  Lifting  His 
eyes  to  heaven  He  prayed,  "Father," 
the  words  came  forth  as  soft,  sweet 
music  in  the  midst  of  a  storm,  "forgive 
them.  They  know  not  what  they  do." 
"Forgive  them."  The  words  amazed 
Ben  Ezra.  The  innocent  Galilean  was 
dying  at  the  hands  of  vile  men,  yet  He 
forgave!  Silently  but  surely,  all  the 
rage  and  hatred  seemed  to  slip  from 
Ben  Ezra's  soul,  and  the  vacancy  was 
filled  with  such  love  and  peace  as  he 
had  never  felt  before.  He  no  longer  de- 
sired to  fight  the  Romans.  The  old 
man  lifted  his  head  to  heaven.  "O 
Jehovah,"  his  words  were  calm  with 
a  trustfulness  born  of  suffering,  "I  do 
not  understand  it  all,  but  I  know  that 
Thy  presence  is  here  and  all  is  well." 


STRONGER  THAN   FEAR 

(Continued  from  page  17 > 
story  while  her  teacher  listened  quietly. 

"I'm  so  sorry,  Mrs.  Rhine,"  she  said 
between  sobs.  "I  know  how  you  loved 
the  vase."  Then  she  could  say  no  more. 

After  a  few  moments'  silence,  broken 
only  by  the  child's  crying,  Mrs.  Rhine 
put  her  hand  gently  on    Patsy's  head. 

"Yes,  Dear,"  she  said,  "it  is  true  that 
I  treasured  the  vase  very  highly,  but 
I  have  found  a  far  greater  treasure 
today  in  the  heart  of  a  child  who  has 
been  strong  enough  to  do  right  and  to 
tell  the  truth.  I  only  trust  that  in  the 
future  God  will  give  me  the  courage 
to  be  as  brave  in  meeting  my  problems 
as  you  have  been  in  meeting  yours,  for 
I  love  Him  too." 

It  was  a  happy  Patsy  who  ran  to 
catch  up  with  her  laughing  friends. 


WHISPERING  WAVES 

(Continued  from  page  9) 
God.  I  have  resisted  Him  over  and  over 
until  I  feel  I  cannot  live  unless  I  get 
relief.  My  heart  is  breaking  with  a 
burden  for  the  unsaved.  I  am  willing 
to  go  to  the  darkest  corner  of  the 
world." 

"This  seems  to  have  been  written 
out  of  the  very  heart  of  the  young 
man,"  President  Barton  exclaimed.  "Do 
you  know  someone  by  the  name  of  Gil 
Brown,  Miss  Kugley?" 

"Yes,  I  know  him  very  well,  Dr. 
Barton,  and  I  do  praise  the  Lord  be- 
cause he  has  heard  the  call!" 

La  Dale  walked  alone  at  twilight 
with  the  white  rose  in  her  hand.  She 
understood  its  message  more  clearly 
now.  Gil  had  heard  the  call  from  over 
the  whispering  waves. 
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The  Lighted  Pathway 


BOOK    REVIEWS 

All  books  reviewed  can  be  purchased  from 
the  Church  of  God  Publishing  House,  2502 
Montgomery  Avenue,  Cleveland,  Tenn. 

SYSTEMATIC  THEOLOGY,  by  Lewis  Sperry 
Chafer,  eight  volumes,  cloth  bound,  Van 
Kampen $29.95 

The  President  of  Dallas  Theological  Semi- 
nary and  Graduate  School  of  Theology  has 
produced  a  monumental  work,  the  like  of 
which  nothing  has  appeared  for  many  years. 
For  years  Dr.  Chafer  has  blessed  the  evan- 
gelical world  with  his  weighty,  profound  theo- 
logical works,  e.g.,  Grace,  Salvation,  Satan, 
and  others.  Now  the  same  ripe  scholarship 
that  gave  birth  to  those  individual  volumes 
is  found  sublimated  in  this  multiple  volume 
systematic   theology. 

One  has  only  to  peruse  these  2,608  pages  for 
a  brief  period  to  become  acutely  aware  of  the 
profundity  of  this  man's  heart  and  mind.  The 
task  to  which  he  set  himself  was  enormous, 
but,  thank  God,  he  proved  himself  equal  to 
his  appointed  task  and  has  given  to  his  gener- 
ation— and  the  generations  to  come — a  theo- 
logical library  that  is  true  to  the  Word,  clear, 
fundamental  and  spiritual.  He  holds  fast  to 
the  doctrines  of  evangelical  Christianity,  even 
though  no  reader  should  expect  to  find  noth- 
ing in  so  comprehensive  a  work  with  which 
he  will  disagree.  In  some  of  the  subjects  Dr. 
Chafer  has  delighted  this  reviewer  by  digging 
deep  into  the  wells  of  truth  where  others  be- 
fore him  have  only   disturbed  the  surface. 

Volume  I  contains  a  general  introduction, 
the  doctrine  of  the  Bible  (Bibliology),  and 
the  doctrine  of  God  (Theology  Proper).  Volume 
II  contains  the  doctrine  of  angels  (Angelology), 
the  doctrine  of  Satan  and  demons  (Satanology 
and  Demonology),  the  doctrine  of  man  (An- 
thropology) and  the  doctrine  of  sin  (Hamar- 
tialogy).  Volume  III,  the  doctrine  of  the  plan 
of  salvation  (Soteriology).  Volume  IV,  the  doc- 
trine of  the  Church  (Ecclesiology),  and  a  study 
of  Scriptures  which  were  prophetic  when 
written  (Eschatology).  Volume  V,  the  doc- 
trine of  Christ  from  eternity  to  eternity 
(Christology).  Volume  VI,  the  doctrine  of  the 
Holy  Spirit  in  Old  and  New  Testaments  (Pneu- 
matology).  Volume  VII,  a  summarization  of 
184  Biblical  and  theological  doctrines.  Volume 
VIII  is  a  144-page  index  of  Scripture  refer- 
ences, authors  and  subjects,  and  a  life  sketch 
of  Dr.  Chafer. 

*  May  be  purchased  for  $10.00  down,  $5.00 
monthly,   Church  of  God  Publishing  House. 

— o — 
NO  COWARD   SOUL,  by  David  A.  MacLennan, 

introduction  by  Lloyd  C.  Douglas,  244  pages, 

cloth    bound,    Oxford        $3.00 

This  is  one  of  the  most  significant  books  of 
the  year,  and  is  certain  to  be  one  of  the  most 
popular.  One  reason  for  this  is  that  there  is  a 
definite  need  for  just  such  a  book  today,  one 
that  is  concerned  primarily  with  strengthen- 
ing Christian  faith  and  fortitude.  It  holds 
aloft  a  lantern  of  hope  for  the  perplexed  and 
dismayed,  it  exudes  confidence  and  optimism 
in  and  for  the  things  of  the  Spirit.  It  is 
certainly  the  product  of  no  coward  soul. 

With  amazing  directness  the  author  leads 
into  discussions  of  some  of  the  most  dif- 
ficult problems  of  the  Christian  faith,  such 
as     "Does     God     Care?"     and     "Unanswered 


Prayer."  Several  times  I  felt  that  he  might  let 
us  down — but  he  never  does!  He  always  shows 
the  way  out  of  despair,  and  confusion,  and 
removes  the  screen  of  the  superficial  to  re- 
veal the  genuine  truth  of  God.  These  are 
twenty-two  satisfying  chapters  that  belong 
in   every   Christian   heart. 

I  do  not  wish  to  imply  that  this  is  a  de- 
fensive book,  endeavoring  to  meet  perplexity's 
challenge,  and  withdrawing  to  weather  a 
siege.  It  carries  a  challenge  of  its  own!  It  is  a 
book  of  confidence,  positive,  constructive, 
vital  faith.  It  has  no  apologies  to  offer,  it  has 
a  message  to  proclaim.  Its  optimism  does  not 
stem  from  ignorance  of  the  times  or  from 
blindness  to  reality — Dr.  MacLennan  is  aware 
of  conditions  that  surround  us  and  the 
turmoil  that  envelopes  us.  But  neither 
has  he  lost  sight  of  our  Christian  resources, 
the  Lord  of  Hosts,  and  the  Spirit  of  Truth. 
We  must  sing  with  that  inspired  daughter  of 
heaven,  Emily  Bronte,  who  exulted 
No  coward  soul  is  mine, 
No  trembler  in  the  world's  storm-troubled 
sphere. 

— o — 
EVANGELISM    ACCORDING    TO     CHRIST,    by 
Gaines   S.   Dobbins,   224   pages,   cloth   bound, 
Harper  ....  .     $2.50 

Most  books  dealing  with  Christian  evange- 
lism are  built  upon  the  methods  of  St.  Paul 
in  the  book  of  Acts,  or  upon  the  methods  of 
the  late  successful  evangelists.  Moody.  Finney, 
Spurgeon,  the  Wesleys,  Whitefield,  Knox,  or 
Gipsy  Smith.  Dr.  Dobbins,  the  eminent 
Southern  Baptist  Theological  Seminary  pro- 
fessor, however,  bases  his  book  upon  the 
methods  of  Christ — who,  after  all,  was  the 
Master  Evangelist,  after  whom  all  others  must 
necessarily  pattern.  The  result  is  a  convinc- 
ing, stirring  book  that  should  be  read  with 
prayer  and  care  by  everyone  who  is  a  minister 
of  the  kingdom,  and  by  all  who  have  a  bur- 
den for  the  lost. 

Dr.  Dobbins  uses  the  Gospel  of  John  as  his 
foundation,  whereupon  he  builds  his  structure 
of  evangelism  as  Christ  did  it.  The  Lord's 
methods  of  winning  men  were  basic  and 
pristine,  and  they  won  souls.  Is  there  any 
improvement  over  that?  Dr.  Dobbins  thinks 
not,  and  I  heartily  agree.  Under  his  skillful 
direction,  we  see  the  fourth  gospel  in  a  new, 
dazzling  light;  it  becomes  a  handbook  of 
personal  evangelism,  a  guide  to  Christian 
effectiveness. 

Evangelism  According  to  Christ  is  a  rich, 
provocative  study  whose  influence  is  incal- 
culable if  it  receives  the  reception  it  deserves. 

— o — 
THE  CHURCH  SCHOOL  TEACHER'S  JOB, 
by  Mildred  Moody  Eakin  and  Frank  Eakin, 
233  pages,  hard  covers,  Macmillan  .  .  $2.75 
The  problem  of  securing  properly  equipped 
teachers  in  the  church  schools,  and  of  keep- 
ing those  who  are  already  teaching  inspired 
and  efficient  is  a  tremendous  task  for  the 
pastor  and  church  school  officials.  By  "church 
school"  the  authors  have  in  mind  the  Sunday 
School,  Vacation  Bible  School,  teachers  for 
youth  groups  and  all  those  who  share  the  re- 
sponsibility of  instruction  in  the  church. 
From  a  wealth  of  learning  gained  from 
practical  experience  the  authors  offer  posi- 
tive and  concrete  helps  in  this  vital  ministry 
of  teaching — helps  that  will  go  far  in  develop- 
ing these  much-needed  teachers. 

The  book  is  enlivened  by  frequent  stories 
and  anecdotes  that  illustrate  the  points  under 
discussion.  It  is  a  capable  and  satisfying  book, 
one  that  treats  practically  every  phase  of  the 
church  school  teacher's  job,  which  is  certainly 
a  difficult  and  important  job. 


PROFITABLE    BIBLE    STUDY,    by    Wilbur    M. 
Smith,  214  pages,  cloth  bound,  Wilde.  .  .  $1.50 

Reviewing  a  book  that  was  published  ten 
years  ago  is  a  great  compliment  to  the  book. 
After  all,  as  William  Hazlitt  said,  "If  I  have 
not  read  a  book  before,  it  is,  to  all  intents 
and  purposes,  new  to  me,  whether  it  was 
printed  yesterday  or  three  hundred  years  ago." 
Dr.  Smith's  book  on  Bible  study  has  not  been 
surpassed,  and  we  urge  its  reading  upon  all 
those  who  would   be  students  of  the  Word. 

In  the  first  half  of  the  book,  Dr.  Smith  has 
set  forth  what  to  him  are  the  best  methods 
of  Bible  study.  Knowing  his  thorough  scholar- 
ship and  rich  knowledge  of  God's  Word,  it  is 
worth  while  that  any  person  who  loves  the 
Bible  should  hear  what  he  has  to  say  on  the 
subject.  Some  of  his  methods  are  at  variance 
with  the  manner  in  which  most  people  read 
their  Bibles,  but  most  of  them  lose  much 
of  what  they  read.  Eight  methods  for  study- 
ing the  Bible  are  set  forth  in  the  book. 

The  last  half  of  the  book  contains  a  list  of 
the  first  one  hundred  books  Dr.  Smith  recom- 
mends for  the  Bible  student's  library.  This 
section  has  carried  tremendous  influence  in 
publishing  circles  during  the  decade  since  it 
first  appeared.  Since  the  author  himself  pos- 
sesses a  personal  library  of  ten  thousand 
volumes,  he  knows  the  best  books  of  Bible 
study  as  few  men  in  this  day  know  them. 
That  makes  the  list  of  books  that  he  sug- 
g-sts  very  important.  He  not  only  lists  the 
books  by  title,  but  he  discusses  their  qualities 
and  their  demerits. 

Every  young  minister  should  give  special 
heed  to  the  suggestions  of  this  volume  con- 
corning  their  purchase  of  books  and  concern- 
ing their  study  of  the  Word  of  God.  Even 
though  it  is  not  a  massive  volume,  its  in- 
fluence  and    wisdom   are   tremendous. 

— o — 
THE  WISEST  FOOL,  by  Clarence  E.  Macartney, 

191  pages,  cloth  bound,  Abingdon-Cokesbury 

$2.00 

Again  we  have  a  book  of  discerning  charac- 
ter studies  from  Dr.  Macartney's  prolific  pen. 
When  his  Greatest  Men  of  the  Bible  and  Great 
Women  of  the  Bible  appeared  I  felt  that  they 
could  never  be  equalled — until  I  read  Trials 
ol  Great  Men  of  the  Bible,  then  I  felt  certain 
that  it  could  never  be  equalled.  But  now  we 
have  this  volume  that  will  rank  with  the  very 
best  of  the  author's  works. 

According  to  the  foreword,  the  sermons  in 
this  volume  make  a  total  of  167  sermons  on 
Bible  characters  that  have  been  written  by  Dr. 
Macartney.  It  is  not  the  quantity  of  his  work, 
however,  that  makes  him  most  outstanding. 
His  insight,  his  understanding  of  human  na- 
ture, his  thorough  observation — coupled  with 
the  ability  to  crystallize  into  objective  thought 
and  expression  what  to  other  men  remains 
nebulous  and  indistinct — have  made  him  the 
foremost  writer  on  Bible  characters  in  our  day. 
Some  of  his  sermons  demand  comparison  with 
the  character  studies  of  that  great  minister  of 
another  age,  Alexander  Whyte.  Dr.  Macartney 
writes  with  vision  and  verve,  giving  his  char- 
acters of  the  Bible  breath  and  life,  and  con- 
temporaneousness with  the  reader. 

The  chapters  in  this  new  volume  include, 
"Solomon — The  Wisest  Fool  in  the  Bible," 
"Barnabas — The  Good  Man  Behind  a  Great 
Man,"  "Caleb — A  Man,  Not  a  Grasshopper," 
"Isaac — The  Man  Who  Dug  Old  Wells,"  "Achan 
— How  Sin  Lost  a  Battle,"  "Ezekiel — The  Man 
of  Sorrow  and  of  Vision,"  "Cornelius — A  Good 
Soldier  of  Jesus  Christ,"  "Mark — The  Man  Who 
Failed  and  Then  Made  Good,"  "Philip — The 
Man  Who  Made  a  City  Glad,"  and  "Judas — 
The  Son  of  Perdition." 

Please    turn    page  ra^fe* 
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LIFTED  TO  HEAVEN,  by  Albert  J.  Lindsey, 
foreword  by  Clarence  E.  Macartney,  144  pages, 
cloth   bound,  Union  Gospel  Press     .     .     $1.50 

As  Dr.  Macartney  says  in  his  foreword,  "In 
an  age  of  unbelief  and  doubt  any  book  which 
speaks  on  the  side  of  Faith  is  welcome.  This 
book  is  decidedly  on  the  side  of  Faith." 

Dr.  Lindsey  opens  his  book  with  a  discus- 
sion of  the  divine  authority  of  the  Bible,  for 
which  he  contends  very  effectively.  Then,  his 
belief  in  the  authority  of  the  Bible  becomes 
the  keynote  of  the  following  chapters,  since 
he  remains  Scriptural  throughout,  and  the 
Word  is  always  his  final  recourse  and  author- 
ity. The  great  doctrines  of  the  Christian  faith 
are  discussed.  What  a  refreshment  it  is  to  find 
a  book  that  so  adequately  treats  these  doc- 
trines, and  so  believingly  rests  upon  the  sure 
foundation    of   God's   Word. 

One  would  expect  to  find  in  such  a  book 
chapters  on  God,  Christ,  the  Holy  Spirit,  man, 
sin.  and  they  are  splendid  chapters  indeed. 
Most  readers,  however,  will  be  especially  helped 
by  the  chapters,  "The  Folly  of  False  Worship," 
"The  Glory  of  Protestantism,"  and  "The  Bat- 
tle- Is  the  Lord's."  It  is  a  delightful  book  which 
we  take  pleasure  in  recommending. 

■  o 
THE  CROSS  OF  HOSEA,  by  H.  Wheeler  Robin- 
son, edited  by  Earnest  A.  Payne,  64  pages, 
cloth  bound,  Westminster  ....  $1.50 
None  of  the  Hebrew  prophets  exemplified 
the  love  of  God  more  than  Hosea  did.  His 
cross  was  his  marriage  to  Gomer,  whose  adul- 
tery brought  the  old  prophet  sorrow,  but  re- 
vealed him  as  a  loving,  forgiving  husband.  He 
and  his  adulterous  wife  were  a  living  parable 
of  God's  love  for  the  adulterous  nation  Israel. 
From  the  book  of  Hosea,  the  author  has  pro- 
duced a  book  of  exceptional  merit,  written  in 
three  parts:  "The  Marriage  of  Hosea,"  "The 
Inwardness  of  Sin."  and  "The  Victory  of 
Grace."  In  some  places  the  author  is  superb 
in  both  treatise  and  in  style,  but  in  others  he 
is  somewhat  difficult  for  the  layman  to  fol- 
low. For  ministers  and  theological  students 
he  has  written  a  book  that  will  be  of  inval- 
uable aid. 

Hosea  is  seen  as  an  embodiment  of  Chris- 
tian grace,  whose  message  was  essentially 
that  of  Christian  holiness.  He  preceded  Jere- 
miah and  Christ  in  declaring  that  sin  is  of 
the  heart. 

Dr.  Robinson  has  effectively  applied  the 
case  of  Hosea  and  Gomer  to  the  present  day. 
He  has  great  fidelity  to  the  Word  and  writes 
in  a  deep  devotional  vein,  and  with  unmis- 
takable scholarship. 

■ — o — 
THIS  WAY   TO   THE  HARVEST,  by  Bob   Pierce 
and     Ken    Anderson,     104     pages,    laminated 

cover,      Zondervan  $1.00 

To  read  this  exciting  book  is  to  take  a 
vicarious  journey  through  China,  where  the 
reader  will  witness  the  lives  of  people  long 
bound  by  ignorance,  now  also  reduced  to 
poverty  by  the  ravaging  hands  of  war.  The 
two  young  authors  actually  made  this  tour, 
speaking  in  Youth  for  Christ  rallies  in  various 
cities  and  communities.  They  were  appalled 
by  the  religious  and  social  conditions  of 
China,  and  were  haunted  wherever  they  went 
by  the  spectre  of  Communism  that  hangs 
over  the  entire  country.  They  saw  some  of 
its  scourging,  searing  devastation  in  the  hearts 
of   men. 

Nevertheless,  they  were  heartened  by  the 
effects  of  the  gospel  upon  the  people,  for 
literally  thousands  were  won  for  Christ.  The 
authors  have  a  singular  gift,  that  of  taking 
you  on  the  tour  with  them,  and  of  making 
you  share  their  vision  and  burden  with  them. 
This  book  will  help  you;  we  recommend  that 
you  read  it. 


THE  PARABLE  OF  THE  FATHERS  HEART. 

by    G.     Campbell     Morgan,     96     pages,    hard 

covers,    Revell $1.25 

This  exposition  of  the  parable  of  the  prodi- 
gal son  contains  six  chapters:  The  Far  Coun- 
try; Feeding  Swine:  Returning  Reason;  The 
Welcome  Home;    A  Sequel;    An  Appeal. 

What  divine  gift  was  it  that  Dr.  G.  Camp- 
bell Morgan  possessed  that  enabled  him  to 
see  a  depth  in  the  Scriptures  that  was  closed 
to  all  other  eyes?  It  would  require  superla- 
tives for  me  to  tell  what  reading  this  book 
has  done  for  me  and  my  understanding  of  the 
fifteenth   chapter  of  St.  Luke. 

Dr.  Morgan  begins  his  exposition  with  the 
prodigal  son's  leaving  his  father  to  go  into 
the  far  country.  Step  by  step  he  traces  his 
life  through  the  years  of  squandering  and  rev- 
elling, through  the  time  of  his  spiritual  deg- 
radation, through  the  period  of  his  slowly 
awakening  reason  and  sanity,  and  follows  him 
back  home  to  his  father's  arms  and  the 
shelter  of  the  home.  Dr.  Morgan  was  not  con- 
tent to  stop  at  the  conclusion  of  the  prodigal's 
story,  but  he  continues  his  exposition  by 
showing  the  relationship  of  all  three  parables 
in  that  great  chapter  of  Luke  and  by  showing 
how  they  are  in  reality  one  parable,  the  par- 
able of  the  father's  heart.  This  is  a  gem  filled 
with  such  rich  thoughts  that  you  will  want  to 
underscore  much  of  it,  read  portions  of  it 
aloud  to  anyone  who  will  hear  it  and  pore 
over  it  again  and  again  for  your  own  soul's 
good.  Since  his  death,  the  church  can  boast 
no  other  expositor  of  the  stature  of  this 
great  saint  and   scholar. 


PRAIRIE  PRINTER,  by  Marjorie  Medary, 
decorations  by  Manning  deV.  Lee,  288  pages, 
cloth  bound,  Longmans-Green       .     .     .     $2.75 

Tom  Kenyon  arrived  in  Iowa  in  1856,  when 
the  expansion  of  the  West  was  still  in  prog- 
ress. His  sister,  Anne,  and  brother-in-law, 
Jim,  had  homesteaded  there  and  were  strug- 
gling to  prosper  as  wheat  farmers.  Tom 
worked  for  a  while  as  a  stage-coach  driver  so 
he  would  have  money  enough  to  reach  their 
farm.  The  author  is  at  her  best  as  she  vividly 
describes  the  Iowa  of  that  day,  and  the  ro- 
bust adventures  of  Tom  with  the  coach  line. 
In  his  sister's  home,  the  clash  of  person- 
alities between  Tom  and  his  brother-in-law 
brought  about  a  crisis  which  caused  Tom  to 
leave.  Jim  had  only  agrarian  interests  and 
little  tolerance  for  Tom's  intellectual  inter- 
ests; and  his  ambition  to  become  a  printer. 
Tom  found  work  as  an  apprentice  printer 
(a  "printer's  devil")  in  Tecorah  and  Capoli. 
and  succeeded  in  finally  purchasing  his  own 
newspaper,  a  small,  frontier  paper  to  be  sure 
— but  a  newspaper. 

This  is  not  only  a  good,  wholesome  story, 
but  it  makes  history  good  fun.  Such  names 
as  Abe  Lincoln,  James  Buchanan.  James  B. 
Eads  and  James  C.  Fremont  appear  over  and 
over.  Such  incidents  and  ideals  as  the  Dred 
Scott  case,  the  Missouri  Compromise,  aboli- 
tion, the  Kansas  Act,  the  Spirit  Lake  Massacre 
occur  again  in  these  thrilling  pages,  written 
especially  for  young  people  above  fourteen 
years    of    age. 

— o — 
"GOD     GUIDES     MY     PEN,"     by     William     F. 
McDermott,    illustrated,    paper    covers,    Van 

Kampen 25  cents 

The  story  of  "Shoes,"  that  Is,  Vaughn  Shoe- 
maker, Christian  cartoonist  of  the  Chicago 
Daily  News,  twice  winner  of  the  Pulitzer  Prize, 
the  young  artist  who  thrills  Christian  Amer- 
ica by  keeping  the  gospel  on  the  editorial  and 
front  pages  of  one  of  the  nation's  leading  sec- 
ular periodicals.  Many  of  his  world-famous 
cartoons  are  included  in  the  booklet. 


THE  LONELIEST  JOURNEY,  by  Frances  F. 
Jackson,  95  pages,  cloth  bound,  West- 
minster      $1.50 

All  of  you  who  have  suffered  the  unrest  of 
soul  which  comes  in  the  "Valley  of  Decision" 
will  enjoy  this  book.  It  is  the  personal  ac- 
count of  the  author's  lonely  and  troubled 
journey  from  darkness  to  light — from  a  lost 
condition   to   glorious  salvation   and   service. 

Much  is  revealed  of  the  wonderful  working 
of  God  in  His  merciful  and  loving  dealings 
with  the  lost.  Here  we  see  portrayed  a  hungry, 
searching  soul  beset  by  doubts  and  difficulties 
but   ultimately   victorious   through   Christ. 

This  account  was  originally  intended  for 
a  private  record,  but  was  released  for  publi- 
cation by  Mrs.  Jackson  in  the  hope  that  it 
would  help  someone  who  might  now  find 
himself    in   similar    circumstances. 

It  is  a  poignant  experience,  beautifully  and 
effectively  presented.  E.L.C. 

— o — 

LITTLE      TALKS      TO      BOYS      AND       GIRLS, 

Ava    Leach    James,    72    pages,    hard    covers. 
Zondervan  $1.00 

This  is  a  book  of  daily  devotions  to  be  read 
by  boys  and  girls,  or  to  them.  It  contains  62 
readings  with  such  titles  as,  "Our  Father 
Watches,"  "The  Fire  that  Never  Goes  Out." 
"How  God  Uses  Pennies,"  "The  Little  Foxes," 
"Jesus  Cares,"  etc.  Each  begins  with  an  ap- 
propriate  scripture   verse. 

Taking  the  simple,  everyday  things  that 
children  see  about  them  and  understand,  the 
author  gives  heart-reaching  messages  of  God's 
love  and  His  ways.  These  devotions  are  writ- 
ten so  that  they  can  be  easily  understood  even 
by  small  children.  They  bring  invaluable 
lessons  which  should  help  lead  little  hearts 
and  minds  into  the  Christian  way.  E.L.C. 

— o — 
OVERCOME  YOUR  FEARS,  by  Edgar  F.  Witte, 

16-page   tract,   Concordia 10c 

A  carefvil  analysis  of  fear,  its  causes  and 
its  cure.  An  attractive  tract  with  two- 
color  cover. 

— o — 

ANGELS  CAME  DOWN,  by  Theresa  Worman, 
63  pages,  varnished  paper  covers,  Moody 
Press  50c 

Here  is  another  delightful  book  by  Aunt 
Theresa,  whose  Missionary  Stories  many  of 
you  have  recently  enjoyed.  It  contains  eleven 
Christmas  stories  of  unusual  interest  and  ap- 
peal to  children.  The  colorful  settings  and 
varied  customs  in  these  stories  of  children 
from  different  lands  intrigue  and  hold  the 
minds  of  young  readers.  Children  from  about 
five  years  old  through  the  intermediate  age 
will  enjoy  them,  and  will  be  helped  to  a 
better  understanding  of  the  true  meaning  of 
Christmas.  E.L.C. 

— o — 
THE    SHEPHERDS    LIVE    AGAIN,    by    William 
M.     Lessel,     12     pages,     paper     covers,     Van 

Kampen     Press         35c 

A  very  simple  play  which  can  be  easily 
staged  by  any  local  church  at  little  expense 
and  with  a  minimum  of  twelve  characters.  It 
is  a  pleasant  20-minute  drama  of  the  birth 
of  Christ.  Eight  copies  may  be  bought  for  $2.75. 

— o — 
CHRISTMAS    PROGRAM    HELPS,    by    William 
M.     Lessel,     8     pages,     paper     covers,     Van 

Kampen     Press         25c 

Recitations  in  rhyme,  plus  two  songs  and 
one  reading,  suitable  for  Sunday  School 
students  from  the  beginners'  through  the 
intermediate   departments. 
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The  Lighted  Pathway 


SEIMIONS 
WE  SEE 


Edgar  A.  Guest 


I'd  rather  see  a  sermon  than  hear  one  any  day; 

I'd   rather  one  should   walk  with   me  than   merely   tell 

the  way. 
The  eye's  a  better  pupil  and  more  willing  than  the  ear, 
Fine  counsel  is  confusing,  but  example's  always  clear; 
And  the  best  of  all  the  preachers  are  the  men  who  live 

their  creeds, 
For  to  see  good  put  in  action  is  what  everybody  needs. 

I  soon  can  learn  to  do  it  if  you'll  let  me  see  it  done; 
I  can  watch  your  hands  in  action,  but  your  tongue  too 

fast  may  run. 
And  the  lecture  you  deliver  may  be  very  wise  and  true, 
But  I'd  rather  get  my  lessons  by  observing  what  you  do; 
For  I  might  misunderstand  you  and  the  high  advice  you 

give, 
But  there's  no  misunderstanding  how  you  act  and  how 

you  live. 

When  I  see  a  deed  of  kindness,  I  am  eager  to  be  kind. 
When    a    weaker    brother   stumbles    and    a    strong    man 

stays  behind 
Just  to  see  if  he  can  help  him,  then  the  wish  grows  strong 

in  me 
To  become  as  big  and  thoughtful  as  I  know  that  friend 

to  be. 
And  all   travelers  can  witness   that   the  best  of  guides 

to-day 
Is  not  the  one  who  tells  them,  but  the  one  who  shows 

the  way. 

One   good  man   teaches   many,   men   believe   what    they 

behold; 
One  deed  of  kindness  noticed  is  worth   forty   that   are 

told. 
Who  stands  with  men  of  honor  learns  to  hold  his  honor 

dear, 
For  right  living  speaks  a  language  which  to  every  one 

is  clear. 
Though  an  able  speaker  charms  me  with  his  eloquence, 

I  say, 
I'd  rather  see  a  sermon  than  to  hear  one,  any  day. 


WHAT  IS  YOUR  OPINION?    Please  Vote! 


Sometime  ago  the  Y.P.E.  service  pro- 
grams were  transferred  from  The  LIGHTED 
PATHWAY  to  the  WORKERS'  BULLETIN, 
and  now  that  you  have  had  several  months 
to  decide  whether  or  not  you  like  this 
change,  will  you  please  do  me  the  favor 
of  expressing  your  sentiment  and  sending 
it  to  J.  D.  Bright,  Church  of  God  Publishing 
House,  Cleveland,  Tenn. 

Thank  you. 
J.  D.  Bright,  Editor-in-Chief 


Are  you  pleased  by  the  Y.P.E.  Programs  being  in  the  Workers'  Bul- 
letin?  Yes  ..  No  ..     ....    Why 

Are  you  a  Sunday  School  Teacher? Y.P.E.  Leader? 

Your  name  

Address    


die  tie  Piodcccto  of  LEE  COLLEGE 


H.   L.   CHESSER 
General  Overseer 


ZENOC.  THARP 
Assistant  General  Overseer 


J.   STEWART   BRINSFIELD 
President  of  Lee  College 


J.    H.WALKER 
Executive  Missions  Secretary 


E.   M.   TAPLEY 
Dean  of  Lee  College 


RALPH   WILLIAMS 
National  Youth  Director 


CHARLES   W.   CONN 
Editor  of  Lighted  Pathway 


OTIS    L.    McCOY 
Editor,  Tennessee  Music  Co. 


•  SINCE  THESE  MEN  ATTENDED  LEE  COLLEGE,  HIGH  STANDARD 
HIGH  SCHOOL  AND  JUNIOR  COLLEGE  DIVISIONS  HAVE  BEEN 
ADDED  — MAKING  LEE  COLLEGE  AN  INSTITUTION  OF  UNLIMITED 
OPPORTUNITIES. 

•  ALL  DIVISIONS  FULLY  APPROVED  BY  THE  VETERANS  ADMINIS- 
TRATION  FOR  THE  TRAINING  OF   VETERANS. 

•  BEGINNING   COURSES  OFFERED   DURING   SPRING  SEMESTER. 

Spring   Term   begins  January   23,    1950 
Write   Registrar  for  further   information 


A 


A  CHRISTIAN  COLLEGE  THAT  PUTS     "first  things  first" 

CC  COIl LEGE    Cleveland,  Tennessee 


LEE  COLLCGE  L  I  BR ARY 
CLEVELAND,  TENN. 
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THE  CHEAP  GIRL 

Charles  S.  Albert 

Have  you  seen  her?  She  likes  to 
stand  before  the  mirror;  she  likes 
to  parade  her  latest  dress;  she  likes 
to  stand  on  the  street  corners;  she 
likes  to  be  in  company  with  boys  as 
silly  and  cheap  as  herself;  she  is 
great  on  Sunday  excursions,  attends 
Sunday  concerts,  is  in  love  with  the 
Sunday  papers,  with  cheap  novels, 
cheap  companions,  and  cheap  things 
in  general.  She  is  a  member  of  the 
Sunday  School,  of  course,  but  quite 
conspicuous  by  her  absence.  When  she 
does  attend  she  is  much  more  inter- 
ested in  the  class  of  boys  across  the 
aisle  than  in  the  lesson.  When  she 
attends  church,  which  she  does  at 
rare  intervals,  she  is  more  concerned 
about  catching  the  eye  of  worshipers, 
and  being  the  observed  of  all  observ- 
ers, than  catching  the  Word. 

The  poor  girl  evidently  does  not 
know  that  she  is  making  herself  cheap 
— yes,  very  cheap.  Such  girls  can  be 
picked  up  anywhere,  and  really  only 
a  certain  class  of  boy^  and  girls  are 
willing  to  stoop  to  pick  them  up,  it  is 
the  class  that  is  equally  cheap.  Such 
girls  become  cheap  women,  cheap 
wives,  cheap  mothers.  And  they  live 
in  cheap  homes,  though  they  occupy 
mansions  that  cost  millions,  for  a 
home  is  more  than  a  house. 

Do  not  despise  the  cheap  girl,  but 
try  to  teach  her  to  place  a  higher 
value  on  her  conduct,  her  habits  and 
character. — Lutheran    Young    People. 


Nothing  is  more  delightful  than  a 
walk  through  autumn  woods.  Nothing 
gives  a  better  opportunity  to  meditate, 
and  to  find  the  peace  of  soul  that 
comes  from  God.  This  issue  is  especial- 
ly prepared  for  your  leisurely  medita- 
tion. Don't  hurry  through  it.  Go  slow- 
ly, and  enjoy  each  turn  of  your  read- 
ing road. 
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Charles  W.  Conn 


THANKSGIVING  IN  THE  HEART 


1  HE  SEASON  HAS  COME  WHEN  a  day  of  thanksgiving 
will  be  proclaimed  for  our  nation  by  the  President  of  the 
United  States.  The  wheels  of  industry  will  stop  for  awhile; 
the  hands  of  labor  will  pause  for  a  day;  the  churches  will 
receive  renewed  emphasis;  the  American  tradition  will 
be  lauded;  for  a  day  there  will  be  some  appreciation  to 
God  for  His  mercies  and  blessings.  True  thanksgiving  is 
not  a  matter  of  convention,  however — it  is  a  matter  of 
the  heart.  Formal  proclamations  of  seasons  of  thanks- 
giving are  both  good  and  necessary,  especially  for  an 
entire  nation's  observance.  But  for  the  Christian,  thanks- 
giving to  God  should  be  a  natural  thing,  and  should 
at  all  times  occupy  his  heart. 

In  this  season  of  national  giving  of  thanks,  is  there 
really  anything  for  which  to  be  thankful?  My  heart  an- 
swers "yes" — and  my  intelligence  affirms  it.  There  is  no 
need  for  the  Christian  to  search  long  for  the  blessings  of 
God — in  fact,  no  search  at  all  is  necessary — for  the 
manifestations  of  God's  love  are  everywhere. 

Plato  once  said,  "I  thank  God  I  am  a  man  and  not  a 
beast;  that  I  am  a  Greek  and  not  a  barbarian."  Certainly 
we  should  be  thankful  that  we  are  Americans.  It  has  been 
pointed  out  by  a  churchman  of  high  office  that  Protes- 
tant Christian  countries  have  no  really  serious  threat 
of  Communistic  domination — countries  such  as  America, 
Britain,  Finland,  Sweden,  Switzerland,  Australia,  and 
others.  For  national  blessings  let  us  be  thankful. 

We  have  churches  everywhere,  and  one  is  able  to  wor- 
ship God  according  to  one's  own  religious  convictions. 
We  certainly  should  be  thankful  to  God  for  our  churches. 
Then  would  come  our  social  blessings — such  as  friends 
who  actually  care  about  us,  conveniences  that  make  life 
more  pleasant  for  us,  and  other  things  that  are  basically 
Christian  in  precept. 

The  heart  is  able  to  grasp  a  portion  of  God's  general 
blessings  to  mankind — notice  that  I  said  "portion,"  not 
"all" — but  it  is  utterly  lost  when  it  tries  to  calculate  its 
personal  blessings.  We  never  shall  be  able  to  compre- 
hend all  that  God  has  done  and  is  doing  for  us.  One  verse 
in  the  Bible  is  sufficient  to  let  us  know  that  divine  bless- 
ings are  beyond  human  ken:  "All  things  WORK — work 
TOGETHER— for  good  to  them  that  love  God.  .  ."  Romans 
8:28.  How  can  we  gain  intelligence  to  such  things  as  that 
verse  must  contain?  Not  being  able  even  to  know  of  all 
God's  blessings  to  us,  how  could  we  ever  enumerate  them 
and  give  special  thanks  for  each  one?  It  is  obvious  that  we 
cannot. 

We  must  practice  being  thankful  hearted.  There  should 
be  efforts  to  hold  in  mind  all  of  His  graces,  but  the  impos- 
sibility of  it  should  swell  our  hearts  with  praise.  Since 
true  appreciation  is  always  of  the  heart,  then  let  us  for- 
ever and  ever  praise  Him — for  everything! 


o, 


DON'T  HIDE  YOUR  NAME 


'CCASIONALLY  LETTERS  COME  to  The  LIGHTED 
PATHWAY  that  are  of  a  critical  nature.  We  do  not  expect 
every  letter  we  receive  to  be  complimentary,  but  we  realize 
that  out  of  50,000  homes  into  which  The  LIGHTED  PATH- 
WAY goes,  and  from  its  estimated  150,000  readers,  there 
will  be  occasional  complaints.  While  the  complaints  we 
receive  are  negligible  in  comparison  to  the  constant 
letters  of  commendation,  it  is  noticeable  that  it  is  always 
among  the  unfavorable  correspondence  that  we  find  un- 
signed letters.  Some  people  would  not  dare  sign  their 
names  to  their  own  criticisms.  They  are  afraid  to  have 
their  identity  associated  with  uncomplimentary  messages. 
This  is  a  fault. 

Don't  be  ashamed  of  your  name.  If  you  have  a  genuine 
grievance,  voice  it  as  a  protest  by  the  authority  of  your 
own  identity.  If  something  is  wrong,  don't  be  afraid  to 
associate  yourself  with  opposition  against  it.  If  you  feel 
that  something  is  wrong  but  there  is  a  possibility  of  its 
having  a  justifiable  explanation,  identify  your  protest  so 
you  can  receive  an  explanation.  When  your  name  is  not 
known,  you  cannot  effectively  correct  error  and  you  can 
not  be  helped.  It  is  easy  to  identify  yourself  with  a  popular 
cause,  but  it  requires  strength  and  courage  to  be  known 
as  an  objector  to  the  vogue  and  conventional  trends  in 
life.  Your  namelessness  is  a  sign  of  weakness. 

This  holds  true  in  all  of  life.  Those  who  hide  and  fear  to 
be  known  can  never  succeed.  Don't  become  a  nonentity, 
but  dare  to  take  your  stand — not  as  a  hiding,  trembling 
weakling,  but  let  the  world  know  who  you  are,  what  you 
are,  and  for  what  you  stand.  Don't  try  to  become  an 
anonymity,  a  voice  without  a  name,  but  become  a  person, 
and  let  your  praises  and  your  protests  carry  the  weight 
and  impact  of  your  entire  person.  It  is  then  that  they  be- 
come important  and  you  become  an  influence  with  others. 
— O 
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A  YEAR  HAS  PASSED 


ITH  THIS  ISSUE  THE  LIGHTED  PATHWAY  begins 
its  second  year  under  the  present  editorial  staff.  One 
entire  year  has  passed,  and  twelve  issues  of  The  LIGHTED 
PATHWAY  have  gone  forth  since  the  former  editor  retired 
and  the  new  editor  assumed  the  responsibility  of  keeping 
the  magazine  first  among  American  periodicals  for  Chris- 
tian youth.  It  has  been  a  pleasant  year  for  all  of  us,  and 
we  have  seen  The  LIGHTED  PATHWAY  increase  in  its 
yearly  circulation  from  569,451  to  605,980,  a  gain  of  36,529 
copies.  The  nice  letters  we  have  received  attest  its  increas- 
ing appeal  to  readers  of  all  ages.  Many  people  are  re- 
sponsible for  this  increase. 

The  splendid  cooperation  of  the  former  editor,  Mrs.  Alda 
B.  Harrison,  has  helped  us  immeasurably.  The  faithful  and 
envisioned  assistance  of  Mrs.  Geneva  Carroll  has  been  un- 
failing and  competent.  The  responsiveness  of  our  contrib- 
utors and  the  merit  of  their  work  have  not  failed  us.  The 
zealous  efforts  of  our  field  representatives,  Gideons,  youth 
directors,  overseers,  and  pastors  have  maintained  an  en- 
thusiasm without  which  there  could  be  no  success.  I  thank 
each  person  who  has  helped  in  any  way  to  keep  The 
LIGHTED  PATHWAY  before  our  readers  for  these  past 
twelve  months.  Naturally,  our  plans  are  already  made  to 
make  your  youth  magazine  better  than  ever  in  the  coming 
months,  a  source  of  spiritual  help  to  everyone — presented 
with  dignity  and  simplicity  This  is  our  pledge  to  you. 


November,  1949 
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An  original  LIGHTED  PATHWAY  story 


The  Travellers'  Thanksgiving 


By  JAMES  TRENTON 

Illustrated  by  Chloe  Stewart 


By  sitting  slightly  sidewise  and  put- 
ting his  feet  toward  the  door,  Allan 
was  able  to  keep  the  persistent  drip- 
ping from  drenching  his  legs.  The 
drops  of  water  that  leaked  through 
the  roof  ran  in  a  tiny  rivulet  across 
the  floor  of  the  stagecoach  to  the 
door,  where  it  seeped  through  to  the 
outside  again.  Allan  arranged  his 
valise  on  the  seat  beside  him  and 
covered  it  with  his  overcoat,  which 
he  almost  wished  he  had  kept  on.  He 
had  refused  to  let  the  driver  put  his 
bags  on  top  of  the  coach,  even 
though  he  would  have  covered  them 
carefully  with  a  tarpaulin. 

Allan  was  barely  settled  in  his  seat 
when  the  stagecoach  lurched  forward, 
as  the  driver  outside  yelled  to  the 
horses  to  "Ho!  Giddyap!"  Allan 
looked  through  the  window  as 
they  passed  the  last  frail  buildings 
of  the  town  and  headed  across  the 
countryside.  The  rain  was  still  driving, 
and  the  sound  of  the  horses'  hooves 
could  be  heard  only  faintly  as  they 
sucked  and  splashed  through  the 
mud.  Occasionally  the  pitching  stage- 
coach wrenched  abruptly,  first  to  one 
side  then  to  the  other,  as  the  wheels 
followed  the  slightest  ruts. 

Many  minutes  had  passed  before 
Allan  paid  any  particular  attention 
to  the  person  who  sat  opposite  him 
in  the  coach.  It  was  a  young  girl — ■ 
perhaps  eighteen,  maybe  twenty,  he 
thought  as  he  watched  her  when  she 
wasn't  looking.  Pretty  blonde  curls 
hung  from  under  her  blue  winter 
bonnet;  her  hands  were  hidden  in  a 
muff;  her  face  was  small  and  white — 
Allan  thought  it  had  not  the  slight- 
est touch  of  color;  her  eyes  were  as 
best  he  could  see,  deep  blue — so  blue, 
in  fact,  that  he  thought  at  first  they 
might  be  brown.  She  had  been  on  the 
coach  when  he  boarded  in  Tyndale. 
When  she  turned  from  looking  out  the 
window,  he    looked   quickly    away. 

"I  wonder  if  we  will  be  able  to 
make  Cedar  Town  before  night?"  she 
asked,  in  obvious  effort  to  begin 
conversation.  Her  voice  was  clear  and 
musical. 

Allan  was  in  no  good  humor,  and 
did  not  care  for  conversation.  His 
answer  was  a  terse  "I  doubt  it." 

"Oh,  dear!  I  do  hope  we  make  it!" 
she  exclaimed.  "Someone  is  to  meet 
me  there.  And  I  simply  must  make 
my  connection  with  the  coach  to 
Aurora.  I  guess  I'm  all  excited — you 
see,  this  was  to  be  the  first  Thanks- 
giving I  have  spent  at  home  in  three 
years.  But  Thanksgiving  Day  is  al- 
most past  and  it  seems  we'll  not  make 
it  at  all." 


Allan    discovered    that    a    man    who   is    a 

fugitive   from   himself 
cannot   hope  for   peace.     Then   he  met   the  girl   who    revealed 
Allan  the  hunted  to  Allan  the  seeker. 


Allan  was  determined  not  to  an- 
swer. Then  she  asked  him  if  he,  too, 
were  going  home  for  Thanksgiving. 

"Yes." 

As  he  gazed  out  the  window,  he 
felt  her  look  at  him  carefully.  He 
shifted  his  legs,  but  the  drip  began 
to  strike  him,  so  he  resumed  his 
original   position. 

"Aren't  you  happy?"  she  asked. 

"No!"  He  almost  wished  he  had  not 
spoken  so  sharply. 

"I'm  sorry,"  she  apologized,  turn- 
ing away.  "I  thought  you  might  want 
to  talk." 

Neither  of  them  spoke  again  for  a 
long  time. 

Finally  Allan  broke  the  silence. 
"Forgive  me,"  he  said  glumly.  "I'm 
in  rather  a  bad  mood,  I  suppose.  I'm 
— well,  circumstances  keep  me  from 
being  my  usual  self." 

"That's  all  right.  You  don't  need 
to  feel  bad  about  the  way  you  spoke. 
But  I  am  sorry  that  circumstances 
are  so  adverse  with  you.  This  is 
Thanksgiving  Day,  and  we  should  all 
be  very  happy.  Surely  your  troubles 
are  not  so  great  that  there  is  abso- 
lutely nothing  cheering  to  you." 

"I'm  afraid  that  is  the  case  with 
me,"  he  said  dejectedly. 

There  was  a  loud  clatter  as  the 
horses'  hooves  pounded  and  the 
coach  wheels  roared  dully  across  a 
wooden  bridge.  Then  Allan  continued. 
"This  trip  home  is  not  my  choice. 
Until  last  week  I  was  a  student  in  the 
university — Harvard,  back  East.  I 
planned  to  be  a  lawyer.  Last  week 
my  father  wrote  me  that  I  must  come 
home  immediately;  besides  the  failure 
of  his  crops  this  fall,  he  has  had 
other  financial  setbacks  which  make 
it  impossible  for  me  to  continue  my 
training — at  least  at  the  present.  If 
I  am  able  to  continue  later,  it  will 
probably  be  in  some  second-rate 
school." 

"Do  you  mean  that  is  the  only  rea- 
son you  are  unhappy?"  she  asked 
with  a  faint  smile — a  smile  that  Allan 
felt  mocked  him. 

"Isn't  that  enough?"  he  expostu- 
lated. "What  about  you?  Have  you 
been  called  home  from  college — have 
you  just  seen  the  possible  end  of  your 
career — even   before    it  began?" 

"No,"  the  pretty  girl  admitted. 

He  pressed  the  point.  "Has  your 
father  lost  his  crop?  Has  he  lost  his 
life's  savings?" 

"No." 

"Then  surely  you  understand  why 
this  isn't  a  true  Thanksgiving  for 
me." 

"I'm  afraid  I  don't.  It  isn't  hopeless 


— surely  there  is  something  good." 

"Perhaps,"  he  said  in  exasperation, 
"but  if  there  is,  it  is  hidden  under 
other  uncomfortable  affairs.  When 
you  have  to  hunt  for  things  to  be 
thankful  for,  that  isn't  real  thanks- 
giving." 

"I  agree  with  you.  It  isn't  real 
thanksgiving." 

Allan  felt  that  he  had  triumphed 
over  this  girl  with  the  musical  voice. 

Then  she  asked,  "Are  you  a  Chris- 
tian?" 

For  a  moment  Allan  was  discom- 
fited with  embarrassment. 

"No,  I'm  not.  However,  I'm  not  an 
infidel.  I  don't  pray,  because  I  have 
never  felt  the  need  of  praying.  I  feel 
that  God  has  given  me  the  necessary 
faculties  for  managing  my  own  life. 
Therefore,  I  see  no  great  advantage 
in  being  a  Christian." 

"Doesn't  your  present  unhappiness 
reveal  that  you  actually  do  have  a 
need  for  Him?" 

"I  think  not,"  he  countered.  "Cir- 
cumstances determine  my  mood.  I 
have  seen  no  proof  that  being  a  Chris- 
tian will  prevent  disappointments  like 
this  from  happening." 

"I  admit  that  the  Christian  life  is 
not  a  charm  to  keep  away  misfor- 
tune, but  I  am  sure  that  it  gives  a 
joy  that  transcends  all  sorrow.  When 
I  say  that  /  have  happiness  I  actual- 
ly  mean   it." 

"Certainly!  But  you  have  admitted 
that  your  circumstances  are  not  such 
as  mine.  For  me,  all  life  seems  to  have 
stopped.  Being  a  Christian  will  not 
kill  my  ambitions;  therefore,  being  a 
Christian  would  not  alter  my  state 
of  mind." 

"Perhaps  it  would  be  your  ambitions 
that  Christianity  would  alter." 

"Preposterous!"  Allan  defended. 
"Really,  that  remark  almost  insults 
me." 

"I  didn't  mean  any  harm.  I  just 
wanted  to  remind  you  that  people 
who  are  Christians  do  not  always 
see  things  in  the  same  perspective  as 
they  did  before  they  dedicated  their 
lives  to  Christ." 

"That  is  exactly  why  I  am  not  a 
Christian!"  he  exploded.  "I  feel  that  I 
have  the  intelligence  to  order  my  own 
life.  Christians  usually  do  not."  He 
realized  just  how  stinging  that  jibe 
was,  but  he  did  not  care.  "They  in- 
sist upon  closing  their  eyes  to  reality; 
they  imagine  themselves  happy — but 
their  happiness  is  often  borne  of  irre- 
sponsibility. I  prefer  to  meet  life  as  it 
is.  You  say  you  are  happy — and  I 
rather  believe  you  are.  But  that  hap- 
piness   is    the    result   of    one   or    two 
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things:  either  you  have  no  troubles 
whatever,  or  you  are  insensible  to 
reality.  You  are  sensible  enough,  so 
the  conclusive  fact  is  that  you  are 
happy  because  everything  is  well  with 
you  and  your  affairs.  Put  yourself  in 
my  circumstances  and  you  will  react- 
just  as  I  do." 

Again  the  pretty  girl  smiled  her 
faint,  mocking  smile.  "I  confess  that 
if  I  were  like  you  I  should  be  un- 
happy," she  admitted  softly.  It  was 
not  until  later  that  Allan  caught  her 
subtle  meaning. 

The  couple  sat  in  silence  for  many 
miles. 

The  rain  stopped.  Because  the  water 
did  not  drip  through  the  hole  in  the 
roof  any  longer,  Allan  was  able  to 
change  his  position.  Darkness  was 
settling  over  the  countryside,  and  it 
became  evident  that  they  would  not 
reach  Cedar  Town  until  well  into  the 
night. 

Presently  the  stagecoach  slackened 
its  speed  as  the  driver  slowed  the  four 
horses  to  a  walk.  Allan  and  the  young- 
girls  looked  out  the  windows  into  the 
gathering  darkness  as  the  coach 
turned  off  the  road  across  a  hard 
rocky  slope.  The  mule  skinner  in  the 
last  town  had  warned  the  driver  that 
a  certain  bridge  had  broken  in,  and 
that  they  would  have  to  ford  the 
stream.  The  driver  had  received  di- 
rections to  the  best  place  to  cross,  and 
Allan  reasoned  that  he  must  be  going 
to  it  now.  Soon  they  were  able  to 
see  the  stream— not  large,  perhaps 
not  very  deep,  but  turbulent  because 
of  the  rain.  The  coach  rolled  slowly  in- 
to the  water,  the  driver  being  very 
cautious  since  he  was  not  familiar 
with  the  crossing. 

The  coach  leaned  heavily  to  one 
side  as  it  neared  the  middle  of  the 
stream;  then  it  pitched  awkwardly 
forward,  and  stopped.  Allan  could  tell 
that  the  left  front  wheel  was  in  a 
hole.  He  and  the  pretty  young  woman 
heard  the  driver  urge  the  horse  for- 
ward. The  coach  creaked  as  they 
strained  forward— then  there  was  a 
splintering  sound  as  the  wheel  that 
was  in  the  hole  crumpled. 

"Jump!"  Allan  cried  when  the  coach 
lurched  perilously   sidewise. 

He  leaped  out  into  the  waist-deep 
water  at  the  same  moment  the  driver 
leaped  from  his  seat. 

The  girl  did  not  move. 

The  stagecoach  remained  on  its 
three  good  wheels,  however,  and  did 
not  completely  overturn.  Allan  looked 
through  the  coach  door,  hot  with 
anger. 

"Why  on  earth  didn't  you  jump?" 
he  demanded.  "Don't  you  realize  that 
you  could  have  been  seriously  in- 
jured?" 

The  girl  smiled  wanly,  but  did  not 
answer.  Allan  thought  she  looked  ri- 
diculous, leaning  in  the  seat  as  she 
was,  trying  to  maintain  her  balance. 

"Well,  come  on!  I'll  help  you  out 
now;  you  can't  sit  there  while  we  try 
to  get  the  coach  out." 

"I'm  sorry,"  she  smiled,  "but  I  can't 
move  my  legs.  I — I'm  crippled." 

The  tall  young  man  stared  at  her 
in  astonishment.  Pangs  of  regret 
burned  through  his  mind.  He  didn't 
trust  his  voice  to  speak  for  a  moment. 


Allan   looked  through   the  coach   door,    hot  with   anger. 


The  driver,  who  had  been  examin- 
ing the  damage,  splashed  through  the 
water  to  the  coach  door. 

"She  cain't  walk,  Mister.  Some 
folks  putt  her  on  back  in  Moore  City. 
Her  brother  uz  gonna  meet  'er  in 
Cedar  Town.  Let  'er  stay  in  th'  coach. 
I  thank  we  kin  git  'em  onto  th'  bank 
all   right." 

With  much  effort  the  two  men  man- 
aged to  direct  the  coach  out  of  the 
water.  It  was  clear  that  there  would 
be  no  more  travel  that  day,  however, 
for  the  wheel  was  badly  splintered. 
The  driver  recalled  having  passed  a 
farm  house  several  miles  up  the  road. 
Since  he  could  not  leave  the  mail 
that  was  in  the  coach,  it  was  Allan 
who  rode  one  of  the  horses  back  to 
the  house  for  help. 

An  hour  later  he  returned  in  the 
dark.  A  man  and  woman  were  with 
him,  in  a  wagon. 

"My,  ain't  this  tumble,"  the  woman, 
Mrs.  Hayes,  said.  "But  don't  yo'all  fret 
none.  We've  got  plenty  room  an' 
plenty  to  eat.  This  is  Thanksgivin', 
you  know.  Yo'all  kin  git  th'  wheel 
fixed  tumorrer  morning." 

Soon  afterward  Allan,  the  driver 
and  the  girl  were  sitting  at  a  long, 
wooden  table  with  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Hayes, 
eating  one  of  the  finest  Thanksgiving 
dinners  they  had  ever  seen.  The 
horses  had  been  put  in  the  stable, 
the  coach  had  been  pulled  into  the 
back  yard,  and  the  visitors  had  re- 
ceived a  hearty  welcome  from  the 
Hayes. 


When  dinner  was  finished,  the  driv- 
er and  Mr.  Hayes  took  a  lantern  to 
the  blacksmith  shop  at  the  rear  of  the 
house  to  see  if  it  had  all  the  materials 
for  mending  the  wheel.  If  it  did  not, 
they  would  be  compelled  to  go  to  the 
nearest  town  the  next  morning.  Mrs. 
Hayes  began  to  collect  the  dishes 
from  the  table  to  wash  them.  Allan 
offered  to  assist  her,  but  she  refused 
to  permit  it.  So  he  went  into  the  par- 
lor, where  the  pretty  girl  had  been 
helped  to  the  davenport. 

Her  blonde  curls  glistened  in  the 
light  of  the  tassled  kerosene  lamp, 
and  Allan  thought  she  was  very  pretty 
in  her  simple,  clean  dress,  which  com- 
pletely concealed  her  crippled  legs 
and  feet.  He  sat  on  the  davenport  be- 
side her,  a  little  tense,  and  looked 
searchingly  into  her   face. 

"Why  didn't  you  tell  me  you  were 
crippled?"   he   asked   with   concern. 

She  tossed  her  head  slightly.  "I 
had  no  occasion  to." 

"I've  been  a  fool.  All  afternoon  I 
talked  so  much  about  myself  that  I 
don't  even  know  your  name.  I'm  sure 
it's  nice." 

"No,  not  very,  It's  Camilla — Camilla 
White." 

"For  you  it's  a  lovely  name,"  Allan 
remarked    without   impropriety. 

She  feared  that  she  blushed  a  little. 

"To  think  that  I  moaned  about  my 

troubles    to    a    sweet    Christian    who 

could   not  even   walk!    What  a   fool! 

What  a  fool!   You  have  made  me  so 

(Continued   on  page  22) 
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CHARACTER 


By 
Dorothy 
Poteot 


Building     character     is     a     process 

that  requires  skill.  These  are 

the  fundamental  rules. 


America  is  the  richest  nation  in 
the  world.  We,  as  a  nation,  have 
money,  honor  and  power;  we  have 
wonderful  educational  institutions 
and  the  finest  of  libraries  and 
museums;  we  have  the  best  of  facil- 
ities for  communication  and  trans- 
portation; but  we  are  sadly  lacking 
in  one  essential  for  the  continual 
prosperity  and  stability  of  any  nation. 
We    are    lacking     in     real     Christian 

Character  is  what  you  actually  are, 
not  what  you  appear  to  be.  It  is  what 
you  are,  irrespective  of  what  people 
say  or  think.  A  well-rounded  Chris- 
tian character  is  something  to  be 
desired  above  all  the  money,  honor, 
and  fame  this  world  can  bestow.  Too 
many  of  us  are  well-rounded  on  some 
sides,  but  on  others  are  woefully  lack- 
ing. We  need  our  eyes  opened  to  the 
importance  of  being  consistent  in  all 
things. 

The  question  immediately  arises: 
how  can  one  know  whether  one  has 
real  character  or  not?  There  are  four 
tests  which,  if  applied  to  your  life, 
will  answer  the  question.  The  person 
who  can  pass  these  tests  is  to  be  en- 
vied above  princes.  May  we  consider 
them  briefly. 

The  first  is  the  home  test.  How  do 
you  conduct  yourself  toward  those 
with  whom  you  live  daily?  If  there  is 
a  weakness  in  your  life  in  any  respect, 
it  will  more  than  likely  come  out  in 
the  free  and  unrestrained  atmosphere 
of  the  home.  We  excuse  our  words 
and  actions  because,  as  we  say,  "I'm  at 
home."  But  is  this  a  reasonable  ex- 
cuse? I  am  convinced  that  it  is  not. 
If  there  is  any  place  in  the  world 
where  we  should  be  considerate,  kind 
and  congenial,  it  is  in  the  place  where 
we  have  to  spend  so  large  a  portion  of 
our  time.  We  should  never  think  for 
a  moment  that  we  are  excused  for 
any  failure  or  inconsistency  in  our 
character  just  because  the  place  it 
shows  up  is  in  the  home.  We  should 
live  our  religion  at  home  and  then 
it  will  not  be  hard  to  live  it  before  the 
world. 

Another  test  of  character  which 
many  professed  Christians  seem  un- 
able to  pass  is  the  business  test.  Paul 
tells  us  not  to  be  "slothful  in  busi- 
ness." When  we  obey  this  injunction, 
we  will  conduct  ourselves  properly 
toward  those  over  us  and  toward 
those  under  us  in  the  business 
realm.  Our  employer  will  never 
have  to  worry  about  any  lack  of  in- 
dustry or  dependability  in  us;  and 
if  we  are  in  authority,  our  employee, 
if  he  is  reasonable,  will  never  have  to 


call  a  strike  for  higher  wages.  The 
collecting  agent  will  not  be  forever 
hammering  at  our  door,  because  if 
we  see  no  way  of  paying,  we  don"t 
buy.  If  in  some  way  we  do  become  in- 
volved in  debt,  we  will  go  our  limit 
to  satisfy  our  creditors.  We  will  do 
the  fair  and  square  thing  by  every- 
body. Sham  and  counterfeit  will  have 
no  place  in  our  personality.  The  words 
of  the  wise  man  are  as  true  today 
as  they  were  when  they  were  spoken 
nearly  three  thousand  years  ago, 
"Seest  thou  a  man  diligent  in  his 
business?  he  shall  stand  before  kings 
.  .  .  ,"  Prov.  22:29. 

The  third  great  test  of  character 
is  the  social  test:  how  a  man  con- 
ducts himself  toward  his  inferiors 
and  superiors  in  the  social  world.  Do 
you  snob  certain  people  whom  you 
consider  below  you  just  because  their 
car  isn't  as  fine  as  yours,  their  clothes 


HARVEST  HOME 
Come,    ye    thankful    people,    come. 
Raise  the  song  of  harvest  home: 
All  is  safely  gathered  in, 
Ere   the  winter  storms   begin; 
God,  our  Maker,  doth  provide 
For  our  wants  to  be  supplied: 
Come  to  God's  own  temple,  come, 
Raise  the  song  of  harvest  home. 

— Henry  Alford. 


are  not  exactly  the  latest  cut,  or  for 
some  reason  or  other  they  are  just 
not  in  your  class?  From  the  way 
some  people  act,  you  wouldn't  think 
a  great  part  of  the  people  in  the 
world  even  had  a  soul.  We  seem  to 
forget  that  regardless  of  how  low  a 
human  being  may  sink,  he  is  still  a 
human  being  with  wonderful  possi- 
bilities latent  within  him,  which  we 
may  help  to  bring  out.  Perhaps  this 
side  of  the  test  doesn't  bother  you, 
but  what  of  the  other  question?  What 
is  your  attitude  toward  those  who 
are  your  social  superiors?  This  is  no 
less  a  test  of  character  than  the 
other,  because  so  often,  if  we're  not 
careful,  a  feeling  of  resentment  and 
undue  criticism  will  creep  into  our 
hearts  toward  the  person  upon  whom 
fortune  has  smiled.  As  Christians,  we 
must  continually  remind  ourselves 
that,  regardless  of  how  high  or  how 
low  a  person  may  be  on  the  social  lad- 
der, he  still  has  an  immortal  soul  and 
we  are  to  give  him  Christian  help 
and  sympathy  at  every  opportunity. 
One  of  the  greatest  compliments  ever 
paid  Robert  Louis  Stevenson  was  that 
he  was  "brother  to  a  prince  and  a 
fellow  to  a  beggar"  all  in  one.  God  give 
us  more  Christians  with  this  trait  of 
character. 

The  last  test  that  we  shall  men- 
tion is  one  that  takes  a  real  man  or 
woman  to  pass:  namely,  the  success 
and  failure  test.  If  we  can  find  a 
person  who  can  meet  failure  and  ad- 
verse circumstances  without  despair- 
ing and  to  whom  success  can  come 
without  bringing  conceit,  pride  and 
egotism,  we  have  found  a  man  whom 
God  can  trust  and  of  whom  the  world 
may  justly  be  proud.  Joseph  is  one 
of  the  most  striking  examples  in  all 
history  of  such  a  person.  Behold  a 
man  whom  neither  misfortune  nor 
success  could  conquer!  He  was  faith- 
ful to  God  and  the  right  whether  he 
was  serving  in  a  dungeon  as  a  con- 
demned slave,  or  riding  in  a  chariot 
next  to  Pharaoh.  He  had  many  places, 
as  we  have,  to  say,  "It's  no  use,"  but 
never  d'd  he  say  it.  Honors,  that 
might  have  gone  to  his  head,  were 
heaped  upon  him,  but  never  did  he 
show  anything  but  a  meek  and  hum- 
ble spirit.  Truly  Joseph  passed  the 
success  and  failure  test.  Can  we  pass 
it? 

In  considering  this  subject,  we 
think  of  many  attributes  of  character 
which  we  all  need  to  cultivate  more 
or  less,  but  one  in  particular  I  should 
like  to  mention;  namely,  self-mastery. 
If  we  are  in  possession  of  this  trait, 
I  think  the  others,  to  a  great  extent, 
will  naturally  take  care  of  themselves. 
How  few  of  us  are  really  mastering 
life!  We  let  things  rule  us  instead  of 
ruling  things.  Is  this  the  way  a  Chris- 
tian should  live?  Listen  to  what  the 
greatest    theologian    of   all    time   has 
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The  Lighted  Pathway 


to  say  about  it.  "For  if  by  one  man's 
offence  death  reigned  by  one;  much 
more  they  which  receive  abundance 
of  grace  and  of  the  gift  of  righteous- 
ness shall  reign  in  life  by  one,  Jesus 
Christ,"  Rom.  5:17. 

This  is  not  a  weak-kneed  Christi- 
anity, blown  about  by  every  wind  of 
life,  but  it  is  Christianity  marching 
victoriously  over  every  difficulty  and 
problem  and  saying  triumphantly 
with  the  apostle  Paul,  "I  can  do  all 
things  through  Christ  who  strength- 
ened me."  Alas,  how  few  of  us  are 
presenting  such  a  picture  to  the 
world.  Oftener  we  allow  our  work,  our 
surroundings,  our  emotions,  appe- 
tites, moods,  etc.  to  drive  us  about 
and  we  never  seem  to  get  on  top  of 
the  situation  long  at  a  time.  May 
God  wake  us  up  to  a  realization  of 
the  fact  that  with  the  Master  of  mas- 
ters in  our  lives  we  can  master  every 
situation  and  make  everything  that 
touches  our  lives  subservient  to  the 
kingdom  of  God  and  right.  May  we 
from  this  day  forth  "reign  in  life  by 
one,  Jesus  Christ." 

Suppose  having  thought  upon 
what  it  means  to  have  a  well-rounded 
Christian  character,  we  find  that  we 
are  falling  short  of  the  standard.  We 
immediately  ask,  "How  may  this  true 
nobility  of  character  be  attained?"  I 
think  the  answer  can  be  summed  up 
in  three  words;  namely,  precept, 
prayer,  and  practice. 

By  precept  I  mean  attendance  to 
the  reading  and  study  of  God's  Word. 
God's  Word  is  a  great  mirror  into 
which  we  can  look  and  see  the  im- 
perfections of  our  spiritual  man.  It 
is  no  wonder  some  people  have  such 
a  high  opinion  of  themselves.  They 
don't  look  into  the  mirror  enough  to 
know  how  ugly  they  really  are.  God's 
Word  is  a  "discerner  of  the  thoughts 
and  intents  of  the  heart,"  and  the 
person  who  carefully  reads  and  ap- 
plies it  to  his  life  has  gone  a  long 
way  toward  establishing  a  firm 
"Christian  character." 

The  second  phase  of  this  building 
process  some  Christians  don't  seem 
to  regard  as  very  important,  but  it 
is  in  reality  of  vast  import.  It  is  by 
prayer  that  we  are  given  strength  to 
eliminate  from  our  lives  those  un- 
desirable qualities  which  the  mirror 
reveals.  Not  only  this,  but  it  also  en- 
ables us  to  make  those  additions  to 
our  lives  which  are  needed.  Prayer 
brings  the  power  to  perform.  Now  as 
always,  "The  effectual  fervent  prayer 
of  a  righteous  man  availeth  much," 
Jas.  5:16. 

The  third  thing  to  be  remembered 
as  you  would  form  a  character  that 
will  stand  the  test,  is  practice.  Too 
many  people  pray  and  fail  to  prac- 
tice what  they  pray.  They  ask  God 
to  help  them  be  a  certain  kind  of 
person,  or  do  a  certain  thing,  and 
then  deliberately  be  and  do  the  op- 
posite. God  is  never  going  to  force 
any  of  us  into  some  kind  of  a  mold 
which  will  shape  us  into  a  beautiful 
vessel  against  our  will.  If  we  would 
be  honest,  we  must  quit  stealing.  If 
we  would  be  kind  and  courteous,  we 
must  quit  being  hateful  and  discour- 
teous every  time  something  doesn't 
go  to  suit  us.  We,  as  individuals,  de- 
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Dear  Jim, 

Your  last  letter  was  no  surprise. 
Ever  since  you  left  for  college  last 
September,  I've  been  expecting  to 
hear  that  the  new  experiences  and 
studies  would  begin  to  raise  some 
doubts  in  your  mind  about  religion. 
The  uncertainty  you  feel  is  not  un- 
common among  students,  so  don't  be 
too  worried  by  it — there  is  nothing 
wrong  or  sinful  about  examining  your 
beliefs,  religious  or  otherwise.  Such 
an  attitude  of  open-minded  question- 
ing results  in  a  more  secure  faith  in 
a  person  with  the  good  religious  back- 
ground you  have  as  a  Church  of  God 
member.  Remember  what  one  of  my 
professors  said  once,  "If  no  storms  of 
doubt  have  ever  blown  about  your 
head,  you've  never  used  it."  Let  me 
also  caution  you  against  running 
from  those  storms  by  refusing  to  ad- 
mit them  or  by  unthinkingly  accept- 
ing the  voice  of  authority. 

But  enough  philosophizing.  I  shall 
not  answer  the  particular  questions 
you  asked,  at  least  not  in  this  letter. 
Instead  here  are  some  general  sug- 
gestions you  may  combine  with  your 
own  experience  in  working  out  the 
solutions  to  them  yourself. 

1.  "Pray  without  ceasing"  is  a  good 
admonition.  James  and  Paul  show 
how  prayer  can  help  you  in  this  mat- 
ter. "If  any  of  you  lack  wisdom,  let 
him  ask  of  God,  that  giveth  to  all 
men  liberally,  and  upbraideth  not; 
and  it  shall  be  given  him,"  James  1:5. 
"Consider  what  I  say;  and  the  Lord 
give  thee  understanding  in  all 
things,"  2  Timothy  2:7. 

2.  We  both  know  that  Bible  read- 
ing is  essential  to  a  Christian's  spirit- 
ual insight.  Make  a  practice  of 
studying  the  Bible  side  of  every  ques- 
tion, and  set  a  definite  time  and  pro- 
gram for  your  everyday  Bible  read- 
ing. "Thy  word  is  a  lamp  unto  my 
feet,  and  a  light  unto  my  path," 
Psalm  119:105. 

3.  Don't  let  sleepiness,  conflicting 
activities,  or  any  other  excuse  keep 
you  from  regular  church  attendance. 
Once  you  begin  to  miss  church,  the 
devil     has     an     advantage  to  use  in 


termine  the  kind  of  character  we 
have  and  as  someone  has  put  it,  "If 
you  want  to  be  something  you  are 
not,  you  must  cease  to  be  what  you 
are."  James  compares  the  person  who 
hears  the  Word  and  doesn't  act  in 
accordance  with  it  to  a  man  who 
looks  in  the  mirror  and  seeing  his 
natural  face  goes  away  and  forgets 
how  he  looks.  May  God  deliver  us 
from  such  an  attitude  of  indifference 
and  give  us  men  and  women  who  will 


By  Dan  McCracken 


weakening  your  faith,  and  when  you 
become  lukewarm  the  doubts  will 
multiply.  "Not  forsaking  the  assem- 
bling of  ourselves  together,  as  the 
manner  of  some  is;  ...  "  Hebrews 
10:25a. 

4.  You  mentioned  that  some  of 
your  courses  introduce  ideas  that 
seem  to  contradict  what  you  have 
always  believed,  even  though  the  pro- 
fessor is  not  deliberately  anti-Chris- 
tian or  anti-Church  of  God.  Now  if 
you  have  actually  held  an  erroneous 
opinion,  you  must  be  willing  to  admit 
it  and  correct  your  views,  but  first 
do  three  things.  Check  to  be  sure  you 
know  just  what  was  meant  by  the 
professor  and  the  course,  and  that 
you  aren't  struggling  with  something 
not  even  intended.  Second,  pray, 
study,  and  talk  to  someone  in  the 
Church  to  help  you  in  your  thinking. 
Finally,  if  no  solution  is  immediately 
forthcoming,  WAIT.  You  should  not 
base  any  important  decisions  on  opin- 
ions of  a  few  weeks'  standing,  when 
you  have  held  the  belief  to  be  dis- 
carded for  years.  Eternity  is  in  the 
balance.  "Therefore,  brethren,  stand 
fast,  and  hold  the  traditions  which 
ye  have  been  taught,  whether  by 
word,  or  our  epistle,"  2  Thessalonians 
2:15. 

5.  Lastly,  something  you  and  I  have 
discussed  before — be  careful  of  habits 
and  companions  which  are  just 
slightly  doubtful.  Remember  that  the 
little  foxes  spoil  the  vine;  that  acts 
and  associates  which  seem  harmless 
at  the  moment  may  lead  to  serious 
consequences.  "Abstain  from  all  ap- 
pearance of  evil,"  1  Thessalonians 
5:22.  "My  son,  if  sinners  entice  thee, 
consent  thou  not,"  Proverbs  1:10. 

Some  of  these  suggestions  may  not 
apply  to  you.  You  didn't  mention  that 
you  have  become  careless  about 
prayer  or  Bible  reading  or  church 
attendance,  but  young  people  away 
at  college  sometimes  do.  Above  all,  be 
sincere,  open-minded,  and  submissive 
as  you  seek  to  know  God's  will.  I  am 
sure  you  will  come  through  victorious 
and  strong.  God  bless  you,  Jim. 
Your  brother, 
Dan 


by  precept,  prayer,  and  practice  en- 
gage in  •  the  greatest  business  on 
earth:  the  business  of  building  real 
Christian  character  in  themselves 
and  others.  Don't  be  discouraged  be- 
cause you  have  failed  in  the  past, 
but  look  to  the  great  Molder  of 
characters  and  He  will  make  you 
into  a  vessel  "sanctified  and  meet 
for  the  Master's  use."  Remember,  "the 
Lord  is  faithful,  who  shall  stablish 
you,  and  keep  you  from  evil." 
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One  of  the  most  amazing  facts  about  Christian  hymn 
writing  is  that  two  of  the  best-known  and  most-frequently- 
compared  hymns  were  written  by  men  of  violently  differ- 
ent theological  groups.  Both  of  these  songs  are  filled  with 
trust  in  the  Saviour,  and  there  are  none  who  can  deny 
that  both  writers  did  wholeheartedly  trust  in  Him.  The 
two  songs  are  similar  in  so  many  ways  that  comparison 
is  compelled;  since  they  both  follow  the  same  theme, 
they  are  often  confused.  Yet  the  writers  were  foes  in  Chris- 
tian belief  and  doctrine,  and  were  never  reconciled.  They 
were  Charles  Wesley,  who  wrote  "Jesus,  Lover  of  My  Soul" 
(see     last     month's     story), 


AlJCUSTUS  M.  TorLADY 


» 


w=* 


and  Augustus  Toplady,  who 
wrote  "Rock  of  Ages." 

The  day  in  which  these 
two  writers  lived  was  a  day 
of  revival  and  revolution — 
in  the  religious,  political  and 
industrial  worlds.  Toplady 
was  a  member  of  the  Cal- 
vinistic  camp,  those  who 
follow  the  doctrines  of  John 
Calvin,  the  logical-minded, 
influential  French  divine 
who  advocated  the  stern 
doctrines  of  election  and 
predestination.  Wesley  was 
of  the  Arminian  school,  g|p  J'  E§ 
those      who      followed      the 


Rock  of  Ages 


Thomas  Hastings 
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1.  Rock    of     A  -  ges,  cleft    for     me,      Let     me  hide   my  -  self    in     Thee; 

2.  Could  my  tears  for  -  ev  -   er    flow,     Could  my  zeal    do     Ian  -  guor  know, 

3.  While   I   draw  this   fleet-  ing  breath,  When  my  eyes  shall  close  in    death, 
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precious     Christian     poets, 


teachings  of  Jacobus  Armin- 
ius,  who  deserted  Calvinis- 
tic  theology  because  he 
could  not  accept,  among 
other  things,  the  doctrine  of 
absolute  predestination.  The 
whole  struggle  between  Cal- 
vinism and  Arminianism 
was  embodied  in  these  two 
Wesley  and  Toplady. 

Toplady  was  converted  in  the  Methodist  revival  of 
England  that  produced  the  "Jesus,  Lover  of  My  Soul."  He 
soon  ceased  to  share  Wesley's  doctrinal  views,  and  de- 
parted from  the  Methodist  fold  to  consecrate  himself  to 
the  ministry  of  the  Church  of  England.  It  is  said,  how- 
ever, that  he  kept  "the  fervor  of  the  Methodists  and  their 
love  for  songs  that  had  the  glow  of  the  gospel  in 
them." 

Toplady    was    only    thirty   years    old    during    the    most 


tempestuous  period  of  this  controversy  with  the  Wesleys. 
His  part  in  the  conflict  consisted  of  writing  several 
spirited,  almost  ruthless  tracts  and  pamphlets  condemning 
Arminianism,  the  Wesleys  in  particular.  John  Wesley 
answered  each  attack,  sometimes  with  satire,  but  usually 
with  reasoning.  Some  of  the  writings  of  these  two  men 
became  embarrassingly  bitter — for  each  was  convinced 
of  his  right.  And  from  these  extreme  natures  and  beliefs 
came  two  of  our  most  precious  songs.  Obviously  there  is 
a  Higher  Truth  which  covers  in  part  both  sides  of  the 
argument. 

Augustus  Montague  Top- 
lady was  the  pastor  of  a 
small  church  in  Burrington, 
Somersetshire,  when  he 
wrote  "Rock  of  Ages."  One 
day  he  was  walking  across 
the  English  countryside 
when  lowering  clouds  ap- 
peared overhead.  As  he 
passed  through  Burrington 
Gorge,  the  threatening 
clouds  released  their  fury, 
and  the  storm  broke  amidst 
lightning  and  thunder.  Top- 
lady sought  a  place  of  ref- 
uge, and  found  it  in  a  mam- 
moth, diagonal-layered  rock, 
which  was  gutted  with 
many  huge  crevices  and 
clefts.  The  minister  has- 
tened to  shelter  in  one  of 
these  clefts  and  remained 
in  the  rock  until  the  storm 
passed.  As  he  crouched 
against  the  protecting  wall 
of  rock,  he  thought  of  the 
symbol  there  between  his  shelter  from  the  storm  and  the 
Rock  of  Ages,  which  is  Jesus.  Then  and  there  the  immor- 
tal hymn  was  born,  and  he  wrote  down  the  words  when 
he  reached  his  home. 

His  other  writings  are  little-known  and  of  little  value 
today,  but  his  song  lives  on.  That  is  good.  There  is  no  more 
beautiful  hymn  in  the  English  language.  In  fact,  it  has 
such  beauty  that  England's  Prime  Minister  Gladstone 
devoted  much  time  and  effort  to  translate  it  into  Latin, 
so  it  might  be  wreathed  in  even  more  sublime  beauty.  The 
song  has  always  been  one  of  Christianity's  greatest  hymns. 


Let     the   wa  -  ter    and  the  blood,    From  Thy  wound-ed   side  which  flowed, 
These  for  sin    could  not     a  -  tone;    Thoa  mast  save,  and  Thou    a  -   lone: 
When  I     rise      to  worlds  un-known,  And     be  -  hold    Thee  on    Thy  throne, 
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of    sin     the   dou-ble    cure,     Save  from  wrath  and  make  me  pure. 

In      my  hand  no    price    I    bring,   Sim  -  ply      to     Thy  cross  I  cling. 

Rock   of     A  -  ges,  cleft  for    me,      Let     me    bide    my -self    in  Thee. 
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"But  Daniel  purposed  in  his  heart  that  he  would  not  defile 
himself  with  the  portion  of  the  king's  meat,"  Daniel   1:8a. 


BACKBONE? 


By  Geneva  Carroll 


While  talking  to  a  group  of  young 
people,  a  certain  preacher  asked  the 
question,  "Why  did  the  lions  not  eat 
Daniel?"  He  had  some  clever  answers, 
after  which  he  gave  his  own— "Be- 
cause he  was  almost  all  backbone,  and 
what  was  left  was  grit." 

Of  course,  we  know  that  God  closed 
the  mouths  of  the  lions;  therefore, 
they  were  unable  to  harm  Daniel,  but 
the  fact  that  he  did  have  a  strong 
backbone  was  his  predominant  char- 
acteristic. We  are  so  accustomed  to 
associate  Daniel  with  the  lions'  den 
that  I  think  we  often  overlook  this 
splendid  story  which  is  told  of  him 
in  the  first  chapter  of  Daniel. 

In  speaking  of  Daniel  as  having  a 
strong  backbone,  I  mean  he  was  very 
courageous  and  determined  to  stand 
for  the  right  regardless.  He  had  been 
taught  about  the  true  God  and  knew 
that  Jehovah  was  far  greater  than  all 
the  gods  of  his  captors.  Although  he 
was  a  captive  in  an  idolatrous  nation, 
Daniel  was  not  afraid  to  stand  firm 
for  what  he  believed.  Wishbone  is  the 
exact  opposite  of  backbone.  Many  peo- 
ple would  like  to  stand  for  what  they 
know  is  right,  but  do  not  have  the 
courage  to  do  so. 

In  the  third  year  of  the  reign 
of  J  e  h  o  i  a  k  i  m,  king  of  Judah, 
Nebuchadnezzar,  king  of  Babylon,  laid 
siege  to  Jerusalem  and  carried  away 
captive  certain  lads  of  the  royal  house 
of  Judah  along  with  the  many  hun- 
dreds of  captives.  These  boys  were 
taken  to  be  educated  in  the  royal  col- 
lege of  Babylon  so  that  they  might 
afterwards  enter  the  king's  service. 
Their  course  was  to  extend  over  three 
years,  and  they  were  to  be  instructed 
in  all  the  learning  and  wisdom  of  the 
Chaldeans.  The  reason  for  choosing 
boys  from  the  nobility  was  because 
they  would  be  capable  of  every  kind 
of  literary  accomplishment,  resulting 
from  the  care  which  was  usually  taken 
of  their  initiatory  education. 

Three  years  was  deemed  a  sufficient 
time  to  acquire  the  Chaldee  language, 
and  the  sciences  peculiar  to  that  peo- 
ple. I  suppose  they  had  good  intro- 
ductory books,  able  teachers,  and  a 
proper  method;  else  they  would  have 
been  obliged,  like  us,  to  send  their 
children  to  school  seven  years. 

Now  among  these  lads  were  Daniel 
and  three  friends — Shadrach,  Me- 
shach,  and  Abednego — whom  we  know 
later  as  the  heroes  of  the  fiery  fur- 
nace. Unto  these  four  boys  the  prince 
of  the  eunuchs  gave  names.  This 
change  of  names  was  a  mark  of  do- 
minion and  authority,  and  it  was 
customary  for  masters  to  impose  new 
names   upon   their   slaves. 

Ashpenaz,  into  whose  charge  the 
boys  had  been  placed,  was  instructed 
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that  they  should  be  fed  with  meats 
and  dainties  from  the  king's  table,  but 
Daniel  determined  that  he  would  not 
partake  of  this  food,  and  he  asked 
that  he  be  excused.  The  chief  reasons 
why  Daniel  would  not  eat  meat  from 
the  royal  table  were  probably  these 
three:  First,  because  they  ate  unclean 
beasts,  which  were  forbidden  by  the 
Jewish  law.  Second,  because  they  ate, 
as  did  the  heathens  in  general,  beasts 
which  had  been  strangled,  or  before 
the  blood  had  been  drained  properly 
from  the  body.  Third,  because  the  ani- 
mals that  were  eaten  were  first  of- 
fered as  victims  to  their  gods.  As  you 
know,  Daniel  was  a  Jew,  and  for  a 
Jew  it  was  wrong  to  eat  certain  kinds 
of  meat.  Should  he  have  eaten  this 
meat,  he  would  have  associated 
himself  with  heathen  customs  and  be- 
liefs, which  would  have  been  equal  to 
denying  his  God.  Now  Daniel  intended 
to  stand  true  to  God  even  though  he 
was  a  lonely  captive  in  a  heathen 
land,  and  though  his  loyalty  might 
cost  him  his  head.  I  dare  say  some  of 
the  other  boys  who  weren't  so  loyal 
and  brave  laughed  at  him  for  his 
pains,  but  Daniel  had  resolved  to  do 
the  right  thing,  no  matter  what  hap- 
pened. Therefore,  he  refused,  not  in  a 
rude  way,  but  very  quietly,  firmly, 
and  politely  he  asked  to  be  excused. 
Ashpenaz  liked  Daniel  and  he  had  a 
high  opinion  of  the  lad.  He  would 
have  willingly  granted  his  request, 
but,  unfortunately,  the  king's  orders 
were  king's  orders  and  to  disobey  an 
Eastern  monarch  generally  meant 
losing  your  head.  Much  as  he  liked 
Daniel,  he  was  not  willing  to  go  so  far. 
He  was  responsible  for  the  boys,  and 
what  if  they  became  thin  and  weak  on 
the  plain  vegetable  diet  for  which 
Daniel  asked?  Then  the  king  would 
demand    the    reason,    and    he    would 


have  to  pay  the  consequences.  No,  no, 
he  was  very  sorry,  but  he  could  not 
grant  Daniel's  request. 

Many  a  person  would  have  become 
discouraged  and  given  up,  but  Daniel 
was  more  determined  to  stand  true  to 
God.  He  was  quite  ready  to  run  risks 
for  himself,  but,  of  course,  he  did  not 
wish  another's  head  chopped  off  on 
his  account,  so  he  turned  to  someone 
else  for  assistance.  The  other  person 
to  whom  Daniel  turned  was  the 
steward,  Melzar,  whom  Ashpenaz  had 
appointed  to  look  after  Daniel  and  his 
friend.  Daniel  suggested  to  him  that 
he  and  his  three  companions  should  be 
fed  for  ten  days  on  plain  vegetable 
food,  and  if  at  the  end  of  that  time 
they  looked  leaner  or  paler  or  less 
strong  than  the  rest  of  the  boys,  then 
he  might  deal  with  them  as  he  wished. 

The  steward  was  a  good-natured 
man,  so  he  consented  to  Daniel's  pro- 
posal. No  great  harm  could  be  done  in 
ten  days,  surely.  So  the  boys  ate  their 
plain  food,  and  at  the  end  of  the  time 
they  were  fatter  and  rosier  than  any 
of  the  others.  Though  a  vegetable  diet 
might  have  produced  that  healthiness 
of  the  system  in  general,  and  the 
countenance  particularly,  as  men- 
tioned here,  yet  we  are  to  understand 
that  there  was  a  special  blessing  from 
God,  for  this  spare  diet  was  taken  for 
religious  reasons.  As  the  result,  the 
steward  agreed  that  the  rich  diet 
should  be  removed,  and  that  they 
should  have  the  simple  fare  they 
wished  during  the  rest  of  their  col- 
lege career. 

When  their  time  of  training  was 
over,  they  were  brought  before  the 
king,  and  among  all  the  students  there 
was  not  one  to  compare  with  Daniel 
and  his  three  friends.  In  wisdom  and 
understanding  they  were  found  ten 
times  better  than  all  the  astrologers 
and  magicians  in  the  kingdom.  More- 
over, out  of  all  the  captives  these  four 
boys  were  chosen  to  attend  in  per- 
son on  the  king,  and  that  was  the 
highest  possible  honor.  It  appears  that 
they  were  in  need  of  only  four  young 
men. 

Young  people,  what  is  the  lesson  of 
Daniel?  Don't  you  consider  it  a  les- 
son of  backbone?  The  trouble  with 
many  of  us,  we  wear  our  wishbone 
where  our  backbone  ou°ht  to  be.  We 
wish  to  do  the  right  thing  and  the 
straight  thing,  but  we  don't  put  our 
back  into  it.  We  are  afraid  of  what 
others  will  say.  We  are  afraid  of  others 
laughing  at  us;  therefore,  we  are 
afraid  of  the  consequences.  But  wish- 
bones won't  do  instead  of  backbones. 
We  shall  never  be  heroes  or  even  men 
at  that  rate.  There  is  only  one  way 
to  get  our  backbone  in  the  right  place 
and  that  is  to  follow  steadfastly  in 
the  steps  of  a  greater  hero  than 
Daniel.  Jesus  Christ  can  put  some  of 
His  own  strong  spirit  within  us  and 
make  heroes  of  cowards. 
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Conducted    by    Alda    B.    Harrison 

Dear  Home  Circle  Members: 

This  is  the  beginning  of  the  new 
Church  year.  We  are  going  to  start 
anew  this  year  to  build  up  our  Home 
Circle  work.  Lee  College  Home  Circle 
started  off  with  perhaps  around  fifty 
of  our  married  students'  wives  pres- 
ent. We  had  a  wonderful  time  and 
everyone  seemed  to  enjoy  the  asso- 
ciation with  each  other.  My,  how  much 
your  church  or  neighborhood  group 
would  enjoy  one  of  these  circles.  Write 
to  Lee  College  Home  Circle  for  infor- 
mation. We  have  a  fine  president,  Mrs. 
Helen  Polen.  She  will  be  glad  to  give 
you  any  information  in  regard  to  the 
work  there.  Below  is  a  letter  you  will 
appreciate,  I  am  sure. 
Dear   Sister  Harrison: 

Knowing  just  how  interested  you 
are  in  young  people,  I  was  wondering 
if  you  could  suggest  a  Bible  study 
course   for   our   Y.P.E.  meetings. 

It  can't  be  too  deep  or  complicated 
unless  we  break  the  group  up  into 
classes  so  that  there  would  be  a  course 
for  each  age. 

We  should  also  appreciate  any  plans 
for  Y.P.E  meetings  you  could  suggest. 
We  have' such  a  fine  group  of  young 
people  that  we  just  can't  let  the  oppor- 
tunity pass  to  build  a  Y.P.E.  that  is  on 
fire  for  God  and  there  is  not  one  of 
us,  young  or  old,  roho  will  not  profit 
from  a  Bible  Study  Class. 

For  a  long  time  I've  wanted  to  write 
and  tell  you  how  much  your  Happy 
Home  Circle  Page  means  to  me  and 
I  know  many  others.  I  have  three 
small  children  and  am  trying  to 
establish  a  Christian  home.  God  has 
been  so  good  to  me  that  I  pity  those 
mothers  who  are  earnestly  trying  to 
build  a  home  without  God.  I  found  it 
impossible  to  do  that,  but  when  God 
saved  me  it  was  a  glorious  time  for  me. 

I  read  of  your  trip  this  summer  and 
am  so  glad  you  had  such  a  fine  one. 

Our  Church  of  God  in  this  district  is 
at  Joppa,  Maryland.  Rev.  and  Sister 
Sindle  pastor  there,  and  they  are  fine 
people. 

Any  information  about  the  Bible 
Course  will  really  be  appreciated. 
Thank  you  in  advance. — Your  sister  in 
Christ,  Mrs.  George  A.  Lintz. 

Thank  you  very  much,  Sister  Lintz, 
for  this  letter.  I  would  suggest  William 
Evan's  book  on  Personal  Soul  Winning. 
Young  people  very  early  begin  to 
understand  winning  souls,  but  do  not 
know  how  to  do  it.  It  is  a  great  and 
much-needed  study.  Order  this  book 
from  the  Church  of  God  Publishing 
House,  Cleveland,  Tennessee.  God 
bless  you  in  your  work  for  the  young 
people. — A.  B.  H. 


KEEPING    TONY'S    CONFIDENCE 

(Continued  from  last  month) 

Elsie's  experience  was  that  in  such 
matters  action  should  not  be  too  long 
delayed.  John  would  not  be  home  un- 
til dinner  that  night,  and  even  then 
there  might  not  be  an  opportunity  un- 
til bedtime  to  talk  with  him  about 
this  situation. 

Elsie  decided,  first  of  all,  that  she 
would  not  betray  Tony's  trust  in  her. 
This  was  a  difficult  place,  but  a  good 
one,  to  show  him  that  having  told  her, 
he  could  depend  upon  her. 

So  after  lunch  was  over,  Elsie  called 
Tony  to  come  and  sit  beside  her  on 
the  glider  on  the  front  porch.  She  had 
his  Sunday  School  paper  of  the  day 
before,  and  she  read  him  two  stories 
from  it.  They  talked  about  those  sto- 
ries, then  she  led  back  to  the  matter 
of  the  money  and  the  cigarettes. 

"I've  been  thinking  about  that,"  she 
told  Tony,  taking  his  hand  and  strok- 
ing it  affectionately,  "and  I  feel  that 
Fred's  mother  and  Jimmy's  mother 
ought  to  know  what  the  boys  did,  so 
they  can  teach  them  how  wrong  it  is 
to  be  dishonest,  or  to  do  forbidden 
things  on  the  sly." 

Exactly  as  Elsie  Morton  expected, 
Tony  looked  troubled. 

"Oh!"  he  said,  "if  you  tell  the  moth- 
ers, the  boys  will  be  mad  at  me,  an' 
p'raps  won't  play  with  me  any  more." 

"That's  true,  too,"  Elsie  said.  "Then 
I'm  wondering  if  Lucy's  mother  is  go- 
ing to  accuse  her  of  carelessness  in 
losing  part  of  the  change  from  the 
soap.  You  see,  dear,  how  much  trouble 

The  letter  below  came  a  few  days 
ago  and  made  me  very  happy.  This  is 
the  first  contribution  toward  pub- 
lishing my  book  of  Editor's  Messages 
in  a  long  time.  As  I  have  told  you 
before,  I  cannot  publish  it  until  I  get 
$1,000.  That  will  not  be  sufficient,  but 
the  Publishing  House  will  be  willing 
to  start  the  work  with  that  much,  I 
am  sure.  I  now  have  $180.  How  many 
Y.  P.  E.'s  or  Willing  Workers'  Bands 
would  talk  it  over  and  maybe  take  an 
offering  for  this  purpose?  Out  of  50, 
000  subscribers,  surely  there  would  be 
800  who  would  give  $1  each,  but  if  you 
leave  the  other  fellow  to  do  your 
share,  it  will  not  be  done.  God  bless 
you. —  Alda  B.  Harrison. 

Dear  Sister  Harrison:  In  Kimberly's 
Church  of  God  Ladies'  Willing  Work- 
ers' Meeting  a  few  weeks  ago,  one  of 
our  ladies  read  one  of  your  messages 
to  us.  It  was  so  inspiring  that  we 
decided  we  should  like  to  help  you 
publish  your  book. 

Collection  was  taken,  pledges  made, 
and  here  is  the  result:  $10  especial- 
ly for  your  book. 

Your  writings  have  been  a  help  and 
inspiration  to  me  personally,  and  I 
wish  you  all  the  success  in  the  world 
in  the  future.  I  am  looking  forward  to 
the  day  your  book  will  be  for  sale. — 
Helen  Maze,  secretary  and  treasurer, 
L.  W.  W.  B.,  Kimberly,  Alabama. 


it  makes  when  someone  does  wrong? 

"What  do  you  think  we  ought  to  do, 
Tony?  Shall  we  let  Fred  and  Jimmy  go 
quite  free,  and  shall  we  tell  Lucy  what 
happened?  Remember,  Tony  dear,  I'm 
not  going  to  tell  anyone  about  this 
unless  you  are  willing.  I  want  you  to 
know  that  you  can  always  come  to 
mother  and  tell  her  things,  and  trust 
her,  just  as  I  want  to  be  able  to  trust 
you." 

A  relieved  look  passed  over  Tony's 
face.  "Let's  think,"  Elsie  Morton  went 
on,  slipping  her  arm  around  Tony, 
"what  Jesus  would  have  done  if  He 
had  been  here.  He  said  that  we  were 
to  do  unto  others  as  we  would  like  to 
have  them  do  unto  us.  That  is  called 
the  Golden  Rule.  Now  if  you  were  Lucy, 
and  the  money  had  been  taken  out  of 
your  pocketbook,  how  would  you  feel, 
and  what  would  you  want  Tony 
Morton  to  do?" 

Tony's  face  was  eager.  "I'd  want 
Tony  to  tell  my  mother  what  became 
of  that  money,  so  she'd  believe  me 
when  I  said  I  didn't  lose  it,  and,  trust 
me  to  go  to  the  store  again." 

Elsie  thought  a  moment. 

"You're  right,  Tony,"  she  said.  "That 
would  be  doing  as  you'd  like  to  be  done 
by.  But  don't  forget,  Tony,  that  Fred 
and  Jimmy  may  be  cross  with  you  if 
they  find  out  that  you've  told.  Are  you 
brave  enough  to  do  by  Lucy  as  you'd 
like  to  be  done  by?" 

Tony's  face  flushed.  Fred  and  Jim- 
my were  older,  and  he  knew  they 
could  hit  him,  and  take  his  marbles 
and  top  from  him. 

"I  have  an  idea,"  Elsie  Morton  said 
at  last.  "Let's  call  Fred  and  Jimmy  in- 
to our  house  when  they  come  over 
this  way  this  afternoon.  Or  you  could 
go  and  ask  them  to  come,  as  I  have 
something  for  them.  I  can  give  them 
each  a  nice  peach. 

"Then  you  and  I,  Tony,  can  tell  Fred 
and  Jimmy  how  sorry  we  are  that  they 
took  the  money  from  Lucy  and  got 
Si  Beamer  to  buy  cigarettes  with  it, 
and  smoked  them.  If  they  each  have 
five  cents  of  their  own,  or  can  earn 
five  cents  by  doing  some  work  for 
somebody,  I  think  they'd  be  willing  to 
go  and  pay  Lucy  back,  for  they  can 
never  be  happy  remembering  that  they 
have  been  dishonest. 

"Then  if  they  are  sorry  about  the 
cigarettes,  and  will  try  not  to  deceive 
their  mothers  any  more,  we'll  feel  that 
we've  done  our  best  for  them,  with- 
out going  and  telling  their  mothers. 
Then  I  don't  believe  that  Fred  and 
Jimmy  will  be  cross  with  you.  Think 
about  it,  dear,  and  see  how  you  feel." 

Tony  thought  it  over,  and  after  a 
while  he  came  to  his  mother  and  said: 
"If  Fred  and  Jimmy  haven't  the  mon- 
ey, couldn't  we  hire  them  to  rake  our 
side  yard?  I've  got  a  nickel." 

"And  I've  got  one,"  Elsie  told  her 
little  boy. 

So  that  was  the  plan  finally  worked 
out.  Fred  and  Jimmy  were  really 
ashamed  when  they  realized  the  sev- 
eral wrong  things  they  had  done.  They 
were  ready  to  make  good  by  repaying 
Lucy  after  they  had  earned  the  mon- 
ey, and  they  really  felt  more  kindly 
than  ever  before  toward  Tony  and  his 
mother. — The  Baby's  Mother. 
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The  Lighted  Pathway 


Conducted  by  ALDA  B.  HARRISON 


DOES  JESUS  CARE? 

Does  Jesus  care  when  my  heart  is 
pained 

Too  deeply  for  mirth  and  song; 

As  the  burdens  press,  and  cares  dis- 
tress, 

And  the  way  grows  weary  and  long? 

Does  Jesus  care  when  my  way  is  dark 

With  a  nameless  dread  and  fear? 

As  the  daylight  fades  into  deep  night 

shades, 
Does  He  care  enough  to  be  near? 

Does  Jesus  care  when  I've  tried  and 
failed 

To  resist  some  temptation  strong; 

When  for  my  deep  grief  I  find  no  re- 
lief, 

Tho'  my  tears  flow  all  the  night  long? 

Does  Jesus  care  when  I've  said  "good- 
bye" 

To  the  dearest  on  earth  to  me, 

And  my  sad  heart  aches  till  it  nearly 
breaks, 

Is  it  aught  to  Him?  Does  He  see? 

Oh,  yes,  He  cares;  I  knoio  He  cares, 
His  heart  is  touched  xoith  my  grief; 
When  the  days  are  weary,  the  long 

nights  dreary, 
I  know  my  Saviour  cares. 


DOES  GOD  CARE? 

By  Edgar  Whitaker  Work,  D.  D. 

If  God  does  not  care,  this  world  is 
the  loneliest  place  in  all  creation. 
The  light  has  gone  out.  There  is  per- 
petual shadow.  The  earth  is  cold,  the 
heavens  are  brass,  life  has  lost  its 
wings.  A  vast  vacancy  remains,  a  deep 
homesickness  of  soul.  It  is  appalling 
to  lose  faith  in  the  care  and  provi- 
dence of  God.  "The  Great  Companion 
Is  Dead." 

Does  God  care?  Nature  is  the  first 
to  answer — "Yes."  The  magnitudes 
of  creation — do  they  seem  to  lack  care? 
The  cluster  of  the  Pleiades,  the  bands 
of  Orion —  who  but  God  is  the  Care- 
taker of  them  all?  The  infinitesimals 
of  creation — molecules,  atoms,  elec- 
trons— not  one  of  them  can  fall.  Liv- 
ing things — Jesus  gave  two  examples. 
Sparrow.  "Not  one  of  them  shall  fall 
on  the  ground."  Men.  "The  very  hairs 
of  your  head  are  all  numbered." 
Eloquently  nature  proclaims  the  par- 
ticular providence  of  God. 

Human  instincts  and  experiences 
unite  to  say — "He  cares."  Our  knowl- 
edge of  God  as  a  living  and  loving- 
Person  strengthens  this  faith.  We  can- 
not think  of  God  as  not  caring.  Earth- 
ly parents,  imperfect,  care  for  their 
children.  Shall  not  God,  the  Perfect 
One,  give  good  things  to  His  children? 
Beautiful  argument  of  One  who  knew. 
If  you  tell  me  that  my  God  does  not 
care  when  I  am  in  trouble,  then  I 
must  change  all  my  ideas  of  His  char- 
acter. I    must   think    of    Him   as    far 


away  and  unconcerned.  His  arm  is 
shortened — He  cannot  reach  me.  His 
will  is  weak — He  cannot  hold  me  up. 
His  love  is  cold — He  cannot  warm  me. 
If  God  does  not  care,  everything  is 
changed  for  me.  Men  and  women  do 
not  care;  they  are  far  below  God. 
Indifference  sits  at  life's  helm.  God 
Himself  is  changed. 

Strange  how  men — even  wicked 
men — cling  to  God's  care.  Sin  and  un- 
belief may  mar  it,  still  it  shines  like 
a  jewel  in  the  dust.  A  story  used  to 
be  told  in  the  West  of  a  stranger  who 
came  to  a  mining  camp.  He  was  an 
atheist.  The  miners  listened  to  him 
in  silence.  There  came  a  day  when 
one  of  them  laid  away  his  daughter — 
his  one  little  ewe  lamb.  That  evening- 
there  was  serious  talk  in  one  of  the 
saloons.  The  men  were  trying  in  their 
rude  way  to  comfort  the  father.  The 
atheist  interrupted — "There  is  not 
God.  If  there  be  one,  He  does  not 
care."  Then  a  strange  thing  happened. 
Those  godless  men  arose  and  thrust 
out  the  man  who  told  them  that  God 
does  not  care. 

We  know  God's  care  by  experience. 
We  have  felt  His  everlasting  arms  be- 
neath us.  We  have  been  conscious  of 
a  Presence  nearer  to  us  than  hands 
and  feet,  closer  than  breathing.  How 
many  occasions  have  been  when  our 
loneliness  was  cured,  our  fears  scat- 
tered, by  divine  companionship.  A 
single  personal  experience  of  God's 
care  lights  up  the  whole  of  life. 

Does  God  care?  In  ten  thousand 
places  and  ways  the  Bible  says — 
"Yea."  It  is  full  to  running  over  with 
God's  care.  Three  books  out  of  sixty- 
six  describe  it  in  story  form— Ruth, 
Esther,  Philemon.  Add  another  life 
story — Job.  The  Proverbs  is  almost  a 
manual  on  the  subject.  Precepts, 
maxims,  incidents,  teachings,  ex- 
amples— everywhere.  Abraham,  singled 
out  for  his  great  work;  Joseph,  guided 
through  peril  to  power;  Moses,  who 
might  have  died  in  infancy.  Outstand- 
ing examples  these! 

The  New  Testament  magnifies,  il- 
luminates, the  Old.  With  what  win- 
someness  the  Master  speaks  of  God. 
"Our  Father!"  O  the  eloquence,  the  far 
reach  of  two  such  words.  "Why  are 
ye  fearful,  O  ye  of  little  faith?"  One 
moving  sentence  outreaches  all  the 
philosophies— God  is  love!  Omit  God's 
care  and  you  would  not  recognize 
your  Bible.  It  is  saturated  with  prov- 
idence. Here  we  see  how  near  and 
tender  our  Heavenly  Father  is,  how 
minute  and  inexhaustible  His  love. 
No,  says  the  Book  over  and  over  again 

IMPORTANT    NOTICE 

I  have  a  limited  supply  of  my  poem 
book  s— CONSOLATION,  SILVER 
LINING,  and  THE  STORY  OF  MY 
LIFE  on  hand,  twenty-five  cents  each, 
the  three  for  seventy-five  cents.  If 
you  have  not  had  one  of  these  books, 
you  will  appreciate  them,  I  am  sure. 


— we    "cannot   drift   beyond  His   love 
and  care." 

Greatest  of  all  answers  is  Christ 
Himself,  beloved  Son  of  His  Father 
and  ours.  Enter  with  Him  the  shad- 
ows of  Gethsemane.  Stand  along- 
side His  cross  on  Calvary.  Linger  at 
the  open  tomb  in  the  garden.  Climb 
to  the  hill  where  He  ascended.  A 
thousand  times,  Yes!   God  cares! 

Nature,  instinct,  faith,  life  itself, 
the  Bible,  prayer,  the  Christian  ex- 
perience of  God,  all  tell  us  that  God 
cares.  From  Bethlehem  to  Calvary,  on 
to  the  resurrection  and  the  ascension 
— the  gospel  proclaims  that  God  cares. 

All  this  is  true.  But  why  such  bewil- 
derment of  sorrow?  It  is  the  man  who 
has  failed  who  speaks.  It  is  the  in- 
valid on  his  bed  with  the  world  go- 
ing by.  It  is  another  with  shattered 
hopes  lying  at  his  feet.  It  is  an  ago- 
nized multitude  who  have  lost  loved 
ones.  Such  catastrophes,  such  "slings 
and  arrows  of  outrageous  fortune." 
Why?  Oh,  why? 

Simply,  lovingly,  trustfully,  let  us 
believe  that  the  "whys"  of  this  earth, 
so  difficult  for  us,  are  not  unanswer- 
able. If  we  could  see  and  know  all 
that  God  sees  and  knows,  what  reve- 
lations would  come.  The  shadowed 
side  of  sorrow  is  toward  us.  On  the 
other  side  must  be — light! 

More  than  ever  God  is  a  Father  to 
souls  in  distress.  Trust  Him!  This  is 
the  highway  to  peace.  Trust  is  better 
than  explanation.  More  than  ever 
Christ  is  Saviour,  Companion,  Elder 
Brother,  to  burdened  hearts.  Our  suf- 
ferings cannot  be  compared  with  His. 
Once  even  He  asked — Why?  How  close 
He  is  to  us  in  our  blinding  griefs — ■ 
"touched  with  the  feeling  of  our  in- 
firmities." More  than  ever  to  doubt- 
ing spirits  in  their  painful  quests  the 
Holy  Spirit  is,  Comforter,  Teacher, 
Friend  in  the  House  of  Interpreter. 
How  rich  toward  God  are  the  chil- 
dren of  suffering. 

Three  simple  yet  wonderful  things 
venture  and  do  by  faith.  Be  quiet 
and  search  earnestly  for  the  softened 
meanings  of  life's  shadows.  Rest  deep- 
ly in  "the  patience  of  unanswered 
prayer."  Walk  much  in  company  with 
the  Great  Sufferer.  And  a  fourth 
thing — carry  life's  perplexities  brave- 
ly to  the  Bible  and  the  altar  of  prayer. 


/  have  set  the  [ory  always 
4=  before  me:  becau&e  nei$  a£, 
\  my  right  hand,  I  snail  no^ 
m  moved,  sr>   t 

J~salms  16:8 
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Our  Spiritual  Heril 


HEAVENLY 


erFor  our  conversation  (citizenship)  is  in  heaven;  from 
whence  also  we  look  for  the  Saviour,  the  Lord  Jesus  Christ  " 
— Philippians  3:20. 


It  will  be  noticed  that  I  have  sub- 
stituted the  word  "citizenship"  for  the 
word  "conversation"  in  our  text.  This 
seems  to  be  the  better  translation,  as 
is  indicated  by  the  American  Revised 
Version,  1901  edition,  and  by  the 
meaning  of  the  Greek  word  politeuma. 
This  word,  or  words  having  the  same 
root,  is  variously  translated,  "the 
commonwealth,"  "the  rights  of  a 
citizen,"  and  "citizenship";  the  verb 
form  means  "to  live  as  a  citizen." 
It  is  on  this  basis  that  I  have  chosen 
this  translation,  and  from  this  trans- 
lation we  take  our  message. 

The  Christian  is  a  citizen  of  two 
places — heaven  and  earth;  but,  pri- 
marily, he  is  a  citizen  of  heaven.  If 
one  will  note  the  contents  of  the 
chapter  from  which  our  text  is  taken, 
he  will  get  the  idea  that  Paul  has 
in  mind  one  marching  toward  a  goal. 
In  marching,  one  constantly  has  one 
foot  raised  heavenward,  but  the  other 
is  on  the  ground.  This  expresses  our 
relationship;  we  are  citizens  of  two 
realms  and  we  have  a  responsibility 
to  both. 

Our  primary  concern  is  not  the 
kingdoms  of  this  world,  but  we  are 
not  to  be  negligent  of  them.  The  wel- 
fare of  his  nation  is  the  grave  con- 
cern of  each  Christian.  We  are  com- 
manded to  pray  for  and  be  subject 
to  proper  and  legitimate  civil  authori- 
ties. We  must  be  zealous  for  our 
country's  support  and  defense.  There 
are  many  subversive  elements  that 
would  overthrow  our  government; 
the  Christian  is  to  guard  his  nation 
against  such. 

However,  since  we  are  pilgrims,  we 
do  not  despair  because  of  the  course 
of  this  world,  for  our  citizenship  is 
in  heaven.  We  are  "born  in"  citizens, 
and  we  are  "brought  in"  citizens.  By 
the  new  birth  we  are  born  into  the 
kingdom  of  God;  by  the  grace  of 
adoption  we  are  brought  into  heaven- 
ly citizenship. 

As  one  comes  into  the  citizenship 
of  any  country,  he  assumes  certain 
responsibilities  to  that  country;  and 
that  country,  in  turn,  has  a  respon- 
sibility to  the  citizen.  During  the 
recent  war,  a  friend  of  mine  wit- 
nessed ceremonies  in  which  a  group 
of  Japanese  were  made  citizens  of 
this  country.  Those  men  assumed  a 
new  relationship  to  their  homeland 
and  to  their  new  home.  They  were  to 
go    directly    into    the   United    States 
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Army,  and  were  to  consider  Japan  as 
their  enemy.  They  forsook  one  coun- 
try to  take  another;  and  in  doing 
this,  they  were  told  that  they  re- 
ceived by  virtue  of  their  new  status: 

1.  The  heritage  of  the  past  of  fhis 
country, 

2.  The  responsibility  for  the  imme- 
diate tasks  of  this  country,  and 

3.  The  promise  of  the  future  of  this 
country. 

An  interpretation  of  this  new  status 
would  run  thus:  the  victories  of 
America's  wars  and  a  claim  to  her 
great  statesmen,  along  with  the  task  of 
engaging  in  the  present  conflict,  were 
given  those  men.  Not  only  did  they 
receive  these  things,  but  they  also  re- 
ceived the  promise  of  the  future  vic- 
tory and  peace  of  the  United  States. 
This  is  what  we  draw  from  our  text. 

As  citizens  of  heaven,  we  receive: 

1.  The  heritage  of  the  past  in  the 
kingdom  of  heaven, 

2.  The  responsibilities  of  the  pres- 
ent,  and 

3.  The  future  inheritance. 

THE  HERITAGE  OF  THE  PAST 
Our  heritage  is  made  up  of  history, 
documents,  and  legacies.  They  all  be- 
come ours  when  the  Lord  by  His 
Spirit  graciously  brings  us  into  this 
relationship  as  citizens. 

The  history  of  GoJ's  kingdom  on 
earth  along  with  all  those  who  have 
figured  in  it  becomes  ours  by  virtue 
of  our  relationship  to  heaven.  All  of 
the  past  is  ours.  Abraham  is  our  fa- 
ther as  truly  as  he  is  the  father  of 
Isaac  and  Jacob.  We  are  fellow-citi- 
zens with  the  kin^s  and  prophets  of 
Israel  and  Judah.  Christ  is  our  elder 
Brother  and  King,  and  we  are  fel- 
low laborers  with  the  apostles.  We 
lay  claim  to  all  those  who  have  stood 
for  the  faith  in  all  ages.  We  are  fel- 
low heirs  with  all.  We  have  the  herit- 
age of  righteousness  as  it  has  been 
the  characterizing  feature  of  the 
kingdom  moving  through  the  ages. 
As  the  kingdom  has  condemned 
wickedness  and  purified  itself  by  the 
grace  of  God,  we  receive  the  herit- 
age of  its  strength  in  God.  It  is  no 
weak  and  beggarly  element  that 
awaits  the  actions  of  men;  but  by  its 
Lord  it  moves  and  is  victorious.  We, 
as  Christians  of  today,  lay  claim  to 
all  that  the  kingdom  of  God  on  earth 
has  done,  has  been,  is  doing,  and  is. 
The  Bible— the  Word  of  God— is  the 


one  document  that  the  kingdom 
claims.  All  those  who  come  into 
heavenly  citizenship  receive  the  Word, 
with  its  instructions  for  faith  and  life 
as  heavenly  citizens.  In  it  are  con- 
tained all  the  rights,  privileges,  and 
promises  of  citizenship.  It  is  the  con- 
stitution of  the  Church,  and  we  have 
claim  to  it  even  as  each  citizen  of 
the  United  States  has  claim  to  the 
provisions  of  our  Constitution. 

The  greatest  series  of  events  of  all 
time  is  the  events  of  Christ's  life. 
They  are  the  legacies  of  the  Chris- 
tian. These  events  are  timeless  in 
time;  they  transcend  history.  They 
extend  beyond  time  and  are  eternal 
events.  The  events  of  Christ's  life 
are  culminated  in  His  death  and 
resurrection;  these  present  to  the 
Christian  his  claims  of  citizenship  in 
the  kingdom  of  heaven.  With  that 
citizenship,  the  Christian  receives  the 
legacies  that  are  in  his  relationship — 
forgiveness  of  sins,  adoption  as  chil- 
dren, freedom  from  the  bondage  of 
sin,  everlasting  life,  and  peace  with 
God.  In  Christ's  death  we  receive  the 
blood  of  the  everlasting  covenant.  In 
His  resurrection  we  have  given  to 
us  His  righteousness  for  our  justifi- 
cation. The  protection  by  the  Holy 
Spirit  is  ours,  for  we  are  pilgrims  in 
a  foreign  land.  These  and  all  other 
benefits  of  the  covenant  of  grace  are 
given  to  those  whose  citizenship  is  in 
heaven. 

These  events  are  attested  by  mira- 
cles; we  can  call  all  these  in  as  our 
personal  testimony,  for  they  are  ours 
as  citizens  of  heaven.  The  testimony 
sealed  with  the  blood  of  martyrs  is 
our  heritage.  The  declarations  of  the 
Reformers,  as  they  in  the  grace  and 
power  of  God  burst  asunder  the  vile 
bonds  of  Roman  Catholicism,  are 
ours.  The  faith,  zeal  and  preaching 
of  Wesley  and  Whitefield,  as  they 
awoke  England  from  her  spiritual 
lethargy,  are  given  us  as  our  heritage. 

The  heritage  of  heavenly  citizens 
is  good  and  noble.  It  is  one  of  deliver- 
ances, stalwartness,  righteousness, 
wisdom,  and  zeal.  It  is  a  heritage  pro- 
vided us  in  the  mercy  of  God.  The 
greatest  part  of  our  heritage  is  the 
righteousness  and  shed  blood  of  our 
Lord  Jesus  Christ,  given  us  in  our 
justification.  "The  lines  are  fallen 
unto  me  in  pleasant  places;  yea,  I 
have  a  goodly  heritage,"  Psalm  16:6. 

The  Lighted  Pathway 


rhrusts  Upon  Us  Important 
Spiritual   Responsibilities 


By  R.  H.   GAUSE,  JR. 
Teacher,  Lee  College 


THE   RESPONSIBILITIES   OF   THE 
PRESENT 

The  responsibility  of  the  Christian 
is  summarily  comprehended  in  SERV- 
ICE. This  service  may  embrace  many 
activities  and  assume  various  forms. 
The  Christian  layman  is  just  as  much 
a  servant  of  the  Lord  as  the  Christian 
minister.  Each  is  serving  the  Lord  in 
his  capacity,  and  neither  is  shirking 
his  responsibility. 

".  .  .  God  doth  not  need 

Either  man's  work  or  his  own  gifts, 
who  best 

Bear  his  miid  yoke,  they  serve  him 
best,  his  state 

Is    kingly.    Thousands    at   his   bid- 
ding   speed 

And  post  o'er  land  and  ocean  with- 
out rest: 

They  also  serve  who  only  stand  and 
wait." 

— Milton,  "On  His  Blindness" 

Though  Christian  responsibility  is 
discharged  in  various  forms,  there  are 
some  basic  considerations.  Primary 
among  these  considerations  is  Paul's 
injunction  to  Titus:  "We  should  live 
soberly,  righteously,  and  godly  in  this 
present  world,"  Titus  2:12.  This  con- 
dition is  basic  to  those  who  profess 
heavenly  citizenship.  It  is  the  sine 
qua  non  of  a  good  soldier  of  the  cross, 
and  the  Christian  must  be  a  fit  sol- 
dier. Further  qualification  as  a  sol- 
dier of  the  cross  is  to  loose  oneself 
by  faith  from  the  anxieties  of  this  life. 

Besides  these  basic  qualifications, 
the  citizen  of  heaven  has  the  respon- 
sibility of  spreading  the  gospel  of 
Christ.  His  purpose  is  not  to  reform 
the  world,  but  to  point  the  world 
heavenward  and  Christward.  Not  only 
is  he  set  for  the  spreading  of  the 
faith,  but  also  for  its  defense. 

The  Christian  is  not  left  alone  or 
without  hope  in  the  performing  of 
his  tasks.  He  has  the  promise  of 
Christ — "I  am  with  you  alway."  He 
has  the  hope  of  Christ's  return,  which 
brings  us  to  the  third  aspect  of  heav- 
enly citizenship. 

THE  FUTURE  INHERITANCE 
Though  all  do  not  participate  in 
all  the  tasks  that  have  faced  and  will 
face  the  kingdom  of  God,  all  will 
be  partakers  of  the  future  inherit- 
ance. This  is  the  glorious  consum- 
mation of  all  that  has  gone  before. 
Unto  the  place  of  our  citizenship  we 
look  for  our  Lord  and  King,  Jesus 
Christ.  This  expresses  for  us  our  fu- 
ture hope.  The  coming  of  Christ,  with 


its  concomitants,  holds  out  to  the 
Christian  that  in  which  he  and  all  fel- 
low citizens  have  labored.  The  coming 
of  Christ  fits  the  Christian  for  heav- 
enly life.  He  has  been  a  citizen  since 
he  received  faith  in  Christ,  but  at 
Christ's  return  he  enters  into  the 
fulness  of  that  life. 

We  look  to  the  place  of  our  citizen- 
ship for  our  Lord.  We  know  that  He 
will  return.  ".  .  .  and  unto  them  that 
look  for  him  shall  he  appear  the 
second  time  without  sin  unto  salva- 
tion," Heb.  9:28.  We  look  for  Him 
because  it  is  our  hope  of  the  resur- 
rection and  complete  likeness  to  Him. 
His  coming  fits  us  in  body  and  soul 
for  the  fulness  of  our  inheritance, 
and  that  inheritance  is  this — likeness 
to  Him.  "Beloved,  now  are  we  the 
sons  of  God,  and  it  doth  not  yet  ap- 
pear what  we  shall  be:  but  we  know 
that,  when  he  shall  appear,  we  shall 
be  like  him;  for  we  shall  see  him  as 
he  is,"  1  John  3:2.  We  do  know  that 
our  bodies  will  be  fashioned  like 
Christ's.  In  this,  the  vile  is  fashioned 
into  the  glorious;  that  which  was 
terrestrial  takes  on  the  glory  of  the 
celestial.  The  corruptible  puts  on  in- 
corruption;  that  which  was  sown  in 
dishonor  and  weakness  is  raised  in 
honor  and  power.  That  which  was  fit- 
ted for  natural  earthly  life  is  changed 
that  it  may  be  fitted  for  heavenly 
spiritual  life;  mortal  points  put  on 
immortality.  Whether  we  await  Christ 
in  the  grave  or  in  this  life,  we  shall 
be  changed,  for  we  all  shall  see  Him 
and  be  made  like  Him.  Christ's  resur- 
rection is  our  confirmation  to  this, 
and  His  resurrection  is  our  resurrec- 
tion. Even  as  His  body  is  corporeal 
and  glorious,  so  ours  will  be. 

All  of  this  is  in  order  to  the  King- 
dom of  God.  By  the  power  manifested 
in  the  resurrection,  Christ  also  brings 
all  things  in  subjection  to  Himself. 
We  are  changed  that  we  may  inherit 
the  kingdom  with  Him. 

We  labor  now  in  our  own  fields 
and  are  recipients  of  a  glorious  past 
and  the  future  promise. 
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THE  PILGRIM  FATHERS 

Here,   on   this  rock,  and  on    this 

sterile  soil, 
Began  the  kingdom,  not  of  kings, 

but  of  men; 
Began   the   making  of  the   world 

again. 
Here    centuries    sank,    and    from 

the  hither  brink, 
A  new  world  reached  and  raised 

an  old-world  link, 
When  English  hands,     by     wider 

vision  taught, 
Threw  down  the  feudal  bars  the 

Normans  brought, 
And  here  revived,  in  spite  of  sword 

and  stake, 
Their  ancient     freedom     of     the 

Wapentake; 
Here  struck     the     seed — the  Pil- 
grim's roofless  town, 
Where  equal     rights     and     equal 

bonds  were  set; 
Where  all  the  people,  equal  fran- 

chised,  met; 
Where    doom   was   writ  of   privi- 
lege and  crown; 
Where  human  breath  blew  all  the 

idols  down; 
Where  crests  were  naught,  where 

vulture  flags  were  furled, 
And  common  men  began  to  own 

the  world! 

— John   Boyle  O'Reilly. 
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I   GIVE  THEE  HUMBLE 
THANKS 

For  all  the  gifts  that  Thou  dost 

send, 
For  every  kind  and  loyal  friend, 
For  prompt  supply  of  all  my  need, 
For   all    that's   good   in   word  or 

deed, 
For  gift  of  health  along  life's  way, 
For  strength  to  work  from  day  to 

day, 

I   give  Thee   humble   thanks. 

For    ready    hands    to    help    and 

cheer, 
For   list'ning    ears    Thy    voice    to 

hear, 
For   yielded  tongue   Thy   love   to 

talk, 
For    willing    feet    Thy    paths    to 

walk, 
For  open  eyes  Thy  Word  to  read, 
For  loving  heart  thy  will  to  heed, 
I  give  Thee  humble  thanks. 

For  Christ  who  came  from  heaven 

above, 
For  the  cross  and  His  redeeming 

love, 
For  His  mighty  power  to  seek  and 

save, 
For  His  glorious  triumph  o'er  the 

grave, 
For   the  lovely  mansions   in   the 

sky, 
For  His  blessed  coming  by  and  by, 
I  give  Thee  humble  thanks. 

— Clifford  Leivis 


November,  1949 
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CHURCH  of  GOD 


The  young  lady  pictured  above  is  Beatrice  Dodson  Yates,  who  was 
saved  at  the  early  age  of  nine,  sanctified,  filled  with  the  Holy  Ghost, 
and  joined  the  Church  of  God  when  she  was  eighteen.  She  finished 
high  school  in  her  home  town,  Bonham,  Texas,  after  which  she 
attended  Bible  Training  School  in  Cleveland,  Tennessee,  graduating 
from  the  Christian  Workers'  Course  in  1936.  For  two  years  she  was 
a  student  at  Bob  Jones  College,  and  later  a  student  at  the  Universi- 
ty of  Tennessee,  from  which  she  received  her  B.  S.  degree  in  Voca- 
tional Home  Economics.  This  summer  she  completed  her  graduate 
work  for   M.S.   degree   at   U.    T. 

Beatrice  has  served  the  Church  as  a  Sunday  School  teacher  and 
Y.  P.  E.  president  in  various  churches.  In  Greensboro,  North  Caro- 
lina, she  was  Christian  Educational  Director  and  she  has  traveled 
in  Ohio,  Alabama,  and  Texas  supervising  Daily  Vacation  Bible  School 
work. 

This  young  lady  has  been  a  teacher  in  our  Bible  Schools  in 
Appleton.  Maine,  and  Lemmon,  South  Dakota.  She  has  also  taught 
in  the  Knoxville,  Tennessee,  City  School  one  year  and  Maryville  Col- 
lege two  years.  At  present  she  is  a  teacher  at  Lee  College.  Mrs. 
Yates  attributes  her  success  in  reaching  her  goal  to  the  help  of  her 
devoted  husband,  Andrew  Yates.  May  God  richly  bless  this  splendid 
young  couple. 


Edward  F.  McLean  is  the  deserving  spotlight  personality  for  Novem- 
ber. He  was  born  in  Wake  County,  North  Carolina,  on  January  19, 
1927.  He  gave  his  heart  to  Christ  in  Angier,  North  Carolina,  in  1943, 
and  has  been  an  ardent  Christian   since  that   time. 

Edward  received  his  basic  education  in  the  grammar  and  high  school 
of  Angier.  He  then  attended  Campbell  College,  and  finally  Holmes  Bible 
Institute  in  Greenville,  South  Carolina.  He  began  preaching  almost  im- 
mediately after  his  conversion,  having  about  six  years'  experience  at 
the  present  time.  He  has,  at  times,  shared  the  persecutions  of  Christ, 
at  times  being  forced  to  sleep  on  the  ground  with  the  sky  as  his 
only  covering.  His  messages  are  original,  frank,  persuasive  and  appeal- 
ing. Edward  has  felt  the  call  to  Cuba  as  a  missionary.  He  has  already 
visited  the  country,  and  he  and  his  wife  are  now  in  the  States  making 
final  plans  to  go  as  missionaries  as  soon  as  possible. 

His  wife  is  the  former  Dorothy  Jean  Skelton,  of  Gainesville,  Georgia, 
She  was  schooled  in  the  public  schools  of  Gainesville,  Franklin  Springs 
Bible  School,  Nurses  Training  School  in  Radford,  Virginia,  and  is  a 
graduate  of  Breneau  College.  She  is  a  very  capable  teacher.  She  and 
her  husband  are  both  unusually  consecrated  Christians.  Together  they 
are  certain  to  make  a  great  imprint. 


WHAT  IS  HIS  NAME? 


1.  He  was  born  on  a  ranch  in  North 
Dakota  in  the  country  of  Mercer,  Sec- 
tion 2,  Township  143/90,  Bronco  post 
office. 

2.  At  the  age  of  thirteen  he  was 
saved  and  sanctified  and  at  the  age 
of  seventeen  he  was  baptized  with  the 
Holy  Ghost. 

3.  Rev  J.  B.  Matthews,  one  who  had 
received  the  baptism  of  the  Holy 
Ghost  at  Azusa  Street,  Los  Angeles, 
California,  when  the  power  of  God 
first  fell,  was  instrumental  in  bring- 
ing him  to  Christ. 

4.  In  1916,  he  joined  the  Church  of 
God  and  in  1919  began  preaching  the 
gospel. 

5.  He  was  a  student  of  Bible  Train- 
ing School,  Cleveland,  Tennessee,  and 
has  given  considerable  time  and  ef- 
fort to  home  study,  receiving  many 
blessed  experiences  with  God  in 
prayer  and  His  divine  leadership.  His 
practical  experience  in  actual  minis- 
terial service  has  helped  to  make  him 
one  of  our  most  outstanding  minis- 
ters. 

6.  Besides  his  ministerial  work,  he 
has  handled  sheep,  cattle,  and  horses 
on  the  ranch,  done  considerable  farm 


SEE  ANSWER  ON  PAGE  22 

work,  run  a  threshing  machine  in  the 
fields  of  the  Dakotas,  mechanical 
work  in  garages,  and  built  many 
churches  and  parsonages. 

7.  He  has  served  the  Church  as 
evangelist,  bishop,  state  overseer,  pas- 
tor, Assistant  General  Overseer,  mem- 
ber of  the  Council  of  Twelve,  mem- 
ber of  standing  committees,  foreign 
mission  field  representative,  and 
chairman  of  Foreign  Missions  Board. 

8.  He  has  been  a  member  of  the 
Council  of  Twelve  and  Supreme  Coun- 
cil for  about  sixteen  years. 

9.  Through  his  untiring  efforts  he 
has  established  the  Church  of  God  in 
fifteen  states  and  Saskatchewan, 
Canada.  He  has  organized  approxi- 
mately forty  churches  which  were 
dug  out  in  his  own  evangelistic  work; 
also,  he  has  had  the  privilege  of  set- 
ting in  order  a  good  number  of 
churches  which  were  the  result  of 
someone  else's  efforts.  He  has  secured 
approximately  $500,000  worth  of  prop- 
erty on  Church  of  God  uniform  deeds 
for  the  Church. 

10.  He  married  Margaret  Virginia 
Holloway,  of  Havre  de  Grace,  Mary- 
land, and  is  the  father  of  five  chil- 


dren, a  boy  of  seventeen,  who  is  now 
in  college,  and  twin  boys  age  eleven. 
His  twin  girls  passed  away  twenty- 
three  years  ago. 

11.  This  distinguished  minister  is 
now  state  overseer  of  West  Virginia 
and  Chairman  of  the  Foreign  Mis- 
sions Board.  Who  is  he? 
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The  Lighted  Pathway 


Know  Your  Missionaries 


By  J.  Herbert  Walker,  Sr. 


Pictured  on  this  page  is  a  young 
man  who  has  accepted  the  call  to  the 
foreign  fields,  and  the  Mission  Board 
has  appointed  him  to  go  to  the  Domin- 
ican Republic  to  succeed  our  Brother 
G.  L.  Stilwell  who  recently  returned 
to  the  States  because  of  illness  in  his 
family. 

Brother  has  been  a  licensed 

minister  in  the  Church  of  God  since 
September  3,  1946.  He  served  one  year 
in  Haiti,  but  returned  to  the  States 
to  finish  his  education.  He  has  studied 
and  thoroughly  prepared  himself  for 
this,  what  he  considers  his  lifework, 
having  received  his  B.D.  degree  at 
Vanderbilt  College  this  spring.  He  and 
his  wife  left  for  Dominican  Republic 
September   15,   1949. 

This  is  the  wife  of  the  young  man 
whose  picture  appears  on  this  page; 
she  accompanied  her  husband  to  the 
Dominican  Republic.  She  was  formerly 

Miss  and  has  felt  the  call  to 

the  mission  field  for  several  years. 
She  also  has  studied  extensively  in 
preparation  for  mission  work.  She  at- 
tended high  school  in  Sevierville  at  the 
Church  of  God  Bible  Training  School, 
also  finished  Junior  College  there. 
Since  that  time  she  studied  two  vears 
at  Peabody  College  in  Nashville,  Ten- 
nessee, and  received  her  B.A.  de°ree. 


Last  month's  missionaries  were 
Reverend  Fred  R.  Litton,  wife  and 
daughter. 


GOSPELETTES 

By  MANUEL  F.  CAMPBELL 

A  great  man  is  not  determined  by  physical 
weight,  but  by  the  principles  of  the  soul. 


PANTOMIME   OF    "LOVE   LIFTED   ME" 


A  man  with  faith  in  God  is  the  great  need 
of  the  hour.  No  buckling  knees  nor  waver- 
ing faith  blocked  the  progress  of  the  early 
Christians;  they  believed  in  God  and 
marched    on    to    victory. 


God  can  survive  man's  bitter  criticism,  but 
can  man  survive  and  criticise  God? 


A  pig  can  be  completely  satisfied  by 
garbage  and  sunshine,  but  the  soul  of  man 
cries  out  for  the  living  God.  A  great  differ- 
ence,   don't   you   think? 

Every  time  a  person  speaks  he  reveals 
himself  to  the  knowing.  There  is  no  index 
to   character   so    pure   as    the    voice. 

The  best  cure  for  monotony  is  to  have 
the    Lord   talk  to   you. 

The  only  way  to  get  to  the  top  is  to 
start  at   the    bottom   and  climb    up. 

If  you  desire  knowledge,  you  must  toil 
for  it;  if  food,  you  must  work  for  it.  Labor 
is  the  law.  Pleasure  comes  through  toil 
and  not  by  self-indulgence.  When  a  young 
man  comes  to  love  his  work,  his  life  is 
happy    and    contented. 


UK 


The  above  picture  is  of  a  panto- 
mime, "Love  Lifted  Me,"  given  at 
Cawood,  Kentucky,  Church  of  God. 
Mrs.  George  W.  Ayers,  the  pastor's 
wife,  was  the  director.  She  is  the  lady 
standing  at  the  left.  The  Y.P.E.  presi- 
dent is  Silas  Barnes,  the  young  man 
seated  at  the  piano. 

God  has  richly  blessed  and  poured 


■ 
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out  His  Spirit  among  these  young  peo- 
ple. Some  have  been  saved  and  many 
blessed  at  each  appearance  of  this 
group  of  young  people.  They  have 
presented  four  or  five  good  plays  in 
the  past  year  and  each  was  deeply 
spiritual,  which  was  honored  by  God. 
For  this  and  many  other  blessings, 
we  give  praise  and  honor  to  God. — 
Rietta  Hensley,  Cawood,  Ky. 
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Evelyn   Blackstone 


"Ye  are  our  epistles  written  in  our 
hearts,  known  and  read  of  all  men: 
.  .  .  declared  to  be  the  epistle  of  Christ 
.  .  .  written  not  with  ink,  but  with  the 
Spirit  of  the  living  God;  not  in  tables 
of  stone,  but  in  fleshly  tables  of 
the  heart,"  2  Cor.  3:2,  3. 

What  is  an  epistle?  It  is  a  letter  to 
someone.  Paul  in  writing  to  the  Chris- 
tians at  Corinth  told  them  that  they 
were  letters  of  Christ.  Now  that  seems 
to  be  a  strange  thing  to  say,  does  it 
not?  I  wonder  what  the  apostle  meant 
by  it.  Just  what  does  it  mean  to  be 
a  letter  of  Christ?  and  how  does  the 
Lord  write  His  letters?  When  Jesus 
was  on  earth,  we  never  read  of  His 
writing  any  letters.  Only  once  do  we 
hear  of  His  writing  at  all  and  that 
time  He  wrote  on  the  ground.  The 
apostle  Paul  wrote  a  number  of  let- 
ters. He  wrote  epistles  to  Romans,  the 
Corinthians,  and  many  others,  but  so 
far  as  we  know,  Jesus  never  wrote  any 
letters  of  that  kind.  And  yet  He  was 
always  writing  letters.  Every  day  He 
was  writing,  and  some  of  the  letters 
He  wrote  carried  His  message  into  far 
distant  lands.  The  wonderful  thing 
about  it  is  that  Jesus  did  not  stop 
writing  His  letters  when  He  left  the 
world;  He  went  on  writing  and  He  is 
still  writing  every  day. 

How  does  Jesus  write  His  letters? 
He  writes  them  on  the  hearts  of  men 
and  women,  boys  and  girls.  When  He 
wants  to  let  the  world  know  some- 
thing about  Himself,  He  chooses  a 
boy  or  girl,  after  which  He  writes  on 
their  hearts  and  sends  them  out  into 
the  world.  If  they  are  faithful  letters, 
then  the  world  knows  more  about 
Christ. 

Jesus  is  still  in  need  of  letters.  He 
can  never  have  too  many  of  them, 
and  He  wants  to  write  on  your  heart 
and  on  my  heart.  Don't  you  think  it 
is  a  great  honor  to  be  a  letter  of 
Christ?  If  Jesus  came  into  our  church 
today  and  chose  you  to  run  an  errand 
for  Him,  would  you  not  feel  highlv 
elated?  Well,  Jesus  is  here,  although 
we  cannot  see  Him.  He  needs  to  send 
a  special  message  by  you  to  the  world. 
I  don't  know  what  that  message  is, 
but  I  know  that  nobody  can  carry  it 
quite  so  well  as  you. 

If  we  are  not  allowing  Jesus  to 
write  on  our  hearts,  we  are  letting 
other  things  be  written.  We  can't  stay 
just  blank  sheets  of  paper.  The  Lord 
has  work  for  us  to  do,  and  we  were 
saved  to  serve  Him.  He  has  many 
beautiful  things  to  tell  us,  and  won- 
derful messages  for  others.  Satan  is 
also  busy  dipping  his  pen  in  the  ink, 
but  the  messages  he  is  writing  are 
black  and  ugly.  Would  you  not  prefer 
to  be  a  living  epistle  for  Jesus  Christ? 


TRY    THIS    CROSSWORD    PUZZLE 


Margaret  J.  Miller 


ACROSS 


1.    5.    6.    Pictured    Chairman   of    the   Editorial 
and  Publications  Board  is  Rev.  .  — . 

11.  Water  was  turned  into  it  by  Jesus  at  a 
wedding   feast,   John  2. 

12.  Erbium   (Chem.)    (abbr.). 

14,  By  the   way  of. 

15.  King  of  Bashan,   Numbers  21 :33. 
17.  Fish-eating   mammal. 

19.  A  stump  of   a   branch. 

21.  What  did  the  people  do  when  Jesus 
blessed  the  five  loaves  and  two  fishes, 
Luke  9:17? 

22.  Prophet  who  was  cast  into  the  lions'  den. 

23.  Son  of  Salah  and  father  of  Peleg,  Genesis 
11:14-16. 

24.  John   saw  four  in    a   vision,   Rev.   4:6. 

27.  Part  of  the  face. 

28.  Who  has  sinned  and  come  short  of  the 
glory  of  God,  Rom.  3:23? 

29.  What  are  we  to  do  without  ceasing,  1 
Thess.    5:17? 

31.  Daughter   of   David   and   also   of   Absalom, 


2  Sam.  13:1;   14:27. 
34.  Son   of    Hammoleketh,    1    Chron.    7:18. 

36.  Where   did   John   take   Jesus'   mother  from 
the  cross,   John  19:27? 

37.  New  Zealand  tree. 

38.  Past  tense  of   "do." 

39.  Who   are   to   keep   silent  in   the  church.    1 
Cor.   14:34? 

41.  A  highway. 

43.  With  Korah  and  Dothan  he  rebeled  against 
Moses,    Numbers    16. 

46.  Conjunction. 

47.  "And  Israel  journeyed,  and  spread  his  tent 
beyond  the  tower  of ,"  Gen.  35:21. 

48.  With  what  was  the  book  sealed  that  John 
saw  in  his  vision.  Rev.   5:1? 

52.  North  Carolina  (abbr.). 

53.  Border  of  the  land  of  Judah.  Joshua   15:9. 

55.  At     what     did     Jesus     say     the     Pharisees 
strained,     Matt.    23:24? 

56.  Printer's   measure    (pi.). 

57.  Royal   Engineer    (abbr.). 

58.  To  make  an  addition  (3d  person  singular). 


DOWN 


1.  A  number. 

2.  To  strike  with   force. 

3.  Ontario    (abbr.). 

4.  What  fell  by  the  wayside  in  the  parable  of 
the  sower? 

5.  Personal    pronoun    (pi.). 

7.  Having   the   figure    of    an    egg. 

8.  What     did     the     unjust     steward     say    he 
could    not    do,    Luke    16:3? 

9.  West   Africa    (abbr.). 

10.  What  did  Paul  say  to  do  to  the  man  that 

obeyed  not  his  word,  2  Thess.  3:14? 
13.  British   Solomon   Islands   (abbr.). 
16.  Stranger    received    into    a    Hebrew    tribe. 
18.  A  rodent. 

20.  New  England   (abbr.). 

21.  Had  faith  to  believe  God  would  provide  a 
lamb  for  a  burnt-offering  instead  of  his 
son.   Gen.   22. 

23.  What  of  the  corn  did  Jesus  and  His  dis- 
cinles  pluck  on  the  sabbath  day,  Matt. 
12:1? 

24.  Mammal. 

25.  The    valley    where    David    slew    Goliath.     1 


Sam.   17. 

26.  Son  of  Joktan,  Gen.   10:26. 

27.  Prefix. 

30.  What  did  Jesus  say  was  easy.  Matt.   11:30? 

32.  In   the   midst. 

33.  Color. 

35.  Into  what  was  Daniel  cast? 

39.  Form  of  "to  be." 

40.  Last  letter  of  the  Greek  alphabet. 

41.  What  did  the  fire  do  upon  the  ground  when 
Moses  stretched  forth  his  rod  toward  heav- 
en,  Exod.   9:23? 

42.  One  time  and  no  more. 

43    Twelfth  month  of  the  Sacred  Year. 

44.  Large  bundle  of  goods. 

45.  "And also  the  Jairite  was  n  chief  ruler 

about  David,"  2  Sam.  20:26. 

47.  Each   (abbr.). 

49.  Same  as  46  across. 

50.  Who  had  the  five  barley  loaves  and  two 
fishes,  John  6:9? 

51.  Streets  (abbr.). 

53.  Bachelor  of  Science  (abbr.). 

54.  Personal   pronoun 
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Conducted  by 

Mrs.  Charles  W.  Conn 
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ys 


"School  is  out — next — Friday!"  sang 
Teddy,  as  he  trudged  along  the  village 
street.  Just  then  a  big  toad  hopped 
into  the  middle  of  the  road  right 
in  front  of  him.  Teddy  stopped  and 
looked  at  the  toad,  saying  solemnly 
(toads  don't  tell  secrets) ,  "And  I've  got 
a  job — and  I'm  going  to  buy — a  new 
coaster   wagon!" 

The  toad  hopped  away,  too  much 
surprised  to  say  a  word.  Fifteen  min- 
utes later,  Teddy  dropped  down 
from  a  big  tree  in  the  back  yard  as 
easily  as  a  caterpillar,  grabbed  hold  of 
the  screen  door  and  swung  himself 
into  the  kitchen. 

"Got  a  job,  Mother!"  he  announced. 
Mother  was  standing  over  the  stove, 
getting  supper  ready,  and  she  looked 
very  hot  and  tired. 

"And  I'm  going  to  get  a  shiny  red 
wagon!"  he  cried,  suddenly  forgetting 
that  it  was  a  great  secret,  and  danc- 
ing about  like  an  excited  grasshopper. 

Mother  smiled  and  said,  "What's  the 
job,  Son?" 

"Working  in  Mr.  Black's  garden," 
said  Teddy  importantly.  "He  said  he'd 
pay  me  as  much  as  a  man  of  my  size 
is  worth." 

"Mr.  Black  is  a  very  kind  man,"  said 
Mother  quietly.  "I  suppose  he  is  think- 
ing about  hard  times,  and  wants  to 
help  Father  without  letting  him 
know." 

"Help  Father!"  cried  Teddy  in  dis- 
may. "But  the  wagon,  you  know, 
Mother — " 

"Yes,  yes,  Teddy,  to  be  sure,"  said 
Mother  quietly.  That  was  all  she  said. 
But  it  made  Teddy  look  at  her  again, 
and  say  to  himself,  "How  tired  she 
looks!"  Out  loud  he  said,  "Need  some 
help,  Mother?" 

"Yes,  Teddy,  take  the  baby  out  in 
the  yard  and  play  with  her.  She's 
been  sick  and  cross  all  day  long,  till 
I'm  quite  worn  out." 

Teddy  was  gone  like  a  flash,  and 
soon  Mother  heard  gurgles  of  baby 
laughter  from  the  back  yard.  "He's  a 
good  boy,"  she  said,  smiling  to  her- 
self, "and  he'll  be  a  man — some  day." 

Father  came  in  to  supper  that  night 
with   his  stooped  shoulders   straight- 


ened up  and  a  happy  look  in  his  tired 
eyes.  "Mr.  Black  is  a  very  kind  man," 
he  was  saying.  "He  has  found  a  job 
for  me  in  his  factory  in  the  city,  and 
will  take  me  in  and  back  every  day. 
Thank  God!  I  feel  like  a  heavy  load 
has  dropped  off." 

"Mr.  Black  is  a  kind  man,"  said  the 
Mother  softly.  She  looked  at  Teddy 
and  he  looked  at  her,  but  did  not 
say  a  word. 

Father's  work  began  the  next  day, 
and  a  few  days  later,  when  school 
was  out,  Teddy  started  off  for  his 
work,  too,  feeling  like  a  real,  full- 
sized    man. 

I  am  sorry  to  say  he  did  not  act 
like  one,  though,  that  first  night.  He 
was  badly  sunburned,  and  his  back 
ached,  and  he  was  so  tired  that  he 
cried. 

"Poor  little  man!"  said  Mother, 
when  she  had  made  him  comfortable 

**********************44*444 
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FATHER,    WE   THANK    THEE 
By   Ralph   Waldo    Emerson 

For  flowers  that  bloom  about  our  feet, 

Father,    we   thank    Thee; 
For   tender   grass   so   fresh   and  sweet. 

Father,  we  thank  Thee; 
For  the  song  of  bird  and  hum  of  bee, 
For  all  things   fair  we  hear  or  see, 
Father   in    heaven,   we  thank  Thee. 

For   blue   of   stream   and   blue   of  sky, 

Father,  we  thank  Thee; 
For   pleasant  shade  of   branches   high, 

Father,    we   thank   Thee; 
For   fragrant   air  and    cooling   breeze. 
For   beauty   of   the   blooming    trees. 

Father  in   heaven,  we   thank  Thee. 

For   this    new   morning    with    its   light, 

Father,  we  thank  Thee; 
For  rest  and  shelter  of  the   night. 

Father,    we    thank   Thee. 
For   health    and   food,   for   love   and   friends, 
For    everything    Thy    goodness    sends, 
Father   in   heaven,   we  thank  Thee. 

— We   Bow  Our  Heads. 
**************************** 
**************************** 


and  tucked  him  into  bed  and  he  was 
fast  asleep. 

"He'll  be  better  for  it,"  said  Father. 
He  did  not  say  that  his  back  ached, 
and  that  he  was  tired,  too. 

The  summer  days  flew  by,  until 
at  last  vacation  was  almost  over.  Ted- 
dy's pennies  had  piled  up  fast,  and 
he  felt  like  a  rich  man.  Only  think, 
next  week  he  was  to  get  his  shiny 
red  coaster  wagon,  just  exactly  like 
the  one  Jack  and  Jill  O'Connor  had. 

Supper  was  over  and  the  dishes 
were  cleared  away,  and  they  were  all 
sitting  out  under  the  apple  tree.  It 
was  very  pleasant  for  them  to  sit 
there  all  together  in  the  quiet  dusk. 

"Mother,"  said  Father  suddenly, 
"I  am  out  of  debt  at  last,  thank  God. 
But — there  is  one  thing  I  have  so 
much  wanted  to  do,  and  I  just  can't 
make  it.  You  look  so  tired  and  thin, 
I  wanted  to  send  you  to  the  country 
to  Aunt  Mary's  to  rest  for  a  month. 
Ten  more  dollars  would  do  it,  but — " 

Teddy  suddenly  sat  up  very 
straight.  He  blinked  hard  and 
clinched  his  small  fists.  Just  ten  dol- 
lars !    Why — why — 

He  slipped  into  the  house  as  softly 
as  a  mouse.  Suddenly  a  little  figure 
bounced  out  of  the  dusk,  and  with 
its  hands  behind  its  back,  stood  right 
in  front  of  Father;  and  a  little  voice 
tried  to  cry  gaily,  "Which  hand  will 
you  take,  Daddy?  Which  hand?" 

The  gay  little  voice  broke  down  and 
there  was  just  the  ghost  of  a 
sob,  but  Teddy  caught  it  quickly,  and 
bravely  smiled   again. 

"This,"  said  Father,  drawing  out 
one  chubby  little  fist,  and  gently 
prying  open   the  closed   fingers. 

"It's  my  ten  dollars,"  said  Teddy 
bravely,  smiling  into  Father's  face, 
"for  Mother's  vacation!" 

Mother  tried  to  say  something,  but 
she  couldn't,  so  she  just  kissed  him. 
But  when  he  was  tucked  in  bed,  fast 
asleep,  she  bent  over  him,  whispering, 
"He's  a  good  boy,  and  he  is  getting  to 
be  a  man — very  fast." 

— Fireside  Tales. 

GRATITUDE 

By  Mrs.  G.  E.  Fearson 

A  gay  little  robin  taught  Martin 
Luther  a  great  lesson  on  gratitude. 
"It  is  the  best  preacher  I  have,"  he 
said.  "I  put  crumbs  upon  my  window 
sill,  especially  at  night.  He  hops  to  the 
window  when  he  wants  his  supper 
and  takes  as  much  as  he  desires  for 
his  need.  From  thence  he  always  hops 
to  a  little  tree  near  by,  lifts  his  voice 
to  God,  sings  his  carol  of  praise  and 
gratitude,  tucks  his  little  head  under 
his  wing,  goes  fast  to  sleep,  and  leaves 
tomorrow  to  look  out  for  itself." 

One  dreary  day  Robin  Redbreast, 
singing  cheerily  and  merrily  in  the 
midst  of  a  dismal  rain,  preached  a 
good  little  sermon  to  the  listening- 
poet  : 

"Hear  that  robin  redbreast  holler — 
Fairly  revelin'  in  song: 

He  don't  care  how  hard  it's  pourin', 
He  don't  care  a  mite  how   long; 

Tho'  he's  gettin'  wet  an'  soppin', 
He  says  weather  all  depends 

On  the  state  of  one's  own  feelin's: 
What  is  best  the  good  Lord  sends." 
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Southwestern  Regional 
Youth  Congress 


The  Southwestern  Youth  Congress 
convened  at  Coffeyville,  Kansas, 
August  23-26,  under  the  direction  of 
our  National  Youth  Director,  Rev. 
Ralph  E.  Williams.  Brother  Williams 
along  with  Brother  Dowdy,  host  over- 
seer, and  Brother  Waller,  host  pas- 
tor, is  to  be  commended  for  the 
splendid  way  in  which  they  conduct- 
ed the  Congress.  Young  and  old  alike 
were  overjoyed  with  the  wonderful 
spirit  which  prevailed  throughout  the 
whole  meeting.  It  was  not  an  un- 
common thing  to  hear  shouts  of  glory 
rise,  and  feel  the  presence  of  a  higher 
power. 

The  singing  was  superb,  both  spe- 
cial and  choral.  We  used  our  latest 
publication,  "Lasting  Covenant,"  and 
the  songs  swelled  under  the  direction 
of  such  leaders  as  H.  B.  Ellis,  Jimmie 
Rickles,  W.  R.  Collins,  Charles  Tilley, 
and  others.  The  special  singing  was 
a  treat  to  look  forward  to  in  the  aft- 
ernoon and    evening     services,     with 


trios,  solos,  and  quartets  from  the 
different   states   represented. 

There  were  morning  classes,  or 
study  groups,  on  interesting  subjects 
that  will  be  beneficial  to  any  leader 
in  his  home  church.  Some  of  the 
subjects  were:  Youth  Leadership, 
Children's  Church,  Missions,  Visual 
Aid,  Y.  P.  E.  Organization,  and  others. 
We  enjoyed  the  teaching  of  such  out- 
standing persons  as  Rev.  and  Mrs. 
Lewis  Willis,  of  Florida;  Rev.  E.  C. 
Thomas,  of  North  Carolina;  Mrs. 
Ralph  Williams,  of  Tennessee;  and 
some  of  our  local  talent. 

The  afternoon  services  were  won- 
derful, due  to  the  variety.  There  were 
singing,  quiz  programs,  a  problem 
clinic,  panel  discussions,  and  other 
interesting  things.  To  me,  the  feature 
attraction  or  the  quizz  programs, 
which  were  both  Biblical  and  musical, 
with  prizes  for  the  winner. 

Evening  services  were  evangelistic, 
and  we  were  blessed  with  wonderful 


messages  from  Rev.  E.  C.  Thomas, 
youth  director  of  North  Carolina; 
Rev.  Lewis  Willis,  youth  director  of 
Florida;  and  Rev.  Zeno  C.  Tharp, 
Assistant  General  Overseer.  The 
crowning  touch  of  this  service  was 
when  all  Christians  gathered  in  the 
altar  for  a  dismissal  prayer. 

Every  committee  performed  its 
duty  with  willingness  and  enthusi- 
asm, thus  making  the  success  of  the 
Congress  more  complete. 

I  feel  that  I  am  safe  in  saying  that 
everyone  who  attended  the  South- 
western Regional  Youth  Congress 
went  back  home  with  greater  knowl- 
edge and  a  desire  to  work,  as  a  result 
of  having  attended. — Norma  Hind- 
mon,  Chairman,  Reporting  Commit- 
tee. 

STATES   REPRESENTED: 
Arkansas,    Mississippi,    Louisiana, 
Oklahoma,    Missouri,    Texas,    Kansas, 
New  Mexico,  Colorado,  Nebraska,  Iowa. 


Western  Regional  South  Congress 


The  Western  Regional  Youth  Con- 
gress convened  at  the  Fresno  Gospel 
Temple,  August  30  through  Septem- 
ber 1.  What  a  great  spiritual  feast  the 
West  enjoyed,  and  what's  more,  they 
want  more  of  it!  This  was  the  first 
Youth  Congress  to  come  to  the  West, 
and  I'm  sure  that  it  will  be  part  of 
the  yearly  program  from  now  on.  The 
number  in  attendance  was  very  close 
to  500,  and  the  interest  shown  was 
remarkable. 

The  congregational  singing  and 
special  singing  alike  were  very  inspi- 
rational throughout  the  Congress. 
We  were  privileged  to  have  the 
Daniels  family  and  Mr.  Don  Smith 
with  us  on  Wednesday  night.  This 
quartet  really  blessed  our  souls. 

Among  the  special  guests  and  offi- 
cials whom  we  were  so  happy  to  have 
with  us  were:  Rev.  Zeno  C.  Tharp, 
Assistant  General  Overseer,  and  his 
wife;  Rev.  Ralph  E.  Williams,  Nation- 
al Youth  Director,  and  his  wife;  Rev. 
Paul  Stallings,  of  Canton,  Ohio,  rep- 
resentative of  the  National  Youth 
Board. 

The  states  represented  in  this  Con- 
gress were:  Arizona,  California, 
Nevada,  Utah,  Idaho,  Washington,  and 
Oregon,  and  the  good  si~ate  overseers 
of  these  states  were  with  us;  namely, 
Rev.  John  Douglas,  Sr.,  Rev.  R.  C. 
Muncy,  and  Rev.  J.  H.  Hughes.  Every 
one  of  them  proved  to  be  a  great 
blessing  and  inspiration  to  the  youn'j 
people  present. 

We  can't  forget  either  that  the 
great  program  which  we  so  enjoyed 
was  made  possible  by  the  tireless  ef- 
forts and  planning  of  the  youth  di- 
rectors of  these  states:  Rev.  Glenn 
C.  Grove,  Sister  Io  Garlit,  and  Rev. 
R.  C.  Muncy. 


The  opening  service  Tuesday  night 
was  wonderful  from  beginning  to  end. 
Paul  Stallings  spoke  on  the  subject, 
"Youth  at  the  Crossroads."  He 
brought  to  our  minds  the  triple  al- 
liance of  the  devil  that  the  youth  of 
todav  has  to  meet — the  world,  the 
flesh,  and  the  devil — but  he  also  told 
us  how  youth  can  cope  with  these 
problems.  We  received  great  bene- 
fits from  this  message.  We  had  a  won- 
derful altar  service  at  the  end  of  this 
service  and  souls  were  truly  blessed. 

Wednesday  and  Thursday  mornings 
we  had  our  special  study  groups  on 
Y.  P.  E.  Organization,  Youth  Leader- 
ship and  Program  Preparation, 
D.  V.  B.  S.,  Personal  Evangelism,  Chil- 
dren's Church  and  Junior  Y.  P.  E., 
and  Sunday  School  in  Action.  We 
learned  much  in  these  three  hours  of 
instruction;  we  were  given  brochures 
on  these  different  subjects  to  take 
home  with  us  and  study  more  com- 
pletely. The  one  thing  we  regretted 
was  that  the  time  was  too  short  in 
these  classes,  but  we  came  home  bet- 
ter prepared  to  help  and  inspire  our 
youth  of  the  West  than  we  were  be- 
fore. 

Wednesday  afternoon  Rev.  Ralph 
Williams  brought  a  heart-stirring 
message,  "Church  of  God  Youth,  Past, 
Present,  Future."  Rev.  Floyd  McClung 
preached  a  wonderful  message, 
"Should  I  Be  a  Church  Member?" 

In  the  evening  service,  Rev.  R.  C. 
Muncy  spoke  on  the  subject,  "Build- 
ing a  Better  Road,"  and  I  know  that 
it  is  a  message  that  will  never  be 
forgotten  by  those  who  heard  it. 

After  the  classes  Thursday  morn- 
ing, we  had  a  "Stop  the  Music"  con- 
test, which  proved  to  be  a  wonder- 
ful few  minutes  of  rest  and  recreation 


enjoyed  by  everyone.  The  following 
service  was  one  of  the  best  of  the 
Congress.  God's  power  came  down  in 
such  a  wonderful  way;  tears  ran  down 
cheeks  and  hearts  were  so  blessed. 
Rev.  Robert  Ball,  of  Cincinnati,  Ohio, 
brought  a  soul-stirring  message  on 
"God's  Personnel  Department."  We 
found  that  there  is  a  job  for  every 
one  of  us,  and  no  need  for  unemploy- 
ment in  God's  field  of  labor. 

In  the  afternoon,  we  had  "Tribute 
to  Lee  College"  by  Rev.  F.  W.  Goff, 
and  the  subject,  "A  New  School  is 
Born"  by  Esther  Holland.  Following 
was  a  panel  discussion  "I'd  Like  to 
Ask  a  Question."  Rev.  John  Douglas, 
Sr.  brought  a  message  on  "Youth 
and  the  Pentecostal  Blessing."  Our 
youth  of  today  cannot  be  all  they 
should  be  without  the  inspiration 
and  fire  that  the  Holy  Ghost  gives. 

An  enjoyable  feature  of  the  Con- 
gress was  the  Leadership  Luncheon 
given  at  4:30  Thursday  afternoon.  We 
had  a  great  time  of  fellowship  to- 
gether. 

Thursday  night  we  were  happy  to 
hear  the  little  Kazoo  band  of  the 
Juniors  from  Fresno,  California.  They 
are  really  doing  a  wonderful  job  un- 
der the  direction  of  Brother  Ray 
Denny. 

Rev.  Zeno  C.  Tharp  brought  the 
closing  message  of  the  Congress  on 
"Youth  and  Marriage."  This  message, 
filled  with  wonderful  advice,  can  in- 
deed be  a  real  steppingstone  to  the 
youth  who  heard  it. 

We  can  say  from  the  very  depth  of 
our  hearts,  "We  appreciate  so  much 
the  great  blessing  received  in  having 
the  privilege  to  attend  such  a  errand 
Youth  Congress  where  we  could  see 
for  ourselves  the  many  fine  young 
people  who  are  traveling  the  way  to 
heaven  with  us." — Mrs.  J.  H.  Steen- 
burgh,  3450  20th  St.,  San  Francisco 
10,  Calif. 
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A  Young  Person's  View  of  the 
Southeastern  Youth  Congress 


DID  YOU  ATTEND  THE  SOUTH- 
EASTERN YOUTH  CONGRESS?  I  did, 
and  it  was  a  privilege  never  to  be 
forgotten!  On  the  13th  of  August, 
at  the  Georgia  State  Campground,  a 
large  group  of  men  and  women  from 
six  southeastern  states  met  for  three 
days  of  study  and  instruction  on  how 
to  become  more  effective  workers  in 
leading  the  lost  to  Jesus.  This  Youth 
Congress  had  in  attendance  some  of 
the  best  youth  leaders  the  Church  of 
God  affords.  They  came  with  a  desire 
for  a  blessing,  but  with  a  greater  de- 
sire to  listen  and  learn  in  order  to 
be  examples  to  the  young  folks  back 
home  who  were  not  fortunate  enough 
to  attend. 

Each  study  group  was  inspiring, 
and  the  results  of  these  groups  are 
already  being  felt  in  churches  over 
the  South.  It  has  been  my  privilege  to 
attend  study  groups  in  other  Pente- 
costal youth  rallies,  and  I  am  happy  to 
say  that  the  teachers  at  the  South- 
eastern Youth  Congress  were  second 
to  none  in  preparation,  materials,  and 
prayerful  teaching. 

We  had  panel  discussions  that 
showed  me  more  than  ever  before  my 
place  and  the  responsibility  in  the 
Church  of  God  that  goes  with  it. 
Brother  Brinsfield  and  his  co-workers, 
in  their  talks,  put  a  burning  desire 
in  the  heart  of  everyone  there  to  at- 
tend Lee  College  and  equip  himself  for 
the  future.  One  of  the  speakers  in  the 
discussion  made  this  statement,  "Even 
though  I  was  reared  in  a  Church  of 
God  home,  I  believe  I  would  have  been 
unsaved  today  if  I  had  not  attended 
our  own  Lee  College."  That  young  man 
is  one  of  our  successful  young  min- 
isters and  his  words  should  arouse  us 
to  the  realization  that  the  crucial  time 
in  the  life  of  the  youth  is  during  his 
school  years.  Prayerful,  Christian 
training  at  our  School  has  helped  to 
guide  hundreds  of  our  boys  and  girls 
to   paths   of   righteousness. 

We  were  delighted  to  have  our 
general  officials  with  us,  and  their 
presence  and  the  wonderful  things 
they  said  will  remain  with  us  to  help 
when  the  going  looks  hard.  Among 
those  present  were:  Rev.  H.  L.  Chesser, 
Rev.  Zeno  C.  Tharp,  Rev.  J.  Stewart 
Brinsfield,  Rev.  J.  D.  Bright,  Rev. 
Charles  W.  Conn,  and  Rev.  A.  M.  Phil- 
lips. 

On  the  last  afternoon,  we  were 
blessed  with  sermons  by  four  young 
ministers,  who  told  us  how  to  conquer 
through  Christ.  Each  speaker  was 
anointed  of  God,  and  although  their 
time  was  short,  they  wasted  no  words 
and  filled  the  time  with  things  from 
God    that   we    shall    long    remember. 

Our  state  overseers  were  present  to 
help  and  encourage  and  their  part  on 
the  program  was  an  inspiration  to 
all.  Their  topic  for  discussion  was 
"Youth's  Place  in  the  Church,"  and 
you  and  I  were  given  plenty  to  do,  with 
these  great  men  behind  us  pushing. 


The  night  services  were  evange- 
listic, and  we  heard  mighty  sermons 
delivered  with  power  by  young  men 
who  are  busy  doing  great  things  for 
God.  Their  messages  were  forceful 
and  direct  and  each  night  the  altar 
was  filled. 

The  singing  was  some  of  the  best, 
sung  by  our  own  young  people  who 
are  living  their  religion  every  day. 
The  North  Carolina  Orphanage  Band 
was  there,  and  to  listen  to  them  play 
"What  a  Friend  We  Have  in  Jesus" 
was  a  wonderful  thing.  We  just  can't 
tell  you  how  the  mighty  presence  of 
God  came  down  and  caused  our  hearts 
to  rejoice  and  leap  for  joy!  Those 
orphans  are  young,  very  young,  but 
their  lives,  through  music,  are  prov- 
ing  what   young    people    can   do   for 


Christ.  The  large  Greenville,  S.  O, 
Band  was  there,  and  its  influence  on 
the  Congress  will  never  be  forgotten. 
Many  hours  were  spent  in  prayer  and 
fasting,  and  we  who  attended  should 
like  to  tell  you  that  we  felt  God's 
divine  approval  on  the  entire  Con- 
gress. A  number  of  days  have  passed 
since  the  Congress,  but  in  meeting  at 
local  youth  rallies,  it  is  still  the  topic 
of  conversation  among  the  Church 
of  God  youth.  Our  Congress  was  di- 
rected and  led  from  beginning  to  end 
by  able  men  and  women  who  are 
giving  their  best  for  our  Church  and 
its  teaching.  We,  the  Church  of  God 
youth,  appreciate  their  efforts  and 
feel  that  this  is  only  the  beginning; 
we  eagerly  await  the  next  Congress 
with  joyful  anticipation. 


Mississippi  State  youth  Congress 


At  ten  o'clock  Wednesday,  July  13, 
the  Annual  State  Youth  Congress  and 
Convention  convened  in  the  Missis- 
sippi Tabernacle  at  Jackson.  E.  H. 
Babb,  state  youth  director,  moderated 
the  Youth  Congress.  At  the  eleven 
o'clock  service,  the  Delta  district 
youth  director,  Sister  Lillian  Busby, 
brought  a  soul-stirring  message  on 
the  subject,  "The  Challenge  to  Chris- 
tian Youth,"  which  helped  each  of 
us  to  realize  that  which  confronts 
Christian  youth.  After  Sister  Busby's 
message,  Dr.  Lindsley,  owner  of  the 
Mississippi  Tabernacle,  was  intro- 
duced by  our  state  overseer,  and  his 
warm  words  of  welcome  made  all  feel 
at  home. 

Throughout  the  Youth  Congress, 
our  souls  were  blessed  as  the  young 
ministers  and  older  ministers  brought 
timely,  inspirational,  Holy-Ghost- 
anointed  messages.  The  message  de- 
livered by  Thomas  Shoemaker,  of 
Louisiana,  enlarged  our  vision  of  the 
benefits  of  a  Daily  Vacation  Bible 
School  in  every  church.  His  message 
was  followed  with  a  timely  and  in- 
structive message  by  Brother  Garland 
Griffis,  of  Lee  College.  His  thought 
was  "Youth  and  Education."  Luther 
Turner,  youthful  pastor  of  the  Hat- 
tiesburg  Church,  delivered  a  forceful 
message  on  the  subject,  "Youth  Ac- 
cepting the  Challenge."  Then  C.  E. 
Richard,  pastor  at  Memphis,  Tenn., 
gave  a  great  message,  and  many  came 
forward  for  prayer. 

The  first  speaker  Thursday  was 
Cecil  Knight,  who  delivered  a  fine 
message  on  "Youth  and  Evangelism." 
Then  Charles  Kendall,  of  Louisiana, 
brought  a  soul-stirring  message. 
Brother  T.  M.  McClendon,  state  over- 
seer of  Louisiana,  climaxed  the  morn- 
ing service  with  an  instructive  mes- 
sage to  ministers.  In  the  afternoon, 
L.  C.  Greene  delivered  a  fine  message 
on     "Youth     for     Christ — Christ    for 


Youth."  Then  followed  a  general 
discussion  of  our  Sunday  School  and 
Y.  P.  E.  work. 

Thursday  evening  the  tabernacle 
was  filled  with  young  and  old,  and  as 
Timmie  Whittington  directed  the 
choral  and  special  singing,  the  power 
of  God  filled  the  tabernacle.  The  wel- 
come address  by  Rev.  Kennedy,  our 
host  pastor,  warmed  our  hearts.  Dr. 
Norman  G.  Price,  President  of  the 
Jackson  Ministerial  Association,  wel- 
comed us. 

Brother  Dych,  Superintendent  of 
our  Orphanage,  endeared  himself  and 
the  Orphanage  by  the  good  program 
of  songs  rendered  by  the  girls  and 
boys  of  the  Homes,  and  inspired 
our  workers  to  greater  efforts  for 
the  Orphanage  cause.  The  service 
closed  with  a  liberal  offering  for  the 
children.  Thus  ended  our  Youth  Con- 
gress, and  the  expression  from  many 
was,  "This  has  been  the  greatest 
Youth  Congress  we  have  ever  had." 
—Mrs.  E.   H.  Babb. 


FIRST  YOUTH   FOR  CHRIST 

MEETING  HELD  IN   PALMER, 

ALASKA 

The  first  Youth  for  Christ  Congress 
was  held  in  the  largest  church  in 
Palmer,  with  over  200  in  attendance. 
Rev.  J.  H.  Davis'  daughter,  Ramona, 
is  the  president  of  the  Youth  for 
Christ  of  this  city.  This,  to  them,  was 
some  large  crowd  to  get  into  a  church 
in  Alaska,  for  so  many  of  the  youth 
there  are  steeped  in  sin.  "The  curse  of 
drink  and  immorality  are  the  pre- 
vailing sins." 

They  ask  that  you  join  in  prayer 
that  God  will  abundantly  bless  these 
young  people  in  Alaska. 


November,  1949 
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A  true  story,  told  to  the  author  by  a  missionary  to  Africa. 


By  Estelle  M.  Grant 


Even  the  African  mornings  are  hot 
and  sticky.  A  year  on  the  mission 
station  in  Rhodesia  had  taught  Dr. 
Jack  Hamilton  and  his  wife  Vera  that 
their  best  time  for  work  was  early  in 
the   morning. 

Vera  conducted  an  open-air  dis- 
pensary, for  Jack's  small  hospital  was 
needed  for  the  more  serious  cases. 
Having  no  clocks  in  the  jungle,  Vera 
soon  learned  that  the  natives  meas- 
ured time  by  the  position  of  the  sun, 
and  this  morning  she  was  late. 

A  few  minutes  before,  as  she  opened 
her  box  of  supplies,  there  was  a 
wild  scramble  of  patients  when  a 
deadly  snake  slithered  out  of  the  drug 
box.  Fortunately,  Jack  had  been  close 
by  and  had  killed  the  reptile  before 
any  harm  was  done. 

"I  think  I  shall  build  you  a  drug- 
store on  wheels,  Vera,"  noting  her 
trembling  hands  and  white  face.  Vera 
couldn't  seem  to  get  over  her  terror 
of  snakes. 

"Oh,  fine,  Jack — that  will  be  a  big- 
help." 

Jack  had  gone  right  to  work,  and 
this  morning  Vera  had  the  pleasure 
of  wheeling  out  her  drugstore 
for  the  first  time.  The  circle  of  dusky 
figures,  seated  on  the  ground  waiting 
for  her,  crowded  close  to  see  this 
novelty. 

Vera  smiled  indulgently.  "They  are 
like  children — delighted  over  any- 
thing new  and  different,"  she 
thought,  seating  her  first  patient  be- 
side the  cart. 

With  infinite  patience,  sympathy, 
and  understanding,  she  listened 
while  they  enumerated  their  ills  and 
needs.  Skillfully,  she  applied  healing 
lotions,  ointments,  bandages — even 
teeth  were  extracted.  As  she  worked, 
she  told  the  wonderful  story  of  Jesus 
and  His  love — how  He  came  a  little 
babe,  grew  to  manhood,  went  to  the 
cross,  shed  His  precious  blood  that 
they  might  be  freed  from  the  witch 
doctors  and  the  power  of  sin,  died, 
and  rose  again. 

Damp  ringlets  of  hair  stuck  to  her 
forehead,  weariness  began  to  etch  lines 
in  her  face.  There  seemed  to  be  an 
endless  line  of  patients  this  morning. 

Suddenly  her  houseboy,  who  had 
recently  accepted  Christ,  came  and 
stood  beside  her.  "Look,  Mother" 
(they  all  called  her  mother),  "see  off 
there.  There  come  another — she  bad 
sick — come  on  hands  and  knees — see!" 

Vera  looked.  Sure  enough,  at  the 
edge  of  the  clearing,  she  could  make 
out  a  figure  crawling  along  the 
ground  with  evident  effort  and  pain- 
ful slowness. 

"Go  help  her,  Twanda,"  she  or- 
dered,   laying    a  persuasive    hand    on 


his  arm. 

Vera  saw  his  reluctance  and  felt 
the  sudden  tension  among  the  pa- 
tients. She  knew  what  was  going  on 
in  the  minds  of  these  poor  children 
of  darkness.  The  very  minute  Twan- 
da showed  any  signs  of  obeying  her 
order  to  help  the  approaching  suf- 
ferer, they  would  flee,  for  she  was  an 
outcast. 

Superstition  lived  long  in  the  hearts 
of  the  heathen.  They  believed  im- 
plicitly in  the  witch  doctor.  When  he 
failed  to  heal  or  help  one  of  their 
number,  and  announced  the  patient 
was  in  the  power  of  evil  spirits,  im- 
mediately the  victim  was  cut  off  from 
all  human  contact  and  aid,  and  was 
left  to  die  without  help. 

There  was  no  doubt  in  Vera's  mind 
but  what  this  woman  was  such  an 
outcast. 

Vera  saw  that  Twanda  was  in  the 
grip  of  the  old  heathen  fear. 

"Twanda,"  she  said  softly  and  en- 
couragingly, a  prayer  in  her  heart, 
"you  know  Jesus  died  for  her  as  well 
as  for  you,  and  when  Jesus  is  with 
you,  nothing  can  hurt  you.  Go,  help 
her  in!" 

For  just  a  moment  he  hesitated, 
and  then  started  on  a  trot  toward 
the  clearing.  As  Vera  had  foreseen, 
with  Twanda's  going  the  remaining 
natives  took  to  their  heels  and  were 
soon  lost  in  the  shadows  about  the 
compound. 

Vera  saw  at  once,  when  Twanda 
brought  the  poor  half-dead  woman 
into  the  compound,  that  she  was  a 
hospital  case.  Sending  Twanda  for 
Jack,  she  gave  what  relief  she  could 
until  he  arrived. 

"How  did  you  ever  get  so  dreadful 
a  burn  as  this?"  questioned  Vera, 
gently  bathing  away  the  filth  with 
which  the  witch  doctor  had  smeared 
the  woman. 

"We  go  big  beer  drink — sleep  too 
near  fire.  When  we  wake  up,  my  man 
call  witch  doctor.  He  say  evil  spirits 
live  in  here,"  pointing  to  her  heart. 

"O  Jack!  I'm  so  glad  you're  here," 
greeted  Vera,  as  her  tall  husband 
came  back  with  Twanda.  "We've  a  real 
case  here.  It  will  take  all  our  skill  and 
plenty  of  good  nursing." 

"So  I  see,"  he  said,  preparing  to 
take  her  into  the  hospital.  He  and 
Twanda  lifted  her  gently  to  a  canvas 
stretcher  and  they  started  for  the 
hospital. 

"What  happened  after  the  witch 
doctor  told  your  family  you  had  evil 
spirits  in  your  heart?"  asked  Vera, 
walking  alongside  the  stretcher. 

"My  man  and  children  put  me  out 
in  the  bush  to  die." 

"Where  is  your  home,  and  how  did 


you  know  where  the  mission  was?' 
asked  Jack. 

She  named  a  village  sixteen  miles 
away. 

"And  you  came  all  those  miles  on 
your  hands  and  knees?"  asked  Vera, 
with  a  catch  in  her  voice. 

"Man  from  other  village  tell  me 
about  paleface  mother.  He  say  she 
and  her  man  have  white  hearts — help 
people — not  like  witch  doctor.  They 
have  new  God — so  I  come." 

"You  mean  the  Lord  Jesus,"  an- 
swered Vera.  "He  is  the  only  One  who 
can  cleanse  your  heart  from  sin  and 
make   it  white  and  pure." 

"You  mean  I  could  have  white 
heart,  too?"  questioned  the  woman 
wonderingly. 

"Yes,  you,  too,"  answered  Vera  and 
Jack  together. 

It  took  many  week's  of  good  nurs- 
ing, and  all  the  skill  at  Jack's  com- 
mand to  save  that  poor  woman,  but 
God  honored  their  faith  and  work. 

The  day  came  when  "Whiteheart," 
as  they  had  named  her  after  she  ac- 
cepted the  Lord  Jesus  Christ  as  her 
Saviour,  stood  tall  and  straight,  well 
and  strong  once  more,  clothed  in  new, 
clean  garments,  a  Bible  in  her  hand 
and  a  light  of  love  and  determination 
in  her  eyes. 

"I  go  tell  Jesus  story  to  my  people. 
Pray  I  soon  bring  children  to  mis- 
sion school,  so  they  find  white  hearts, 
too.  You  say  Jesus-man  love  them 
too?" 

"Yes,  Whiteheart,  Jesus  loves  your 
people.  He  died  for  them.  His  Word 
says  that  whosoever,  that  means  all 
who  will,  believes  on  His  name,  may 
be  saved." 

With  the  Bible  held  close  to  her, 
Whitehead's  face  glowed  with  hap- 
piness. "Jesus  so  wonderful— thank 
God — thank  you.  I  happy  to  go  tell 
story  to  my  people.  I  hurry— tell  'em 
soon,"  and  she  started  off  on  her  long 
journey  back  to  her  family  and  village. 

Vera's  eyes  were  misty  as  she  and 
Jack  waved  a  good-bye.  "If  she  were 
the  only  one,  Jack,  it  would  all  be 
worth  while,   wouldn't  it?" 

"It  certainly  would.  God  has  en- 
abled us  to  help  her  back  to  health 
and  strength,  and  the  Lord  gave  her 
a  white  heart  when  she  asked  Him 
to  forgive  her.  When  we  remember 
how  she  crawled  sixteen  miles  on 
hands  and  knees  to  seek  forgiveness, 
and  when  we  think  of  many,  in  a  land 
of  civilization,  who  won't  trouble  to 
ride  a  few  blocks  in  their  fine  cars  to 
hear  the  Word  of  God,  yes,  our  work 
here  is  worth  while." 

They  watched  until  Whiteheart's 
figure  was  lost  in  the  shadow  of  the 
great  trees. — Sunday  School  Times. 
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BOOK    RE  VIE  WS 

All  books  reviewed  can  be  purchased  from 
the  Church  of  God  Publishing  House,  2502 
Montgomery  Avenue,  Cleveland,  Tenn. 


IN  OUR  IMAGE,  text  selected  by  Houston 
Harte,  illustrated  by  Guy  Rowe,  foreword 
by  Kent  Cooper,  197  pages,  cloth  bound, 
Oxford $10.00 

This  is  a  superlative  book — one  that  over- 
whelms the  imagination.  I  have  seen  nothing 
to  compare  with  its  beauty  in  recent  years. 
It  is  a  book  of  character  studies  from  the  Old 
Testament,  with  its  text  taken  directly  from 
the  King  James  Version  Bible.  Houston  Harte 
first  conceived  the  idea  of  the  book  many 
years  ago,  but  did  not  prematurely  rush  his 
idea  into  print.  Because  he  permitted  his  plan 
to  ripen  in  his  own  mind,  we  now  have  a 
volume  whose  maturity  is  readily  evident. 

Twenty-six  stirring  life  records  are  included, 
each  told  in  the  bold,  masterful  beauty  of  the 
Bible  text.  It  is  not  a  book  about  the  Bible; 
it  is  the  Bible— with  life,  with  breath,  with 
beauty  to  match  its  message.  The  Bible  per- 
sonalities included  range  from  Adam  to  the 
prophets,  and  are  the  selections  of  Mr.  Harte 
himself,  as  compared  with  the  selections  of 
seven   prominent  clergymen. 

The  thirty-two  full-color  portraits  of  the 
Old  Testament  personalities  seem  to  be  actual- 
ly alive.  I  wept  with  Jephthah;  I  writhed  in 
pain  with  Job;  I  heard  the  voice  of  the 
tempter  with  Adam  and  Eve;  I  witnessed  the 
desolation  of  the  earth  with  Noah  and  his 
wife.  This  is  real  art — not  handsome,  idealized 
paintings,  made  unreal  and  nonhuman  by  un- 
likely glamour  and  artificial  beauty.  There  is 
much  of  symbol  in  them  that  cannot  be  re- 
ceived by  casual  notice,  but  they  deserve  study 
as  much  as  the  text.  I  can  understand  why 
Mr.  Rowe  became  a  Christian  during  the  three 
and  one-half  years  he  spent  painting  the 
portraits.  He  has  dedicated  the  remainder  of 
his  life  to  religious  art. 

Every  inch  of  the  large  book  is  the  product 
of  real  book-making  art.  From  the  impressed 
emblem  and  the  genuine  gold  title  on  the 
cover,  through  every  paragraph,  every  number, 
and  every  margin  there  is  evidence  of  pains- 
taking planning.  It  is  a  beautiful  book,  one 
to  be  cherished  in  your  home  for  many  gener- 
ations. 

— o — 
GIVE   ME    THY   VINEYARD,   by   Guy   Howard, 
illustrated  by   Steve  Miller,  287  pages,  cloth- 
bound,    Zondervan $3.00 

There  are  some  poignant  lines  by  the  Ozark 
poet,  Dennis  Murphy,  which  are  brought  to 
mind  by  this  prize-winning  novel: 

Doomed  people  of  my  Ozark  mountain  clan 
Who  fraternize  with  rocks  and  scraggy  trees, 
Surrender  up  your  world,  fall  on  your  knees 
Before  lord  science  and  the  superman. 
Presumptuous  progress  called  American, 
Grown   civilized   through   incivilities 
Proposes  now  a  law  to  pillage  these 
Old  hills  and  shape  you  to  a  better  plan. 
The   people   of   the   Ozarks   were   fighting   a 
losing  battle  when  they  opposed  the  pillaging 
of  their  land  by  the  Union  Electric  Company, 


who  ran  the  farmers  from  their  farms  and 
paid  them  only  a  fraction  of  their  worth. 
When  one  of  the  company's  men  was  mysteri- 
ously killed,  suspicion  fell  on  Hiram  Jackson, 
a  stalwart  and  belligerent  hillbilly.  Hiram's 
sweetheart,  Rose  Gurney,  as  well  as  most  of 
the  hill  folk,  were  confident  of  his  innocence 
and  helped  him  escape  the  law.  Hiram  re- 
mained a  fugitive  for  years,  hiding  in  a  secret 
forest    cave. 

Rose  solicited  the  aid  of  the  community 
teacher  and  preacher,  Grady  Rogers,  who  re- 
sided in  the  Ozarks  for  the  health  of  his  sickly 
and  ill-fated  son  Tommy.  Together  they 
eventually  proved  Hiram's  innocence.  Not, 
however,  without  much  harrowing  adventure, 
and  a  surprising  turn  of  events  which  revealed 
the  actual  murderer.  Hiram  became  a  Chris- 
tian and  he  and  Rose  began  a  Christian  home. 
Guy  Howard  has  written  a  simple,  yet  in- 
triguing and  suspenseful  book.  The  illus- 
trations skillfully  complement  the  rugged,  ex- 
citing atmosphere  of  the  text.  The  book  won 
first  prize  in  Zondervan's  $10,000  International 
Fiction   Contest. 

— o — 
A  LAND  I  WILL   SHOW   THEE,  by   Marian   M. 
Schoolland,    237    pages,    hard    covers,    Eerd- 

mans $2.50 

A  combination  of  economical  insecurity  and 
dire  threats  against  their  religious  freedom 
compelled  a  hardy  group  of  Holland-born  men, 
women,  and  children  to  forsake  their  home- 
land and  migrate  to  the  strange  shores  of 
Western  Michigan.  It  was  not  easy,  then,  for 
these  harassed  colonists  to  understand  the  dis- 
enchanting experiences  of  hardship,  suffering, 
and  death  that  ensued  in  this  vast,  frighten- 
ing land. 

Perhaps  their  forsaking  the  homeland  had 
evoked  a  stinging  rebuke  from  God.  Yet  had 
not  their  foremost  devotion  been  to  Him  and 
His  Word? 

In  the  stress  of  such  questioning,  Pastor 
Van  Raalte  brightened  the  vision  of  faith, 
his  hands  held  high  by  such  loyalty  as  that 
of  the  Berghuis  family.  Certainly  admirable 
was  the  staunch  character  of  Anton  Berghuis 
who  dedicated  the  service  of  his  youth  to  the 
welfare  of  his  people  and  their  succeeding 
generations,  though  at  the  risk  of  permanent 
separation    from   the   girl    he   loved. 

This  book  is  recommended  as  more  than 
ordinary  fiction.  Based  on  actual  history,  it 
is  an  adventuresome  story  of  a  people  who 
trusted,  in  adversity  as  well  as  prosperity,  that 
every  move,  every  change,  was  directed  by  di- 
vine   providence. — E.   H. 

■ — o — 
THE   RIGHT  WAY,   by  R.   C.   Campbell,  intro- 
duction   by    J.    E.    Dillard,    174    pages,    cloth 

bound,  Broadman $1.75 

Few  men  have  the  power  to  write  sermons 
as  excitingly  as  they  preach  them,  but  such 
a  gift  is  that  of  R.  C.  Campbell.  With  much 
verve  and  precision  he  drives  each  message 
home  to  the  reader's  heart.  Few  books  of  ser- 
mons have  ever  captured  my  interest  so  quick- 
ly and  held  it  so  completely  as  this  one,  which 
is  like  a  revival  campaign  in  that  each  sermon 
leaves  you  longing  and  expectant  for  the  next. 
The  first  sermon  is  worth  the  price  of  the 
book.  It  is  titled  "Man  of  Fire"  and  deals 
with  the  true  temperament  of  Christ.  It  will 
thrill  you — just  as  will  "The  Most  Significant 
Gift,"  "Darkness  Cannot  Be  Put  Out,"  and 
all  the  other  nine.  The  author  has  made  lib- 
eral and  wise  use  of  illustrative  material  that 
adds  zest  to  the  solid  meat  of  each  message. 
It  will  do  you  good. 


MY  SERMON  NOTES  ON  BIBLICAL  CHARAC- 
TERS by  Rev.  W.  P.  Van  Wyk,  153  pages, 
cloth    bound,    Baker $1.75 

It  is  very  important  that  you  observe  that 
this  is  a  book  of  notes,  and  not  a  book  of 
outlines.  These  are  not  skeletal  sermon  forms 
prepared  for  ministers  to  use  in  hastily  pre- 
paring a  sermon,  but  they  are  expansive  and 
generous  observations  on  the  various  charac- 
ters included.  These  notes  are  really  analytical 
studies  on  the  lives  of  some  of  the  greatest 
persons  in  the  Bible.  They  are  well  supported 
with  scripture  references,  but  the  notes  con- 
tain much  psychological  observation,  as  well 
as  scriptural  exposition. 

The  notes  themselves  are  mainly  expository, 
which  is  the  sublimest  and  deepest  form  of 
preaching,  and  should  do  much  to  stimulate 
expository  preaching  from  the  pulpits  of  those 
ministers  who  read  it.  The  book  is  not  de- 
signed to  do  your  preaching  for  you,  but  to 
give  you  competent  and  envisioned  assistance 
in  preparing  your  own  sermons.  If  you  try  to 
use  it  as  a  substitute  for  personal  effort,  you 
will  be  disappointed,  but  if  you  use  it  as  a 
tool  with  which  to  labor,  it  will  do  your 
ministry  great  good.  I  rejoice  to  see  such 
books,  which  are  inducive  to  greater  effort 
on  the  part  of  the  minister  and  to  greater 
effectiveness  in  the  pulpit. 

WE  BOW  OUR  HEADS,  by  John  W.  Dober- 
stein,  illustrated  by  Peggie  Geiszel,  79  pages, 
cloth    bound,    Muhlenberg $2.50 

This  is  the  kind  of  book  that  makes  one  al- 
most wish  to  be  a  child  again.  It  is  fascinat- 
ing from  cover  to  cover,  and  is  certain  to  make 
any  youngster's  face  light  up  with  joy.  Each 
poem  and  prayer  is  simple  and  easily  under- 
stood by  any  normal  child.  Each  picture  is 
filled  with  the  imagination  and  color  that 
are  so  intriguing  to  children.  These  poems, 
prayers,  and  pictures  make  one  of  the  most 
satisfying  books  I  have  ever  seen.  I  unhesitat- 
ingly recommend  it  to  anyone  who  has  a 
child,  loves  a  child,  or  knows  a  child  he  wants 
to  especially  bless  and  make  particularly  hap- 
py. I  love  it.  Its  exquisite  beauty  has  charmed 
me. 

CHILDREN'S  PRAYERS  FOR  EVERY  DAY,  by 
Jessie  Eleanor  Moore,  illustrated  by  Edith 
May  Cunnings,  64  pages,  hard  covers,  Abing- 
don-Cokesbury        $1.00 

Forty-six  prayers  are  included  in  this  little 
volume — some  in  prose  but  most  in  poem. 
They  are  easily  learned  by  the  youngster,  and 
will  prove  healthful  to  his  daily  thinking.  It 
is  an  excellent  help  in  the  devotional  period 
oi  the  child  in  the  home,  and  can  be  used  in 
junior  church  services.  Appropriate  scripture 
texts  are  given. 

THE  SIGN  OF  A  CHILD,  by  William  Allen 
Knight,  76  pages,  cloth  bound,  Wilde,  $1.00 
Since  I  first  read  The  Song  of  Our  Syrian 
Guest  years  ago,  I  have  longed  for  another 
work  of  equal  beauty.  Here  it  is!  Dr.  Knight 
has  an  intimate  knowledge  of  the  Holy  Land, 
and  employs  that  knowledge  effectively  and 
beautifully  in  this  narrative  of  the  Christ 
Child.  Christmas  will  have  newer,  greater 
meaning  for  those  who  read  these  tender 
words,  and  allow  themselves  to  live  in  the 
days  they  describe.  This  is  not  fiction;  it  is 
not  history,  not  doctrine.  It  is  just  good 
Christmas  reading — a  narrative  both  pleasant 
and  uplifting. 

Please    turn    page 
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THE  CHOICE,  by  Paul  Sevier  Minear,  illus- 
trated by  Harry  T.  Fisk,  320  pages,  cloth 
bound,    Westminster $2.00 

Rome  was  in  a  state  of  upheaval  when 
Clement  and  Julian  arrived  in  the  ancient 
city.  A  disastrous  fire  had  recently  destroyed 
much  of  the  city,  and  Emperor  Nero  was  busy 
with  his  plans  for  reconstruction,  meanwhile 
searching  for  a  scapegoat  on  which  to  pin 
the  blame  for  the  fire.  Clement,  a  young  Jew- 
ish freedman.  and  Julian,  a  young  Greek 
freedman,  were  brought  to  Rome  by  Sabinus 
tc   help   rebuild   the   destroyed   buildings. 

In  Rome,  Clement  heard  a  fiery  preacher 
named  Peter  preach  about  a  man  named  Jesus 
who  had  been  crucified  in  Jerusalem.  Curios- 
ity urged  Clement  to  investigate  this  new  doc- 
trine, which  he  did  in  the  home  of  Jonas  in 
the  suburbs  of  Rome,  where  the  Christian 
group  met.  He  made  his  choice  to  become  a 
Christian  on  the  very  night  that  many  Chris- 
tians were  martyred  in  the  arena,  falsely  ac- 
cused by  Nero  of  setting  the  holocaust  that 
ruined  the  city.  These  were  grim  days  for 
Christians  in  Rome,  and  the  author  has  ex- 
citingly recreated  them — days  when  persecu- 
tions put  each  life  in  jeopardy;  days  when 
those  finally  died  who  had  actually  seen  Jesus 
during  His  lifetime,  leaving  the  fate  of  Chris- 
tianity in  the  hands  of  those  who  had  only 
heard  about  Him. 

By  using  the  device  of  conversations  be- 
tween Clement  and  Julian,  and  instruction 
classes  for  new  converts,  the  author  presents 
much  deep,  spiritual  teaching  that  every  young 
person  should  know,  and  of  which  every  adult 
should  be  reminded.  This  has  all  the  elements 
of  a  really  good  and  profitable  Christian  book. 
It  is  aptly  subtitled,  "A  Story  of  Christian 
Faith." 

■ — o — 
VICTORY     OVER     SUFFERING,     by     William 

Goulooze,  150  pages,  cloth  bound,  Baker  $2.00 

During  his  own  severe  illness,  the  author 
was  moved  to  write  this  book  of  comfort  for 
those  who  suffer.  It  is  not  a  weak  effort 
to  share  suffering,  but  it  offers  strength  to- 
ward gaining  victory  over  suffering.  This  vic- 
tory may  come  as  immediate  healing,  or  it 
may  come  as  the  vision  to  utilize  the  malady, 
and  the  lessons  it  teaches,  toward  some  higher 
triumph — but,  in  every  case,  ultimate  victory. 

The  book  contains  hundreds  of  testimonies 
(including  those  of  Paul  Hutchens,  Clovis  G. 
Chappell,  and  Walter  Wilson)  of  those  who 
have  gained  victory  over  suffering.  Each  chap- 
ter also  has  poems  of  comfort  and  strength- 
ening verses  from  the  Bible.  The  book  is  a 
noble  undertaking  and  should  bring  courage 
to    thousands   who   are   afflicted. 

— o — 
THE  THING  APPOINTED,  by  Harold  Lindsell, 

143  pages,   cloth  bound,   Van  Kampen     $1.75 

Unlike  many  fiction  books  that  tend  toward 
unreality,  this  narrative  has  a  heart-searching 
message  to  bring  and  does  it  realistically,  hu- 
manly, and  aptly.  It  will  not  only  satisfy  the 
desire  for  pleasurable  reading,  but  also  drive 
home   many  important  Biblical   truths. 

Placed  in  a  situation  where  Christian  in- 
tegrity is  tried,  Tom  Richards  learns  that 
God's  appointments  are  not  accidents.  The 
loss  of  his  sainted  mother,  his  position,  and 
a  girl  he  feels  he  loves  are  appointments  he 
does  not  like  to  meet.  But  God  rewards  him 
by  working  out  each  situation  in  a  way  that 
far  surpasses  Tom's  expectations  and  gives 
greater  joy  in  recompense. 

Unique  is  this  Christian  novel  which  serves 
a  dual  purpose — to  convey  rich  spiritual  truths 
and  at  the  same  time  relate  the  touching  ex- 
periences in  the  life  of  Tom  Richards.  I  heart- 
ily recommend  it,  for  it  can  be  read  with 
pleasure   and   profit. — C.  C.  H. 


THE  TRAVELLERS'  THANKS- 
GIVING 

(Continued  from  page  5) 
ashamed."  After  a  moment  of  silence, 
Allan    urged,    "Tell    me    more    about 
yourself,   Camilla — if  I   may   call  you 
that." 

"I'm  happy  for  you  to  call  me  Ca- 
milla. But  there  is  not  really  much  to 
tell  about  myself." 

"Well,  how  do  you  happen  to  be  a 
cripple — if  you  don't  mind  telling  me." 

"No,  not  at  all.  My  legs  are  para- 
lyzed. They  have  been  useless  for  the 
past  three  years." 

"This  afternoon  you  said  you  had 
not  been  home  for  the  past  three 
years,  didn't  you?" 

"Yes.  You  see,  when  Mother  and 
Father  died — ". 

"You  mean,"  Allan  interrupted, 
"that  your   parents    are  not   living?" 

Camilla  shook  her  head.  "They  died 
only  six  months  apart — there  was  an 
epidemic  of  influenza  in  our  town. 
Well,  when  Mother  and  Father  died, 
my  older  brothers  and  sisters  weren't 
able  to  care  for  me,  so  I  went  to  live 
with  my  aunt  and  uncle  on  a  farm 
near  Moore  City.  Circumstances  are 
better  at  home  now,  so  I  am  going 
back." 

"So  that  is  why  you  said  your  father 
has  had   no  financial   reverses   .   .   ." 

"I  have  no  father,"  she  finished  for 


him,  "and  I  told  you  my  plans  have 
not  been  upset.  I  felt  a  little  bad  about 
telling  you  that.  They  haven't  been 
upset  this  year,  like  yours  were — but 
three  years  ago  they  were.  I  had 
wanted  to  be  a  singer — a  Christian 
singer.  Of  course,  I  still  sing — my  voice 
is  not  impaired — but  I'll  probably 
never  realize  my  ambition." 

"God  bless  you,  Camilla,"  the  tall 
young  man  said  with  emotion,  "and 
God  help  me.  You're  the  sweetest, 
finest  Christian  I  have  ever  met.  Pray 
for  me,  Camilla." 

"Am  I  right,  Allan,  in  supposing 
that  you  are  mainly  miserable  be- 
cause you  are  running  from  God?" 

"Yes,  that  is  true.  I  can't  deny  it. 
My  real  trouble  is  spiritual  trouble. 
But  I  had  tried  to  hide  it  under  world- 
ly ambition  and  labor.  My  parents  are 
good  Christians  and  have  always 
hoped  I  would  be  a  preacher  some  day. 
I  have  been  running  from  God.  I  told 
you  I  am  a  fool  and  I  am.  Oh,  but 
you,  Camilla — you  are  good,  and  true 
— you  are  a  real  Christian.  I  need  the 
prayers  of  people  like  you." 

When  Mrs.  Hayes  passed  the  open 
door  and  glanced  into  the  parlor,  she 
was  surprised  to  see  the  tall  young 
traveller  on  his  knees  with  his  face 
buried  in  his  hands,  and  the  pretty 
young  girl  with  her  eyes  closed  and 
her  face  turned  upward  with  a  pleas- 
ant smile. 
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The  time  for  toil  is  past,  and  night  has  come — 
The  last  and  saddest  of  the  harvest  eves; 

Worn  out   with  labor,   long   and  wearisome, 
Drooping  and   faint,  the  reapers  hasten  home, 

Each  laden  with  his  sheaves. 

Last  of  the  laborers,  thy  feet  I  gain, 

Lord  of  the  harvest!   and  my  spirit  grieves 

That  I  am  burdened  not  so  much  with  grain 
As  with  a  heaviness  of  heart  and  brain; 

Master,  behold  my  sheaves. 

Few,   light,   and   worthless — yet   their   trifling   weight 
Through  all  my  frame  a  weary  aching  leaves; 

For  long  I  struggled  with  my  hapless  fate, 

And  stayed  and  toiled  till  it  was  dark  and  late — 

Yet  these  are  all  my  sheaves. 


Full  well  I  know  I  have  more  tares  than  wheat, 

Brambles  and  flowers,  dry  stalks  and  withered  leaves; 

Wherefore  I  blush  and  weep  as  at  thy  feet 
I  kneel  down  reverently  and  repeat, 

"Master,  behold  my  sheaves!" 

I   know   these   blossoms    clustering   heavily, 

With  evening  dew   upon   their   folded   leaves, 

Can  claim  no  value  or  utility — 

Therefore  shall  fragrancy  and  beauty  be 

The  glory  of  my  sheaves. 

So  do  I  gather  strength  and  hope  anew; 

For   well   I   know   thy   patient   love   perceives 
Not  what  I  did,  but  what  I  strove  to  do, 

And  though  the  full  ripe  ears  be  sadly  few 
Thou  wilt  accept  my  sheaves. 

— Elizabeth  Akers. 
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lovember  O  - 12 

In   the  HOME 

In   the  CHURCH 

In   the   SCHOOL 

This  is  American  Education  Week,  and  our  young  people  are  urged  to 
participate  in  the  special  services  to  be  held  in  the  local  churches. 

The  teaching  of  the  General  Assembly  reads :  "That  the 
Church  of  God  in  general  make  special  observance  of  Ameri- 
can Education  Week,  said  observance  to  be  for  the  promotion 
of  the  financial  and  educational  interest  of  Lee  College.  That 
the  financial  drives  of  said  week  be  conducted  on  the  basis 
of  freewill  offerings." 


lened... 


THE    RECORD    IS    BROKEN 


•  RECORD  ENROLLMENT — The  masses  that  enrolled  in  Lee  College  for  the  fall  semester  attest  the  fact  that  the  layman  is  becom- 
ing more  and  more  aware  that  Lee  College  is  giving  its  students  standard  academic  preparation  in  a  fundamentally  sound  Chris- 
tian environment. 

•  WORK  OFFERED  in  Religious  Education  .  .  .  High  School  .  .  .  and  Junior  College,  approved  curricula  in  Religion,  Liberal  Arts, 
Commerce.  All    courses    approved    by    the    Veterans    Administration  for  the   training   of  veterans. 

•  IN  ORDER  TO  SERVE — Those  who  did  not  complete  their  plans  to  enroll  for  the  fall  term,  beginning  courses  will  be  offered  during 
the  winter  semester.  You  didn't  help  make  the  record  enrollment  for  the  fall  semester,  but  you  can  begin  preparations  to  help 
break    it   for    the    winter   semester     (January    23-June    8)     by    contacting   REGISTRAR,   LEE    COLLEGE. 


"We  Aim   to  Serve" 
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A  CHRISTIAN  COLLEGE  THAT  PUTS    "first  things  first" 

CC  COLLEGE    Cleveland,  Tennessee 


L  £  L     COLLEGE     L  I  E  R  A  R Y 
CLEVELAND,     T  E N N . 


ALDA    B.    HARRISON    PUBLISHES 
NEW  BOOK 

Name:  Inspirational  Messages  for  Young 
People. 

Nature:  Personal  historette,  and  not  less 
than  fifty  rich,  inspiring  choice  editorials 
from   nineteen  years'  writing. 

Delivery:  About  April   1,    1950. 

The  Author:  Sister  Harrison  needs  no 
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Too  young  to  remember  or  appreciate 
her  first  Christmas,  this  precious  child  is 
aglow  with  the  excitement  of  her  second. 
She  has  brought  her  last  year's  doll  to  place 
it  beside  her  new  one  and  her  older  sister's 
big  doll;  they  watch  while  she  explores  one 
gift  after  another.  Such  is  the  child's  second 
Christmas. 
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!  WHAT  GOD  HAS  GIVEN  US 

|_>HRISTMAS  IS  UNIVERSALLY  ACCEPTED  as  a  time 
|f  giving.  People  who  are  ordinarily  very  selfish  and  miser- 
h  will  usually  be  infected  by  the  spirit  of  Christmas  to 
(he  extent  that  they  will  at  least  favor  their  special  friends 
j/ith  seasonal  remembrances.  Many  vain  persons  use  the 
|eason  to  make  a  lavish  display  of  their  generosity.  Every- 
one likes  to  give  something  at  Christmas  time. 
I  Few  of  us  stop  to  think  why  we  give  gifts  on  Christmas. 
the  first  Christmas  was  a  time  of  giving,  and  we  en- 
deavor to  preserve  that  benevolent  spirit.  The  cattle  gave 
:ip  their  manger  so  the  Christ  Child  might  have  a  place 
'0  rest.  The  shepherds  gave  their  adoration,  and  the  wise 
nen  gave  gold,  frankincense,  and  myrrh.  These  were 
ban's  gifts  to  God. 

|  God's  gift  to  man  is  incalculable.  He  gave  his  heart 
!yhen  He  gave  His  Son;  He  gave  love  and  pardon;  He  gave 
jife  and  hope;  He  gave  joy  and  security.  We  might  easily 
lake  God's  gift  casually — but  we  must  remember  that  it 
was  a  sacrifice  to  Him.  C.  S.  Lewis,  the  famous  English 
lergyman  who  so  consistently  blesses  the  Christian  world 
vith  his  gifted  and  caustic  pen,  has  pointed  out  that  the 
':ost  to  heaven  when  Christ  was  made  man  and  sent  into 
,he  world  is  similar  to  the  cost  to  a  human  family  if  one 
jnember  should  become  a  lower  beast  to  help  the  race  into 
lalvation.  For  example,  would  you  love  the  dog  race 
jmough,  and  suffer  because  of  their  suffering  to  the  extent 
l.hat  you  would  be  willing  to  become  a  dog  yourself  to 
|ielp  them?  Would  you  be  willing  to  leave  your  family 
jiircle,  forsake  the  comfort  of  your  home,  depart  from 
Irour  dearest  friends,  and  sacrifice  every  human  comfort 
ind  pleasure  to  become  a  dog,  live  in  their  kennels,  re- 
:eive  their  abuse,  accept  canine  limitations  and  nature, 
tnd  still  not  be  appreciated  by  them?  Would  you  give 
yourself  in  love  to  the  dog  race  when  you  knew  that  in  the 
:nd  they  would  hate  you,  turn  savagely  upon  you  and  kill 

70U? 

Yet  Christ  loved  us  enough  that  He  gave  Himself  for 
as.  He  left  His  heavenly  home  and  nature;  He  sacrificed 
3is  eternal  comforts  to  take  on  Himself  human  frailty, 
luman  suffering,  only  to  be  hated  by  those  He  sought  to 
save.  It  is  hard  to  imagine  how  much  the  gift  of  Christ 
jost  heaven.  God's  gift  to  man  was  beyond  the  grasp  of 
luman  intelligence — Paul  said,  "Thanks  be  to  God  for  his 
tnspeakable  gift." 

On  that  first  Christmas  morning,  when  Mary  and  Joseph 
iooked  into  the  bright  face  of  the  Christ  Child,  they  were 
looking  at  the  gift  of  God  to  the  world — a  gift  that  had 
:ost  Him  His  heart.  And  Christ  was  giving  Himself. 


God's  gifts  did  not  stop  with  the  giving  of  His  Son.  The 
given  Son  came  to  earth  bearing  additional  glorious  gifts 
from  the  Father.  James  1:17  says,  "Every  good  gift  and 
every  perfect  gift  is  from  above,  and  cometh  down  from 
the  Father  of  lights,  with  whom  is  no  variableness, 
neither  shadow  of  turning."  Among  these  gifts  that  come 
through  the  Son  that  was  first  given  is  life.  Romans 
6:23,  "For  the  wages  of  sin  is  death;  but  the  gift  of  God 
is  eternal  life  through  Jesus  Christ  our  Lord."  But  we 
must  accept  that  life  through  faith,  and  faith  is  often  dif- 
ficult to  possess;  therefore,  God  has  also  given  us  faith. 
Ephesians  2:8,  "For  by  grace  are  ye  saved  through  faith; 
and  that  not  of  yourselves:  it  is  the  gift  of  God."  God  is 
the  Giver  of  good  gifts!  He  has  given  salvation — and  still 
He  gives,  not  to  those  who  can  give  in  return,  but  to  every- 
one. Jesus  cried,  in  Matthew  11:28,  "Come  unto  me,  all 
ye  that  labour  and  are  heavy  laden,  and  I  will  give  you 
rest." 

God  has  given  lavish  gifts  to  man,  and  they  are  all 
embodied  in  His  Son.  Those  who  accept  the  Son  of  God 
accept  the  heart  of  God.  John  3:16,  "For  God  so  loved  the 
world,  that  he  gave  his  only  begotten  Son,  that  whosoever 
believeth  in  him  should  not  perish,  but  have  everlasting 
life." 

O 

PATHWAY  BOOK  CLUB 

1  LANS  HAVE  BEEN  COMPLETED  and  the  Pathway 
Book  Club  is  ready  to  begin  actual  operation.  This  news 
will  be  received  gladly  by  all  Christians  who  want  to  en- 
joy distinctive,  spiritual  reading,  and  who  want  to  build 
a  library  of  enduring  books.  You  will  be  able  to  trust  each 
book  that  is  sold  or  given  by  the  Club,  for  all  connected 
with  it  are  sincere  Christians — with  appreciation  for  cul- 
tural and  beneficial  literature. 

The  president  of  the  Club  is  our  National  Youth  Director. 
The  chairman  of  the  Board  of  Judges  (those  who  will 
select  the  books)  is  Editor  of  The  LIGHTED  PATHWAY. 
The  other  judges  are  well  qualified,  one  being  valedicto- 
rian of  her  graduating  class  and  proofreader  at  the  Pub- 
lishing House;  one  being  a  teacher  in  the  Religious  Edu- 
cation Department  of  Lee  College  for  many  years;  and 
one  being  a  graduate  of  Presbyterian  College  and  holder 
of  degrees  from  Columbia  Theological  Seminary,  and  a 
new  member  of  the  faculty  at  Lee  College.  Each  book  that 
is  considered  by  this  board  will  be  judged  by  this  standard: 
"1.  Will  this  book  contribute  anything  to  the  spiritual 

life  of  the  reader? 
"2  Will   this   book   contribute   anything   to  the   mental 

growth  of  the  reader? 
"3.  Is  this  book  consistent  in  its  Christian  principles  and 

objectives? 
"4.  Does  this  book  in  any  way  glamorize  evil? 
"5.  //  fiction,  do  the  heroes  and  heroines  of  this  book 
conform  to  the  scriptural  standard  of  holiness,  unless 
they  are  portrayed  as  non-Christians.  If  the  charac- 
ters  are  non-Christians,   does  the  book   shoio   their 
need  of  Christ  and  the  ugliness  of  their  sins? 
"6.  Does  this  book  contain  anything  that  would  be  of- 
fensive to  youthful  and  unmarried  minds?" 
Every  parent  should  join  the  Club  and  build  a  Christian 
home  library.  Every  Y.P.E.  should  join  and  begin  a  young 
people's  library,  or  add  to  one  that  is  already  begun.  Look 
for  the  full-page  advertisement  (with  membership  coupon) 
on  page  23  of  this  issue. 
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How  Marjorie  made  Christmas  a  wonderful  occasion  for  Mrs.   Balinski 
and    her   five   small   children — and    for    her   own   wealthy    parents 


Christmas  with  its  many  demands 
was  approaching  rapidly,  and  Mar- 
jorie Brownwell,  like  most  other  per- 
sons, was  busy  preparing  for  the  great 
event. 

Previously,  Marjorie  had  looked  up- 
on Christmas  holidays  as  a  festive 
season,  a  round  of  social  duties,  a  time 
to  make  merry.  But  this  year  all  was 
different.  The  preparations  for  the 
old-time  gayety  had  no  charm  for 
her. 

The  daughter  of  wealthy  parents, 
Marjorie  had  always  possessed  every- 
thing that  money  could  buy,  and  she 
had  been  busy  seeking  her  own 
pleasure,  with  scarcely  a  thought  for 
the  happiness  of  others. 

About  a  month  ago,  however,  she 
had  been  taken  to  a  gospel  meeting. 
She  had  been  there  against  her  own 
wishes,  due  to  the  urging  of  a  Chris- 
tian friend.  But  the  gospel  message, 
so  new  to  her,  had  touched  her  heart, 
and  she  had  been  thoroughly  convert- 
ed as  the  result.  The  world,  with  its 
glamor  and  pride,  had  been  crucified 
to  her  heart  and  her  heart  to  the 
world.  Old  things  had  passed  away. 
Jesus,  her  Saviour,  held  first  place 
now. 

There  was  just  one  thing  which 
marred  the  happiness  and  joy  of 
Marjorie's  new-found  experience — a 
lack  of  sympathy  and  understanding 
on  the  part  of  her  parents.  Good, 
moral  folks  they  were,  but  not  Chris- 
tians. They  could  not  "understand." 
Nor  could  they  sympathize  with  her 
new  point  of  view  and  particularly 
with  her  ideas  concerning  those  social 
functions  which  previously  she  had 
enjoyed. 

And  so  it  was  that  as  this  Christmas 
approached,  Marjorie  found  herself 
without  any  real  joy  in  the  proposed 
festivities.  There  was  the  usual  activi- 
ty in  her  beautiful  home,  but  she 
found  it  uninteresting.  She  longed  for 
something  intangible — to  be  away 
some  place  where  she  could  find 
sympathy  and  sweet  Christian  fellow- 
ship, and  where  she  might  help  bring 
Christmas  joy  to  others. 

Desperately,  Marjorie  had  talked 
this  over  with  her  mother,  for  the 
two  still  confided  regarding  most 
matters  other  than  "religion."  "Oh, 
Child,"  the  mother  had  said  a  little 
impatiently,  "you  must  get  rid  of 
these  strange  ideas!  Why,  you  should 
be  the  happiest  girl  on  earth.  You 
have  all  that  money  can  supply.  In 
fact,"  she  said,  smiling  suddenly, 
"your  father  has  noticed  that  you  do 
not  seem  very  happy,  and— this  was 
supposed  to  be  a  deep  secret! — he 
plans  to  buy  something  especially 
nice  this  year  for  your  gift.  You  ought 
to  cheer  up,  Child,  and  enter  into 
things  as  you  used  to  do.  What  will 
your  friends  think?" 

"Dear  Daddy!"  sighed  the  girl. 
"How  I  wish  he  could  understand.  He 
is  so  kind.  If  only  he  could  know  the 
Gift  of  God!   That  knowledge  would 


be  the  best  gift  he  could  give  me." 

Mrs.  Brownwell  looked  puzzled,  but 
said  nothing.  She  simply  could  not 
understand  this  "strange"  girl  who 
seemed  to  have  come  suddenly  into 
their  home.  That  night  she  and  her 
husband  talked  a  long  while  about 
Marjorie.  They  were  puzzled  over  her 
conduct.  Of  course,  they  had  heard  a 
great  deal  about  her  conversion  in 
the  gospel  mission,  but  they  had  felt 
that  it  was  a  mere  "emotional  some- 
thing"  which   would   soon    disappear. 

"Frankly,  I  wish  the  girl  had  never 
been  persuaded  to  take  up  this  queer 
notion;  but  since  it  seems  to  nave 
made  such  a  change  in  her  life,  per- 
haps there  is  something  to  it  after 
all.  I  have  read  of  such  things,  and 
when  a  boy,  some  of  the  older  gener- 
ations appeared  to  'get  religion'  in 
some  such  fashion.  So,  if  it  gives 
Marjorie  pleasure — as  it  seems  to  do 
when  she  is  doing  those  things  she 
likes— I  haven't  any  great  objection 
to  the  idea." 

"Marjorie  is  a  dear,  sweet  child," 
the  mother  agreed,  "and  good,  too. 
Possibly  we  are  making  a  mistake 
to  discourage  her  in  this,  but  it  is — 
er — embarrassing  at  times,  especially 
during  the  social  season." 

In  the  rush  of  the  Christmas  shop- 
ping and  other  pre-holiday  events, 
Mr.  and  Mrs.  Brownwell  failed  to  no- 
tice that  their  daughter  was  absent 
for  an  hour  or  two  on  numerous  oc- 
casions during  the  weeks  just  before 
Christmas.  She  said  nothing  about 
these  excursions,  feeling  that  they 
might  not  understand.  Each  trip 
brought  her  home  radiant  and  happy. 

Christmas  morning  came  bright 
and  clear.  Snow  had  fallen  two  days 
before,  and  the  Christmas  setting  was 
almost  ideal.  At  the  Brownwell  home, 
happiness  was  present  that  morning 
as  gifts  were  exchanged,  and  a  happy 
group  surrounded  the  breakfast  table. 

Marjorie  was  the  recipient  of  an 
expensive  coat,  the  gift  of  her  parents, 
and  was  as  delighted  as  any  girl  could 
be  with  a  really  magnificent  garment 
which  was  "exactly  what  she  want- 
ed!" As  she  tried  it  on,  just  before  the 
family  gathered  for  breakfast,  she 
noticed  that  one  pocket  held  some 
object. 

The  package  contained  a  beautiful 
sealskin-covered  Bible.  A  card  con- 
veyed the  message,  "To  my  darling 
Marjorie  from  Dad." 

"Oh!"  Marjorie's  delighted  excla- 
mation and  radiant  face  brought  joy 
to  her  parents'  hearts.  "Thank  you, 
Daddy!"  she  exclaimed,  kissing  him. 
"And  you,  too,  Mother  dear!  The  coat 
is  so  wonderful,  and  this  blessed  Book 
pleases  me  even  more,  coming  from 
my  daddy!" 

As  they  were  about  to  eat,  Marjorie 
said,  "May  I  read  a  few  verses  from 
my  new  Bible,  Mother?  And  then  we 
might  have  a  word  of  prayer." 

All  listened  reverently  as  she  read 
with   clear,   sweet   voice  the  story  of 


Marjorie's 

n 
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By   CHESTER   SHULER 

Illustrated  by  Chloe  Stewart 

An  original  story,  written  expressly  for 
The    LIGHTED    PATHWAY 


the  first  Christmas  in  Bethlehem  c 
Judaea.  Then  as  a  silence  came  upo 
the  group,  the  girl  asked  God  to  bles 
their  home,  to  make  this  an  especiall 
happy  Christmas  for  her  dear  parent 
who  had  given  such  splendid  gift; 
and  thanked  Him  for  the  greatest  c 
all  Gifts,  the  Lord  Jesus,  whose  in 
fluence,  she  hoped,  might  change  a 
their  lives  in  the  year  to  come. 

Her  parents'  eyes  were  moist  a 
she  finished.  They  tried  to  laugh  an 
have  a  merry  time,  as  usual,  but  ther 
was  a  strange  softening  of  the  hear 
and  spirit  with  it  all. 

Shortly  after  the  morning  mee 
was  over,  Mrs.  Brownwell's  mai 
brought  her  a  note  from  Marjorif 
"Miss  Marjorie  had  to  go  out  some 
where,"  the  maid  explained,  "an 
asked  me  to  give  this  note  to  you.  Sh 
said  it  would  explain." 

Her  mother  read: 

"Dearest  Mother  and  Daddy:  Pleas 
forgive  me  for  absenting  myself  ii 
this  way,  after  all  your  kindness  t 
me.  But  it's  necessary  that  I  be  awaj 
and  I  fear  I  shall  not  be  able  to  re 
turn  in  time  for  dinner,  so  please  d< 
not  wait  for  me.  I  am  in  the  Master' 
service  today.  I  do  wish  you  couli 
understand.  Please  don't  worry,  am 
do  forgive  your  loving  daughter,  Mar 
jorie." 

Mrs.  Brownwell  frowned.  "Now 
where  can  that  girl  have  gone?"  Sh 
hurried  to  find  her  husband,  who  als 
was  puzzled  and  somewhat  worried. 

"I  do  hope  she  hasn't  gone  off  alon 
into  that  terrible  slum  district  wher 
that — that  mission — or  whatever  sh 
calls  it,  is  located!"  Mrs.  Brownwel 
said,  anxiously.  "The  papers  carry  si 
many  stories  about  girls  disappearini 
in  there  and — " 

"Oh,  she'll  be  all  right,  Anna,"  he: 
husband  consoled,  "but  I  rather  wisl 
I  knew  where  she  has  gone." 

"I  suppose  Marjorie  can  care  fo; 
herself,  but  she  could  have  tolc 
us.   And   after    we've    had   such    a— 
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"Oh,  good-morning,"  she  stammered.  "I — excuse  my  appearance — I —  Please  come  in!" 


pleasant  time  together  at  breakfast," 
she  added,  a  sudden  catch  in  her 
cultured  voice.  "O  John,  do  you  think 
we've  made  a  mistake — in — in  not 
trying  to  'understand,'  as  she  puts  it?" 

The  man  nodded  slowly.  "I'm  afraid 
we  may  have  done  just  that,"  he  com- 
mented, gravely.  "Perhaps — we  can 
make  amends." 

When  Marjorie  failed  to  put  in  an 
appearance  after  dinner  had  been 
eaten,  Mr.  Brownwell  declared  that 
he  intended  to  go  look  for  her.  His 
wife  said  this  probably  was  useless, 
but  he  was  insistent.  "I  need  a  little 
exercise  after  all  this  dinner,"  he  said, 
trying  to  smile,  "and  I'll  just  stroll 
around  a  bit." 

But  when  his  wife  insisted  that  she, 
too,  ought  to  go,  they  entered  their 
limousine  and  started  out.  Not  hav- 
ing any  very  definite  idea  where  to 
look,  Mr.  Brownwell  finally  instructed 
his  chauffeur  to  drive  them  to  the 
Gospel  Mission  where  Marjorie  had 
been  converted.  He  had  rummaged 
a  bit  in  the  girl's  room  and  found  a 
tract  containing  the  address. 

The  mission  was  located  in  what 
seemed  to  be  a  very  "tough"  section 
of  the  city.  The  superintendent  was 
considerably  surprised  to  receive  two 
such  fashionably  dressed  visitors,  but 
he  ushered  them  politely  to  the  best 
seats  the  place  afforded.  Mr.  Brown- 
well quickly  told  his  reason  for  com- 
ing. Had  the  superintendent  seen 
Marjorie  that  day? 

The  man  hesitated  a  bit,  then  told 


his  story  earnestly.  The  two  visitors 
listened  with  interest.  Presently  their 
expressions  of  anxiety  vanished. 

"Say,  I'd  enjoy  seeing  that!"  Mr. 
Brownwell  exclaimed  presently.  "Do 
you  think  we  could—?" 

"Surely,  sir;  glad  to  go  with  you, 
if  you  wish,"  the  superintendent  as- 
sured  him. 

"I'd  like  to  go,"  Mrs.  Brownwell 
agreed,  "if  you  think  Marjorie  would 
not  be  embarrassed." 

"I'm  sure  she  would  be  delighted," 
the  man  said,  smiling.  "Come  with  me, 
please.  Unfortunately  we  will  have  to 
walk,  but  it  isn't  far  down  this  alley. 

Mrs.  Balinski's  two  small  rooms 
were  crowded  with  tubs  and  dimmed 
by  steam  from  the  hot  water.  Five 
little  Balinskis  left  their  tasks  and 
play  and  stood  in  a  row,  smiling  hap- 
pily, as  their  mother  dried  her  hands 
and  hastened  to  answer  the  timid 
knock  at  her  door.  After  all,  it  was 
Christmas  morning,  and  sometimes 
there  were  kind  people  who  brought 
baskets  even  into  that  section. 

Mrs.  Balinski  started  back  at  the 
sight  of  a  beautiful  girl,  expensively 
dressed,  who  smiled  at  her.  "Oh, 
good-morning,"  she  stammered.  "I — 
excuse  my  appearance — I — ■  Please 
come  in!"  She  pushed  the  five  eager 
little  Balinskis  back  so  her  guest  could 
find  standing  room  at  least. 

"For  just  a  moment,  thank  you," 
replied  the  girl  with  the  sweet  face. 
"I  am  Miss  Brownwell.  Mr.  Mason  of 
the  Gospel  Mission  sent  me  here.  I'm 


wondering  what  you  are  going  to  have 
for   your   Christmas  dinner   today." 

The  washerwoman's  face  became 
troubled,  as  she  picked  up  the  baby 
to  quiet  its  cries.  She  glanced  toward 
the  bare  table.  "Why — really,  I  guess 
we'll  have  about  the  same  as  usual, 
Lady,"  she  stammered.  "But  if — that 
is  if  you'd  stay,  I'll  try  to — "  She  looked 
embarrassed.  "We'd  be  very  glad  to 
have  you,  Lady." 

The  girl  smiled.  "Thank  you  so 
much,  but  I  have  a  basket  here  and  if 
you  would  accept  it—" 

"Oh,  thank  you,  Lady!"  the  woman 
exclaimed,  fervently.  "Thank  you  so 
much." 

Marjorie  motioned  to  a  truck  driver 
down  the  alley  and  soon  the  bulging 
basket  was  delivered.  "I  wish  you 
could  eat  with  us,"  the  woman  said. 
"It's  not  stylish,  but  you'd  be  welcome, 
Miss!" 

"I'm  sure  of  that,  Mrs.  Balinski,  and 
thank  you  very  much  indeed,  but  you 
see  I  have  other  baskets  to  deliver.  I 
shall  return  at  three  o'clock,  however, 
and  I  hope  you  and  the  children  can 
go  with  me  to  the  mission  just  around 
the  corner.  There  will  be  Christmas 
services  there  for  the  folks  living  in 
this  community.  I'm  sure  you'd  enjoy 
them." 

The  lady  promised  to  be  ready. 
"We'd  be  glad  to  have  you  to  dinner," 
she  added  again. 

Marjorie  considered  a  moment.  "I 
could  come,  if  I  finish  my  work  in 
time.  Yes,  if  you  wish  it,  Mrs.  Balinski, 
I'll  be  here,"  the  girl  promised  sud- 
denly. "Thank  you  so  much!" 

Throughout  the  forenoon  Marjorie 
and  the  truck  made  deliveries.  Many 
of  the  baskets  were  her  own  gifts, 
from  Christmas  money  which  in  other 
years  had  gone  to  buy  selfish  pleas- 
ures. The  girl's  face  was  radiant  with 
joy  in  making  others  happy  by  the 
time  she  returned  to  the  humble 
Balinski  home. 

The  table  was  set  and  ready.  The 
woman  had  worked  hard  to  make 
the  small  room  presentable.  All  the 
children  had  been  "scrubbed"  and 
dressed  in  clean  clothing.  There  was 
a  spotless  cloth  on  the  rough  table. 
The  turkey,  which  had  been  pre- 
roasted,  and  the  "fixings"  numerous 
and  complete.  The  children  were 
eager  to  begin  eating  but  their  mother 
restrained  them. 

"Will  you — pray,  Miss?"  she  asked, 
timidly. 

Marjorie  thanked  God  for  all  His 
good  gifts,  offered  a  prayer  for  this 
home,  for  this  brave  mother  and  the 
little  ones  who  looked  to  her  for  sup- 
port, and  for  the  services  to  be  held 
later  that  Christmas  day. 

How  they  did  enjoy  the  meal!  Mar- 
jorie found  herself  eating  with  real 
zest,  and  complimented  the  mother 
on  her  skill  as  a  cook. 

The  rich  girl  enjoyed  helping  with 
the  dishes,  and  getting  the  children 
ready  for  the  three  o'clock  meeting. 
Promptly  at  three,  they  were  in  the 
little  hall,  which  was  a  branch  of 
the  Gospel  Mission  up  on  the  broader 
street.  Each  of  the  families  who  had 
received  a  basket  was  present,  and 
(Continued  on  page  22) 
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The  pale,  thin  man  coughed  twice, 
then  went  on  reading  aloud  from  his 
Bible.  The  Indian  men  and  women 
edged  closer  to  him  and  listened  si- 
lently as  he  read  to  them  the  parable 
of  the  great  supper. 

"Then,"  as  David  Brainerd,  this  sick- 
ly missionary  to  the  Indians  wrote 
in  his  diary,  "the  power  of  God  seemed 
to  descend  upon  the  assembly  like  a 
rushing,  mighty  wind,  and  with  an 
astonishing  energy  bore  down  all  be- 
fore it." 

Men,  women  and  children  fell  on 
their  knees  in  the  meeting  house  and 
prayed  to  God  for  salvation.  Men  who 
had  been  drunkards  for  years  cried 
out  for  mercy.  One  old  conjurer  wept 
bitterly  as  he  prayed  aloud.  A  young 
woman  lay  flat  on  the  ground  for 
hours,  praying,  "Have  mercy  on  me 
and  help  me  to  give  you  my  heart." 

Indians  who  the  day  before  had  been 
dancing  and  hallooing  in  idol  worship 
now  cried  out  to  God.  Then  as  Brain- 
erd preached  to  them  in  his  calm 
voice,  they  found  relief  from  their 
sins  and  began  to  thank  God  for  His 
salvation  through  Christ. 

When  he  had  first  preached  to  these 
Indians  at  Crossweeksung,  N.  J.,  only 
four  women  and  children  had  heard 
him.  By  the  end  of  August,  1745,  how- 
ever, ninety-five  men  and  women  were 
gathering  regularly  to  hear  the  young- 
missionary  instruct  them  from  the 
Bible  and  to  worship  Christ  with  him. 

Much  of  the  moral  and  physical 
filth  in  the  camp  had  also  disappeared. 
Divorced  men  went  back  to  their  first 
wives.  Idol  worship  was  forgotten. 
Men  began  to  cultivate  the  fields  in- 
stead of  sitting  idly  in  the  sun.  When 
Brainerd  announced  that  he  must 
leave  to  minister  to  a  distant  tribe, 
almost  a  hundred  Indians  prayed  from 
sunset  till  dawn  for  his  safe  journey. 

David  Brainerd,  the  man  used  of  God 
to  bring  about  this  change  in  the  In- 
dians of  New  Jersey,  was  a  consump- 
tive, melancholy  young  New  Englander, 
but  he  has  often  been  called  the  great- 
est single  influence  in  promoting  the 
cause  of  Protestant  missions  in  Amer- 
ica. Through  the  last  two  centuries, 
men  have  changed  the  course  of  their 
lives  because  of  his  example. 

Yet  David  Brainerd  preached  for 
only  three  years,  lived  in  isolated 
woods  and  Indian  villages,  and  wrote 
no  books  but  the  daily  journal  of  his 
thoughts  and  prayers  and  his  attempts 
to  bring  Christ  to  the  lost.  His  converts 
numbered  only  a  few  hundred.  Physi- 
cally he  was  a  weakling.  Spiritually 
he  plunged  from  the  ecstasy  of  religi- 
ous joys  to  torments  of  concern  over 
his  unworthiness  before  God. 

Orphaned  before  he  was  ten,  David 
Brainerd  grew  up  with  distant  rela- 
tives. This  helped  neither  his  inherit- 


The  story  of  Dovid  Brainerd  whose  saintly  life  of  prayer  and 
service  has  inspired  great  men  of  God  on  two  continents. 


ed  tendency  to  tuberculosis  nor  his 
naturally  melancholy,  introspective 
mind. 

At  seven,  he  was  terrified  by 
thoughts  of  death  and  frantically  con- 
cerned with  the  fate  of  his  soul.  At 
thirteen,  he  never  went  out  for  an 
evening  of  fun  with  his  friends  with- 
out returning  home  with  new  feelings 
of  guilt.  At  nineteen,  he  was  bothered 
by  the  lightheartedness  of  others,  and 
began  fasting  to  gain  favor  in  God's 
sight.  Sermons  that  he  heard  on  Sun- 
day, he  committed  to  memory,  repeat- 
ing them  to  himself  at  night,  again 
on  waking  the  next  morning.  He 
prayed  constantly  and  sought  God's 
grace  in  a  frenzy  of  good  deeds. 

Then,  at  twenty-one,  he  found  re- 
lease from  the  oppression  of  his  sin- 
fulness, when  he  joyfully  admitted 
that  only  through  Christ  could  he  ob- 
tain salvation. 

His  religious  experience  came  sud- 
denly, vividly  to  his  sensitive  mind. 
Years  later,  he  wrote  in  his  journal: 
"As  I  was  walking  in  a  dark,  thick 
grove,  unspeakable  glory  seemed  to 
open  to  the  view  and  apprehension  of 
my  soul.  I  do  not  mean  any  external 
brightness,  for  I  saw  no  such  thing. 
Nor  do  I  intend  any  imagination  of  a 
body  of  light  somewhere  in  the  third 
heaven,  or  anything  of  that  nature; 
but  it  was  a  new  and  inward  appre- 
hension or  view  that  I  had  of  God.  I 
had  no  particular  apprehension  of 
any  one  Person  in  the  Trinity,  either 
the  Father,  the  Son,  or  the  Holy  Ghost, 
but  it  appeared  to  be  divine  glory.  My 
soul  rejoiced  with  joy  unspeakable  to 
see  such  a  God,  such  a  glorious  divine 
Being,  and  I  was  inwardly  pleased  and 
satisfied  that  He  should  be  God  over 
all  forever  and  forever." 

This  experience  empowered  Brain- 
erd to  live  the  rest  of  his  life  complete- 
ly dedicated  to  God.  Still,  he  contin- 
ued his  checkered  pattern  of  ecstasy 
in  Christ  and  gloomy  pessimism  about 
his  own  inability  to  represent  God  to 
others.  He  would  write  in  his  journal 
that  his  heart  had  gone  out  that  day 
in  longing  for  God,  that  he  had  de- 
lighted in  prayer,  that  he  was  con- 
tented with  utter  dependence  upon 
God's  will.  The  next  day  he  would 
write  of  the  conflicts  in  his  soul  that 
he  was  mean  and  vile  and  wretched, 
that  he  wondered  if  God  had  not  de- 
serted him  altogether. 

But  throughout  these  sudden  chang- 
es, he  never  forgot  that  he  must  serve 
God  and  glorify  Him  continually. 

Brainerd  made  two  attempts  to  get  a 
college  education.  He  tried  Yale,  but 
had  to  stop  after  his  first  year,  be- 
cause, weakened  by  his  efforts  to 
study,  he  caught  measles.  The  next 
year,  he  enrolled  in  college  again.  This 
time,  his  youthful  zeal  miscarried,  and 


a  tattling  freshman  overheard  him 
doubting  the  conversion  of  a  Yale 
professor.  Within  weeks,  Brainerd  was 
expelled.  He  left  for  Ripton,  Mass.,  to 
study  for  the  ministry  there  under  a 
private  tutor. 

When  Brainerd  was  twenty-five,  the 
Scottish  Society  for  Promoting  Chris- 
tian Knowledge  invited  him  to  be 
their  missionary  to  the  Indians.  He 
looked  objectively  at  the  hardships  of 
a  life  among  the  savages,  thought  over 
an  offer  of  a  New  England  parish, 
then  made  his  decision.  He  donated 
his  small  estate  for  the  education  of 
an  ambitious  boy,  said  good-bye  to  his 
friends  as  if  he  never  expected  to  see 
them  again,  and  rode  his  horse  to 
Kaunaumeek,  hidden  in  the  dense 
woods  between  Stockbridge  and  Al- 
bany, in  New  York  state. 

At  Kaunaumeek,  he  met  an  assort- 
ment of  problems  and  difficulties. 
When  he  arrived,  exhausted  by  his 
cross-country  horseback  ride,  his  only 
lodging  was  on  a  heap  of  straw.  Only 
after  three  or  four  months  did  he  take 
time  to  build  a  cabin  as  shelter. 

The  complicated  language,  with  its 
many-syllabled  words,  was  another 
stumbling  stone  for  the  eager  mission- 
ary. Yet  he  was  determined.  For  week- 
ly lessons,  he  rode  through  uncharted 
forests  and  across  rivers  to  his  teach- 
er's home  in  Stockbridge,  twenty  miles 
away. 

His  lack  of  companionship  and 
Christian  friends  discouraged  him. 
Only  his  interpreter  spoke  English. 
But  he  soon  found  that  meditation 
alone  and  prayer  to  God  were  solace 
for  the  absence  of  his  friends. 

He  refused  to  be  daunted  by  the 
physical  discomforts  of  life  in  the 
wilderness.  To  buy  a  loaf  of  bread  he 
had  to  travel  ten  or  fifteen  miles  by 
horseback.  Often  he  was  so  weak  that 
he  lacked  strength  to  find  his  horse 
in  the  woods  so  that  he  could  ride  for 
food.  Usually,  boiled  corn  and  hasty 
pudding  made  up  his  diet. 

During  this  time,  he  first  admits  to 
his  diary  of  having  physical  weakness. 
"Had  thoughts  of  going  forward  to 
my  Indians,"  he  writes  after  a  visit  to 
New  Haven,  Conn.,  "but  toward  night 
was  taken  with  a  hard  pain  in  my 
teeth,  and  was  shivering  cold  and 
could  not  possibly  recover  a  comfort- 
able degree  of  warmth  the  whole  night 
following.  I  continued  full  of  pain  all 
night,  and  in  the  morning  had  a  very 
hard  fever  and  pains  almost  over  my 
whole  body." 

But  in  spite  of  circumstances  against 
him,  he  preached  almost  daily  to  his 
Indians.  At  the  end  of  the  year,  he 
had  a  handful  of  faithful  converts. 
Aware  of  the  dwindling  settlement  at 
Kaunaumeek,  he  arranged  that  these 
new  Christians  move  to  Stockbridge  to 
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be  under  the  guidance  of  the  mission- 
ary there.  Then  he  left  for  the  tribes 
settled  at  Forks  of  the  Delaware. 

Conditions  at  the  Forks  were  little 
more  encouraging.  Shortly  after  his 
arrival,  Brainerd  became  so  weak  that 
he  could  hardly  sit  up  to  teach  the 
Indians.  For  a  while,  he  was  too  ill  to 
think  coherently  or  to  write  his 
thoughts  in  his  daily  journal. 

But  with  determination  that  more 
should  hear  God's  Word,  he  mounted 
his  horse  the  next  week  and  began 
a  preaching  circuit  that  covered  420 
miles.  Following  that,  he  made  several 
forages  along  the  Susquehanna  River. 
One  trip  took  him  over  mountains, 
through  valleys,  around  dangerous 
rocks.  His  horse  stumbled,  fell  and 
trapped  her  leg  between  two  rocks. 
Seeing  that  she  had  broken  two  legs, 
he  killed  her,  then  finished  his  jour- 
ney on  foot.  Yet  he  could  only  thank 
God  that  he  himself  had  not  been  in- 
jured. 

"About  six  at  night,  I  lost  my  way 
in  the  wilderness,  and  wandered  over 
rocks  and  mountains,  down  hideous 
steeps,  through  swamps  and  most 
dreadful  and  dangerous  places,  and 
the  night  being  dark,  so  that  few  stars 
could  be  seen,  I  was  greatly  exposed. 
I  was  much  pinched  with  cold,  and 
distressed  with  an  extreme  pain  in  my 
head,  attended  with  sickness  at  my 
stomach  so  that  every  step  I  took  was 
distressing."  When  he  finally  reached 
these  outposts,  the  Indians  treated 
him  graciously,  but  showed  little  in- 
terest when  he  preached  the  gospel  to 
them. 

As  he  was  thinking  of  leaving  his 
tribes  at  Forks  of  the  Delaware,  he 
was  offered  a  church  at  East  Hampton 
on  Long  Island.  The  parsonage,  the 
kind,  wealthy  people  in  the  parish,  the 
even  climate,  all  appealed  to  him.  As 
one  observer  put  it,  "Had  he  chosen 
this  pastorate,  he  would  have  regained 
his  health,  lived  for  many  years  as  a 
successful  minister.  We  would  never 
have  heard  of  him,  but  Brainerd  chose 
his  Indians." 

Turning  his  back  on  the  wealth  of 
Long  Island  he  traveled  by  horseback 
to  Crossweeksung  in  New  Jersey.  Here 
he  taught  the  Indians  for  several 
months.  Many  listened  thoughtfully, 
and  accepted  Christ.  The  change  in 
their  lives  was  soon  apparent.  Then 
Brainerd  rode  off  for  a  few  months  to 
tribes  scattered  along  the  Susque- 
hanna. 

When  he  came  back  to  Crossweek- 
sung, men  and  women  crowded  around 
him,  catching  at  the  bridle  of  his 
horse,  begging  him  to  tell  them  the 
way  to  God.  Hardened  Indian  men 
and  women  of  the  tribe  fell  on  the 
ground  and  cried  to  God  for  mercy. 
It  was  the  beginning  of  the  Crossweek- 
sung revival. 

That  winter,  Brainerd  stayed  with 
the  tribe  at  Crossweeksung.  Gradually, 
pagan  notions  and  idol  worship  dis- 
appeared from  the  village.  The  Indians 
conquered  their  pet  vice,  drunkenness. 
Business  was  carried  on  honestly.  The 
houses  and  wigwams  became  cleaner. 
As  Brainerd  writes  in  his  diary,  in  a 
mood  of  victory,  "Love  seems  to  reign 
among  them." 

By   the   summer   of    1746,   Brainerd 
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Christmas  Everywhere 

Everywhere,  everywhere,  Christmas  to-night! 
Christmas  in  lands  of  the   fir-tree  and   pine, 
Christmas  in  lands  of  the  palm-tree  and  vine, 
Christmas  where  snow-peaks  stand  solemn  and  white, 
Christmas   where    cornfields    lie   sunny    and    bright. 
Everywhere,  everywhere,  Christmas  to-night! 

Christmas  where  children  are  hopeful  and  gay, 
Christmas  where  old  men  are  patient  and  gray, 
Christmas  where  peace,  like  a  dove  in  its  flight. 
Broods  o'er  brave  men  in  the  thick  of  the  fight. 
Everywhere,   everywhere,    Christmas   to-night! 

For  the  Christ-child  who  comes  is  the  Master  of  all, 
No  place  too  great  and  no  cottage  too  small; 
The  angels  who  welcome  Him  sing  from  the  height, 
"In  the  City  of  David,  a  King  in  His  might." 

Everywhere,  everywhere,  Christmas  to-night! 

Then  let  every  heart  keep  its  Christmas  within, 
Christ's  pity  for  sorrow,  Christ's  hatred  for  sin, 
Christ's  care  for  the  weakest,  Christ's  courage  for  right, 
Christ's   dread    of   the   darkness,    Christ's    love   of   the    light. 
Everywhere,   everywhere,    Christmas   to-night! 

So  the  stars  of  the  midnight  which  compass  us  round 
Shall  see  a  strange  glory,  and  hear  a  sweet  sound. 
And  cry,  "Look!  the  earth  is  aflame  with  delight, 
0  sons  of  the  morning,  rejoice  at  the  sight." 

Everywhere,   everywhere,    Christmas   to-night! 

Phillips  Brooks,   1835-1893 


had  won  more  than  a  hundred  Indians 
to  Christ.  He  had  opened  schools  for 
children  and  for  adults,  so  that  all 
might  learn  to  read.  He  had  secured 
teachers  for  these  schools,  supporting 
them  with  funds  gained  by  his  own 
personal  solicitations.  Although  his 
salary  was  merely  forty  pounds  a  year, 
he  had,  in  three  years'  time,  given 
three  hundred  pounds  of  his  own  mon- 
ey to  the  Indian  work. 

He  had  organized  a  prosperous, 
growing  native  church  at  Crossweek- 
sung. Persuading  his  converts  to  give 
up  their  roving  habits  and  live  in  one 
place,  he  had  obtained  a  tract  of  land 
nearby  on  which  they  might  settle 
and  farm.  He  had  instructed  them  in 
trades  and  in  methods  of  cultivating 
fields.  He  had  initiated  a  Christian 
village,  named  it  Bethel,  and  appoint- 
ed his  brother  in  charge  of  it. 

But  his  health  was  becoming  rapidly 
worse.  He  rode  to  Jonathan  Edwards' 
home  in  Northampton,  Mass.,  for  a 
rest.  There,  a  doctor  told  him  that  he 


was  in  an  advanced  state  of  tubercu- 
losis, and  held  out  no  hope  of  his  re- 
covery. Yet  Jonathan  Edwards  wrote 
about  Brainerd,  "It  seemed  not  to  oc- 
casion the  least  discomposure  in  him, 
nor  to  make  any  manner  of  alteration 
as  to  the  cheerfulness  and  serenity  of 
his  mind  or  the  freedom  or  pleasant- 
ness of  his  conversation." 

Obeying  the  doctor's  advice  to  exer- 
cise, Brainerd  rode  by  horseback  to 
Boston.  A  week  after  his  arrival,  small 
ulcers  in  his  lungs  burst.  He  was  in  bed 
for  weeks  while  doctors  and  his  friends 
all  expected  him  to  die.  Yet  he  was 
up  again  after  a  while,  riding  about, 
attending  church  services. 

At  the  end  of  July,  he  rode  back  to 
Northampton,  traveling  a  painful  six- 
teen miles  a  day  by  horseback.  Soon 
after  he  reached  the  Edwards'  home, 
he  was  unable  to  leave  his  room.  From 
then  on,  he  looked  forward  to  death. 

"Oh,  I  long  to  be  with  God,  to  be- 
hold His  glory  and  to  bow  in  His 
(Continued  on  page  22) 
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and 

By    ROBERT   C.    McQUILKIN,   D.D. 

"And  she  brought  forth  her  firstborn  son,  and  wrapped  him  in  swaddling 
clothes,  and  laid  him  in  a  manger;  .  .  .  And  there  were  in  the  same  country 
shepherds  abiding  in  the  field,  keeping  watch  over  their  flock  by  night. 
And,  lo,  the  angel  of  the  Lord  came  upon  them,  and  the  glory  of  the  Lord 
shone  round  about  them:  and  they  were  sore  afraid.  And  the  angel  said 
unto  them.  Fear  not:  for,  behold,  I  bring  you  good  tidings  of  great  joy, 
which  shall  be  to  all  people.  For  unto  you  is  born  this  day  in  the  city  of 
David  a  Saviour,   which   is  Christ  the  Lord." 

"The  Son  of  man  shall  come  in  the  glory  of  his  Father  with  his  angels; 
and  render  to  every  man  according  to  his  deeds,"  Matt.  16:27.  "What  shall 
be  the  sign  of  thy  coming  .  .  .  This  gospel  of  the  kingdom  shall  be  preached 
in  all  the  world  for  a  witness  unto  all  nations;  and  then  shall  the  end  come." 


"Joy  to  the  world!  the  Lord  is 
come!"  Thus  begins  one  of  the  beau- 
tiful carols  that  we  use  to  rejoice  in 
the  coming  of  the  Lord  Jesus  to 
earth  in  Bethlehem's  manger. 

On  this  Christmas  Day  millions  are 
hearing  again  those  glad  words, 
"Peace  on  earth,  good  will  to  men." 
But  puzzled  hearts  are  asking  why, 
nineteen  hundred  years  after  the 
angels  gave  their  glorious  message, 
the  whole  world  should  be  prepar- 
ing for  war.  Instead  of  joy,  there  is 
distress  of  nations  and  fear  of  what 
is  coming  on  the  earth.  Instead  of 
good  will,  there  is  suspicion  and 
hatred. 

Are  the  glad  and  triumphant  ad- 
vent songs  really  true?  Indeed,  they 
are  more  than  true.  Jesus  Christ 
came  to  save  men  from  sin  and  to 
bring  peace  and  joy,  and  He  is  doing 
it. 

The  answer  to  all  the  sin  and  dark- 
ness and  sorrow  on  earth  at  this  sea- 
son is:  "Joy  to  the  world!  The  Lord 
is  coming  back  again."  Then  can  we 
sing  in  a  new  way,  "Joy  to  the  world! 
the  Saviour  reigns  ...  No  more  let 
sins  and  sorrows  grow.  ...  He  rules 
the  world  with  truth  and  grace,  and 
makes  the  nations  prove  the  glories 
of  His  righteousness,  and  wonders  of 
His  love." 

A  Double  Line  of  Prophecy 

The  Old  Testament  prophecies 
pointed  forward  to  a  Messiah  who 
would  come  in  lowliness  and  deepest 
humiliation,  who  would  suffer  for  the 
sins  of  men,  and  who  would  be  re- 
jected by  His  own  people.  But  the 
prophecies  also  foretold  a  Messiah 
who  would  be  highly  exalted  and  who 


would  reign  in  triumph.  Messiah  was 
to  be  the  Lamb  of  God  who  would 
die  for  sin;  he  was  also  to  be  the  Lion 
of  the  tribe  of  Judah  who  would  rule 
over  all  the  nations  of  the  world.  The 
prophecies  declare  that  there  would 
be  universal  war,  and  also  that  there 
would  be  universal  peace.  How  are 
these  prophecies  reconciled?  Some  of 
them  were  fulfilled  in  the  first  com- 
ing of  Christ.  Others  await  fulfill- 
ment at  His  second  coming. 

As  we  read  in  Matthew  and  Luke 
the  lovely  account  of  the  coming 
of  the  Son  of  God  to  earth,  we  are 
struck  by  the  amazing  contrasts  in 
the  account.  There  is  the  contrast 
between  the  lowliness  and  the  exalted 
glory.  He  was  conceived  by  the  power 
of  the  Holy  Spirit,  and  He  was  the 
mighty  God;  yet  He  was  cradled  in 
a  manger,  with  no  room  for  Him  in 
the  inn,  born  in  the  humblest  place 
on  earth.  His  birth  was  announced 
to  the  shepherds,  lowly  men  of  toil; 
but  His  birth  was  also  proclaimed  by 
all  the  angelic  hosts  of  heaven. 

In  the  reception  of  the  Saviour  at 
His  first  coming  there  was  also  an 
amazing  contrast  of  joy  and  sorrow, 
of  love  and  hatred,  of  gladness  and 
sadness.  The  wise  men  who  came  to 
worship  rejoiced  with  exceeding 
great  joy.  Herod  the  king  trembled 
with  rage  and  jealousy  and  hatred  at 
the  announcement  of  the  birth  of  the 
King  of  the  Jews.  The  shepherds  were 
happy  o"er  the  wonderful  thing  that 
had  come  to  pass.  The  godly  Simeon 
and  Anna  were  glad  when  they  saw 
the  Lord  and  recognized  Him  as  the 
promised  Redeemer.  But  blood  and 
tears  were  mingled     with     the     glad 


carols  of  His  birth  when  Herod 
slaughtered  the  babies  in  Bethlehem 
in  his  attempt  to  put  the  Messiah  to 
death. 

7s  His  Second  Coming  Near? 

How  is  the  world  to  receive  the 
Saviour  when  He  returns  to  the 
earth?  Many  signs  seem  to  indicate 
that  we  are  living  in  the  generation 
that  will  see  the  second  coming  of 
Christ.  Let  us  note  some  of  the  re- 
markable parallels  between  condi- 
tions at  His  first  coming  and  condi- 
tions today,  and  also  some  of  the 
contrasts  between  His  first  and 
second  comings. 

When  Christ  came  the  first  time, 
there  was  one  great  Roman  empire 
dominating  the  world.  It  is  clearly 
foretold  that  at  the  end  of  this  age 
there  will  be  a  revival  of  that  Roman 
empire  in  the  form  of  a  federation 
of  nations  ruled  by  the  antichrist. 

When  Christ  was  born  in  Bethle- 
hem, wise  men  came  to  worship  Him 
as  the  promised  King  of  the  Jews. 
Herod  the  Great  was  reigning  in 
Jerusalem  as  king  of  the  Jews. 
There  had  been  no  officially  recog- 
nized king  of  the  Jews  from  the  time 
that  Babylon  conquered  Israel  until 
Caesar  Augustus  put  Herod,  that 
great  monster  of  iniquity,  on  the 
throne.  And  when  Satan's  false  king 
was  reigning,  God's  King  was  born. 

When  Christ  came  the  first  time, 
He  was  not  received  by  His  own  peo- 
ple as  their  King.  Their  leaders  cried, 
"We  have  no  king  but  Caesar."  When 
Christ  comes  the  second  time,  there 
will  be  sitting  on  the  throne  the  anti- 
christ who  will  rule  the  Gentiles  and 
the  Jews.  But  Christ  will  be  revealed 
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The  Lighted  Pathway 


the  true  Messiah  of  Israel,  and  will 

received  by  them  as  their  Saviour- 
ng. 

Before  Christ  came  the  first  time 
ere  was  an  eager  expectation  on 
e  part  of  the  godly  Israelites  that 
?ssiah  was  soon  coming.  They  were 
)king  for  "the  consolation  of  Israel." 
lersheim,  the  noted  scholar,  says 
at  the  rabbis  were  writing  books  to 
plain  why  His  coming  was  so  de- 
/ed.  Today  as  never  before  there  is 

eager  expectation  of  Christ's  re- 
rn  to  the  earth. 

A  Dark  World  at  His  First  Coming 
When  Christ  came  the  first  time, 
e  world  was  in  a  fearful  state  of 
Dral  decay.  Historians  say  that  the 
rruption  would  have  destroyed 
inkind  if  something  had  not  hap- 
ned  to  change  conditions.  Today 
e  world  is  rapidly  heading  toward 
e  same  sort  of  moral  chaos. 
When  Christ  came  the  first  time, 
sn  were  lovers  of  pleasure  more 
an  lovers  of  God.  When  the  wise 
?n  came  from  the  east  to  inquire 
Jerusalem  where  the  Messiah 
ould  be  born,  Herod  the  king  called 
e  rulers  of  the  Jews  to  ask  them, 
ley  answered  at  once  that  He  would 

born  in  Bethlehem,  according  to 
e  prophecy.  One  would  suppose  that 
.  Jerusalem  would  be  on  fire  with 
pectation,    and    that    there    would 

large  numbers  going  to  Bethlehem 
th  the  wise  men  to  welcome  their 
ng.  Instead  we  read  that  all  Jeru- 
lem  was  troubled  at  the  news.  One 
ason,  of  course,  was  their  fear  of 
;rod  and  his  cruel,  jealous  rage.  But 
ere  was   another  reason.  The  Jews 

a  whole  were  not  looking  for  their 
^ssiah.  Edersheim  writes  of  the 
eat  theater  Herod  had  built  for  the 
ws  and  how  they  were  giving  them- 
Ives  to  the  pleasures  of  this  world, 
iday,  on  the  eve  of  Christ's  return, 
e  church  as  a  whole  is  indifferent 

the  coming  of  Christ.  Professing 
iristians    are    given    to    worldliness 

never  before. 

But  there  is  a  glad,  bright  side  to 
e  picture.  Never  nave  there  been  so 
any  Christians  eager  to  go  all  the 
ty  with  the  Lord  and  to  be  ready 
r  His  coming.  At  His  first  coming 
ere  was  a  remnant  of  the  Jews  who 
iew  the  Old  Testament  proph- 
ies  and  received  their  King  with 
idness.  So  today  the  people  of  God 
10  know  their  Bible  are  looking  for 
e  return  of  the  Lord. 
Four  tremendous  things  are  hap- 
ning  today  that  point  toward  the 
ar  coming  of  Christ.  There  is  the 
:e  of  dictatorships,  preparing  the 
ly  for  the  coming  of  the  antichrist, 
e  final  world  dictator  who  will  rule 
r  a  short  time  before  he  is  destroyed 

Christ's  coming.  There  is  the  rise 

national  religions,  preparing  the 
ly  for  one  universal  religion  when 
I  men.  except  true  Christians  and 
ws,  will  bow  and  worship  antichrist. 
tere  is  the  beginning  of  the  last 
eat  persecution  and  tribulation  of 
e  Jews,  which  will  end  in  the  re- 
rn  of  large  numbers  to  Palestine, 
lere  they  will  be  delivered  from  de- 
duction by  the  return  of  Christ. 
All    the   blessings    of    this    present 


When  Christ  came  to  earth  the  first  time,  many  of  the  Jews  had  returned 

to  Palestine  from  the  Babylonian  captivity.  When  He  returns  the  second 

time,  they  will  be  gathered  there  once  more  from  all  parts  of  the  earth. 


gospel  age  that  have  come  to  the 
Gentiles  have  come  through  the 
Jews.  The  Jews  who  have  accepted 
Christ  formed  the  Christian  church, 
and  then  Gentiles  were  added  to  that 
Church.  At  the  second  coming  of 
Christ,  Israel,  as  a  nation,  will  receive 
her  Messiah  and  this  will  result  in 
the  great  blessing  of  all  the  Gentile 
nations.  God's  plan  in  salvation  is 
the  Jew  first,  and  then  the  Gentile. 

There  is  a  fourth  thing  that  is  hap- 
pening and  this  is  a  glorious  thing: 
the  spreading  of  the  Gospel  to 
the  uttermost  part  of  the  earth. 
God  is  even  overruling  the  cruel  wars 
of  today  to  bring  about  His  purpose 
of  taking  the  gospel  to  the  ends  of 
the  earth.  When  this  gospel  is 
preached  to  all  men,  then  the  end  of 
the  age  will  come. 

Now  what  do  the  first  coming  of 
Christ  and  the  second  coming  of 
Christ  mean  to  you?  Have  you  accept- 
ed Him  as  your  Saviour  and  Lord? 
He  came  to  bring  peace,  but  peace 
could  come  only  through  the  blood  of 
His  cross.  There  must  be  glory  to  God 
before  there  can  be  peace  on  earth. 


So  when  Christ  came  the  first  time, 
He  did  bring  peace  and  joy  to  every 
man  who   accepts  Him. 

When  He  comes  the  second  time,  He 
will  come  not  in  humiliation  but  in 
triumph.  When  He  came  the  first 
time,  there  was  peace  on  earth  be- 
cause the  great  Roman  empire  was 
in  control  of  all  nations.  But  for  nine- 
teen hundred  years  there  have  been 
wars  and  rumors  of  war.  When  He 
comes  the  second  time,  there  will  be 
world-wide  war,  but  He  will  come  as 
the  King  of  righteousness  and  will 
do  away  with  war  and  reign  as  Prince 
of  Peace.  Are  we  ready  for  His  com- 
ing? The  call  to  each  Christian  is  the 
one  great  commission  of  the  Lord,  to 
go  and  preach  the  gospel  to  every 
creature. 

Let  us  receive  Christ  as  our  own 
personal  Saviour.  Let  us  then  make 
our  chief  business  in  life  to  help  make 
Him  known  to  others.  Thus  shall  we 
hasten  His  return,  and  we  shall  be 
ready  when  He  comes.  Let  us  join 
in  the  last  recorded  prayer  of  the 
Bible,  "Even  so,  come,  Lord  Jesus." — 
The  Sunday  School  Times. 
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Happy  Momg  Circle 


Conducted   by   ALDA   B.    HARRISON 


"It  isn't  far  to  Bethlehem  town! 

It's  anywhere   that   Christ   comes  down 

And  finds  a  welcome,  friendly  face, 

Who  gives  Him  an  abiding   place. 

The  road  to  Bethlehem  runs  right  through 

The  homes  of  folks  like  me  and  you!" 

KEEPING    CHRISTMAS    CHRIS- 
TIAN  IN  THE   HOME 

By  the  Rev.  H.  K.  Sheets 

The  church  can  help  parents  in  a 
good  many  ways  to  emphasize  Chris- 
tian aspects  of  Christmas.  Every 
Christian  home  should  have  the  joy 
of  a  Christian  Christmas.  It  should 
feel  the  warm  glow  of  Christmas 
cheer;  it  should  find  its  true  mean- 
ing and  be  rich  in  heart  and  life  for 
having  found  it. 

The  festival  of  the  birth  of  Christ 
must  have  a  religious  observance.  No 
other  kind  is  appropriate.  No  other 
kind  is  worthy  of  what  the  day  means 
to  every  child  of  the  newborn  King. 
The  deepest  joys  of  Christmas  can- 
not be  realized  by  a  secular  cele- 
bration. They  can  come  only  through 
worship  and  devotion  such  as  the  wise 
men  and  the  shepherds  gave  to  Jesus. 
Moreover,  the  true  happiness  which 
Christmas  affords  is  not  to  be  found 
outside  the  circle  of  love  and  friend- 
ship. It  is  significant  that  God  gave 
the  first  Christmas  its  setting,  not  in 
a  show  window  or  a  toy  shop;  certain- 
ly not  in  a  ballroom  or  tavern;  not 
even  in  a  synagogue  or  temple;  but 
in  the  humble  surroundings  of  the 
love  that  makes  a  home. 

This  being  true,  it  is  legitimate  that 
our  primary  Christmas  celebrations 
should  be  festivals  of  the  home.  That 
church  is  wise  which  not  only  plans 
the  Christmas  services  in  such  a  way 
the  Christian  Christmas  in  the  home, 
observances,  but  which  also  inspires 
the  parents  of  the  church  and  com- 
munity to  see  that  there  should  be  a 
rich  devotional  and  spiritual  aspect  to 
the  Christian  Christmas  in  the  home. 

The  sacred  art  of  guiding  the  family 
in  informal  worship  experiences  and 
leading  the  way  in  home  devotions  has 
been  largely  lost  by  the  parents  of  this 
generation.  Even  many  Christian  fa- 
thers and  mothers  who  may  have  the 
desire  to  guide  Christmas  home  fes- 
tivities into  appropriate  channels  may 
feel    awkward    in   attempting    it   and 


lack  suggestions  and  guidance  for 
making  the  occasion  most  worth  while. 
With  that  need  in  mind,  we  are  pre- 
senting some  suggestions  here  which 
may  prove  helpful. 

PLANNING  AHEAD 

1.  Begin  to  plan  early  how  to  make 
the  Christmas  season  a  real  spiritual 
experience  for  every  member  of  the 
family. 

2.  Do  your  best  to  reserve  some 
leisure  time  in  the  last  days  before 
Christmas  in  order  that  you  may  be 
relaxed  and  free  to  enjoy  Christmas 
with  the  family. 

3.  Be  content  with  a  Christmas 
which  is  within  your  means  and  con- 
tent with  the  principles  of  the  gospel. 

4.  If  you  have  a  tree  or  decorate  the 
home  in  other  ways,  do  not  omit  the 
things  which  will  make  the  entire 
atmosphere  Christian.  A  miniature 
manger  scene  on  the  mantle  or  under 
the  tree  is  sometimes  used.  A  worship 
center  might  be  set  up  on  the  mantle, 
or  on  a  small  table,  using  a  Bible  with 
a  suitable  picture  above.  Candles, 
often  a  part  of  table  decorations, 
might  be  placed  on  either  side  of  the 
Bible. 

THINKING   OF   OTHERS 

1.  Cooperate  in  writing  letters  to 
members  of  the  family  circle  or  close 
friends  who  are  away  from  home  for 
Christmas — members  of  the  family 
who  have  not  been  fortunate  enough 
to  get  home  for  Christmas. 

2.  Plan  with  your  family  a  happy 
occasion  or  surprise  for  someone  who 
needs    love    and    interest,    perhaps    a 


shut-in,  a  sick  neighbor,  or  a  lone 
person. 

3.  Invite  someone  who  no  longi 
has  a  home  or  is  obliged  to  sper 
Christmas  away  from  it  to  share  wit 
you  in  the  home  blessings  of  the  ses 
son. 

THE  FAMILY  FELLOWSHIP 

1.  See  that  each  member  of  tr 
family  shares,  as  far  as  possible,  i 
the  planning  the  menu,  the  decor 
tions,  the  guests,  and  other  things. 

2.  Plan  a  happy  little  surprise  f( 
each  member  of  the  family  whic 
shows  particular  thought,  interest,  an 
understanding.  This  might  be  the  oc 
casion    for   some    fun    and    laughte 

3.  Think  of  someone  who  may  t 
ill  or  sad.  Call  on  him  Christmas  Da; 

4.  Plan  one  evening,  or  perhaj. 
several  evenings,  at  home  togethe 
reading  aloud,  singing  carols  aboi 
the  piano,  making  candy  or  popcon 
playing  suitable  games.  The  childre 
and  young  people  will  be  carrying  o 
many  Christmas  enterprises  in  churc 
and  school.  Parents  are  wise  to  mak 
use  of  these  things  in  the  home.  Caroi 
a*nd  recitations  learned  in  school  c 
church  will  be  presented  with  gres 
joy  to  the  informal  home  circle. 

THE   FAMILY   WORSHIP 

1.  If  you  have  regular  family  devc 
tions  in  the  home,  plan  to  enlarge  an 
enrich  them  through  the  Christma 
season. 

2.  If  you  do  not  have  regular  famil 
devotions,  use  this  Christmas  to  be 
gin  them. 

3.  Plan  for  the  whole  family  to  par 
ticipate  in  some  significant  way  i: 
each  devotional  period:  a  verse  o 
Scripture,  a  prayer,  prayer  or  Scrip 
ture  in  unison,  an  appropriate  vers 
of  some  hymn. 
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VIRGINIA    BRANDT    BERG 

Parents,  you  are  making  memories  today  in  your  family  circle.  What  Joint 
will  they  he  in  your  later  years,  when  the  birds  have  flown  away? 

I  am  walking  the  path  of  life  today  with   mem'ries   I    have   made; 

And  I  know  as  they  cling  and  walk  so  close,  this  is  the   price   I've   paid — 

For  the  little  things  I  might  have  done,  but  a  selfish  heart  rebelled. 

A  letter  unwritten,  a  word  unsaid,  a   touch  of  love   withheld; 

Those  things   I  am  sure  in  the  carefree  year  no  one  would  ever   miss. 

Oh!  if  someone  had  only  whispered  then,   "You   will   remember  this." 

But  while   I  thought  as   I    kept  the   pace   amid   the   gay  parade. 

That  down  through  the  years  I  should  live  some  day  with  mem'ries  I  had  made. 

I  am  walking  the  path  of  life  today  with  mem'ries  I   have  made- 
Unrolling  the  records  before  my  heart,   I  stand  almost  afraid. 
There's  the  love  untrue  and  the  broken  vow,  and  then — a  stolen  bliss. 
Oh!  had  it  come  to  me  then — as  now,  "You  will   remember  this." 
There  is  the  year  that  I  wandered  away,  careless,  forgetting  God; 
Then  the  agony  as  I  stumbled  back,  under  the  chastening  rod. 
Oh!  I  know  you  can  dodge  it  if  you  will;  I  call  a  spade  a  spade, 
For  I  know  in  my  heart  I  walk  today  with   memories  I   have   made. 

When   I'm   walking   the   path    of   tomorrow   with    mem'ries   I    have    made; 

When  the  lost  deep  valley's   behind   me,   and    I've   made   the   last   steep   grade, 

When  it's  twilight  and  evening  bell  and  I  am  crossing  the  bar, 

I  wonder  what  mem'ry  will   bring   me  then.  Will  God   be   near  or  far? 

O  Maker,  so  mighty,  help  me  today,  as  memories  I  make, 

To  remember  it  lies  within  my  power  the  future  to  create. 

And  the  things  that  I  do  shall  walk  with  me  along  the  coming  way. 

So  help  me,  I  pray,  to  remember  I'm  making  memories  today. 
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fegfog? 


Dear  Tempted  and   Tried  Friends: 

Here  we  are  almost  ready  for  Christ- 
mas. Some  of  us  are  looking  forward 
with  great  joy  to  the  Christmas  sea- 
son. We  are  making  plans  and  hoping 
that  we  can  give  our  dear  friends 
some  lovely  presents.  Perhaps  some 
are  storing  away  pennies  in  order  that 
mother  and  father  may  have  even  a 
small  token  of  love  at  this  festive 
time.  Yes,  great  excitement  prevails 
throughout  the  whole  universe.  Store- 
keepers are  gathering  the  choicest 
offerings  of  all  the  earth  and  are  dis- 
playing them  alluringly.  Shoppers  are 
wearying  themselves  in  making  their 
purchases.  Friend  will  exchange  gift 
with  friend;  the  Yule  log  will  glow  and 
crackle  upon  the  hearth;  the  house 
will  be  beautiful  with  decorations. 
Christmas  bells,  wreaths  of  holly  and 
mistletoe  will  adorn  the  homes  of  the 
nation.  The  tables  will  be  laden  with 
the  season's  delicacies,  and  some  will 
be  surrounded  by  a  united  family. 
Some  will  have  crossed  the  continent 
to  be  at  home  on  this  great  occasion. 
The  church,  the  school,  the  social 
circle,  the  public  offer  full  rounds  of 
special  activities. 

Oh  yes,  but  what  does  it  all  mean? 


Conducted  by  ALDA  B.  HARRISON 

The  whole  world  is  awake  and  active 
at  this  time.  The  man  or  woman  who 
does  not  show  an  interest  at  this  time 
is  considered  a  grouch,  like  Dicken's 
Scrooge.  But  why  all  this  excitement? 
What  has  happened?  God  made 
Christmas.  He  made  it  of  a  Babe  nest- 
ling innocently  and  trustfully  in  the 
arms  of  a  loving  mother.  The  setting 
is  against  a  fearfully  dark  background 


A  CHRISTMAS   PRAYER 

"O    Lord,    there    sit    apart   in    lonely 

places 
On  this,  the  gladdest  night  of  all  the 

year, 
Some    stricken    ones    with    sad    and 

weary  faces 
To  whom    the   thought  of  Christmas 

brings  no  cheer: 
For  these,  O  Father,  our  petition  hear 
And    send    the    pitying    Christ-child 

very  near. 

"And  there  be  tempted  souls  this 
night  still  waging 

Such  desperate  warfare  with  all  evil 
powers; 

Anthems  of  peace,  while  the  dead 
strife  is  raging, 

Sound  but  a  mockery  through  their 
midnight  hours; 

For  these,  O  Father,  our  petition  hear 

And  send  Thy  tempted,  sinless  Christ- 
child  very  near. 

"Lord,  some  sit  by  lonely  hearthstones, 

sobbing, 
Who  feel  this  night  all  earthly  love 

denied, 
Who  hear  but  dirges  in  the  loud  bells' 

throbbing 
For  loved  ones  lost  who  blessed  last 

Christmastide; 
For  these,  O  Father,  our  petition  hear 
And     send     the     loving     Christ-child 

near." 

— Selected. 


— many  miles  from  home,  no  room 
in  the  inn,  no  cradle  but  a  manger, 
no  company  but  dumb  brutes — but 
amidst  this  dark  scene  there  came  a 
light  around  the  Child  and  mother. 
A  few  who  saw  this  light  brought 
greetings.  The  shepherds  and  wise 
men  followed  the  leading  of  the  star. 
These  poured  out  praise  because  the 
Saviour  of  men  had  come,  because  the 
hope  of  the  world  had  dawned,  be- 
causes  God  had  made  Christmas.  Now 
the  whole  world  bows  to  the  newborn 
King  at  Christmas.  The  dime,  the 
quarter,  and  the  dollar  we  spend  bow 
in  recognition  of  the  birth  of  the 
King  of  kings  and  Lord  of  lords. 
Every  date  placed  on  a  letter  or  card 
or  package  sent  out  at  this  Christ- 
mas time  bows  in  acknowledgement 
of  the  birth  of  this  Babe  in  the 
manger  one  thousand  nine  hundred 
and  forty-nine  years  ago.  Who  can 
doubt  the  divinity  of  this  Babe  at  this 
Christmas  time?  Then  if  we  believe  in 
Him,  let  us  say  from  the  depth  of  our 
hearts,  "As  God  gave  all  for  me  on 
that  first  Christmas  morning,  I  will 
give  all  for  Him  a  way  down  here  in 
1949."  Have  you  given  all? 

There  will  be  those  at  this  Christ- 
mas time  who  will  find  it  hard  to  be 
merry.  Last  Christmas  your  family 
was  all  together.  Mother,  father 
brother,  sister  were  all  around  the 
fireside.  They  heard  together  the 
crackling  of  the  Yule  log.  They  sat 
together  around  the  festive  board, 
they  sang  together,  they  laughed  to- 
gether, but  this  year,  oh,  what  a  dark 
picture.  Mother  is  gone;  or  perhaps  it 
is  father,  a  brother  or  sister,  or  some 
loved  one  or  friend.  It  seems  that  it  is 
all  mockery,  as  the  Christmas  bells 
begin  to  peal  forth  on  the  frosty 
morning  air.  But  stop  and  let  us 
reason  together.  How  happy  that 
sound  should  be,  for  it  brings  to  our 
minds  the  thought  that  the  great  De- 
liverer has  come.  He  made  it  possible 
for  that  loved  one  to  have  a  beauti- 
ful mansion  awaiting  him  or  her  over 
across  the  great  divide  and  that  we 
may  follow  on  to  meet  them  some 
sweet  day.  Isn't  that  grand?  Then 
why  should  we  not  look  up  and  re- 
joice with  the  world  in  a  great  De- 
liverer like  this?  Oh,  praise  His  name! 
Just  now  I  feel  that  gentle  dew  from 
heaven  moistening  and  refreshing  my 
soul.  Is  He  real  to  you? 


December,  1949 
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Master  damp 


"But  when  the  fulness  of  the  time  was  come,  God 
sent  forth  his  Son  ..."  Galatians  4:4. 


by  CLYNE   W.    BUXTON 


For  centuries  before  the  angel  Ga- 
briel saluted  the  young,  devout  virgin 
Mary  and  broke  to  her  the  glorious 
news  that  God  had  chosen  her  to  be 
the  mother  of  the  immaculate  Son  of 
God,  Hebrew  mothers  were,  no  doubt, 
hoping  to  be  the  God-chosen  one  to 
give  birth  to  the  long-promised  Mes- 
siah. Well  might  a  mother  yearn  for 
such  honor!  Well  might  a  father 
dream  of  calling  the  Child  of  prophecy 
"my  child."  But  the  time  was  not  yet 
"full." 

Suppose  that  while  King  Solomon 
was  ruling  his  vast  domain  after  fin- 
ishing the  magnificent  temple,  the 
Messiah  had  begun  His  earthly  exist- 
ence. The  prophecy  of  His  coming 
would  have  been  known  only  to  the 
Israelitish  people,  for  the  Holy  Scrip- 
tures had  been  read  by  none  other. 
Perhaps  the  Gentiles  would  not  have 
accepted  the  gospel  of  Christ  so  read- 
ily, for  they  had  heard  nothing  of 
His  coming. 

Due  to  Israel's  sins,  however,  God 
permitted  Solomon's  stately  temple 
to  be  destroyed  by  the  Chaldeans, 
along  with  the  whole  of  the  city  Jerus- 
alem, the  hub  of  Jewish  activities. 
After  the  Chaldean  king,  Nebuchad- 
nezzar, had  taken  the  Israelites,  in- 
cluding the  three  Hebrew  children,  to 
the  then  very  modern  city  of  Babylon 
and  the  surrounding  country,  God's 
chosen  people  began  to  tell  the  Chal- 
deans about  the  one  true  God  and 
the  promised  King  of  kings.  When 
Israel  had  fulfilled  seventy  retribu- 
tive years  in  this  heathen  land,  by  the 
mercies  of  God  she  was  restored  to 
the  land  of  her  fathers,  Canaan.  But 
they  were  a  changed  people  now.  The 
time  was  a  little  "fuller"  for  our  com- 
ing Lord.  Idol  worship  was  completely 
rooted  out  of  their  midst,  never  to 
gain  entrance  again,  and  the  doctrine 
of  the  coming  of  the  Messiah  became 
clearer  through  the  distinctive  writ- 
ings of  Daniel,  who  was  in  Chaldea 
those  seventy  dark  years.  It  was  dur- 
ing this  time,  also,  that  the  doctrine 
of  the  resurrection  of  the  body,  the 
doctrine  of  the  new  birth,  and  that 
of  the  animating  power  of  the  Holy 
Ghost  came  to  the  front  through  the 
eloouent  penmanship  of  the  prophet 
Ezekiel. 

It  was  quite  some  time  a  ft  e  r 
Israel  had  aeain  settled  in  the  his- 
toric land  of  Palestine,  and  a  few  years 
after  the  death  of  the  celebrated  con- 
queror and  friend  of  the  Jews,  Alex- 
ander the  Great,  an  incident  of  un- 
told  worth   in    the   "fulfilling   of   the 


CLYNE  W.  BUXTON 
Youth  Director  of  Western  Canada 

time"  took  place.  The  incident  was 
brought  about  by  Ptolemy  Phila- 
delphus,  an  eminent  king  of  Egypt, 
who  desired  his  already  magnifi- 
cent library  at  Alexandria  to  be 
complete  by  containing  the  Hebrew 
Scriptures  in  his  spoken  language, 
the  Greek.  Having  solicited  and 
obtained  the  services  of  the  well- 
trained  Palestinian  scribes,  he 
soon  had  the  task  completed.  Being 
one  of  the  greatest  missionary  works 
ever  performed,  the  completion  of 
this  translation  soon  made  it  possible 
for  mankind  to  know  the  predictions 
of  the  coming  Saviour  wherever  the 
Grecian  language  was  spoken.  In  link- 
ing this  to  the  fact  that  during  the 
captivity  in  Chaldea  the  Hebrew  peo- 
ple, who  knew  of  the  prophecy  of  the 
coming  Redeemer,  began,  to  a  con- 
siderable degree,  to  speak  the  Aramaic 
language  which  was  becoming  widely 
used,  we  can  understand  how  the  hope 
of  the  forthcoming  King  was  being 
told  far  and  wide. 

Then  later  the  aggressive  Romans 
came  into  power.  Having  conquered 
the  known  world,  they  built  extraor- 
dinary roads  and  established  shipping 
routes  which  led  to  all  important 
cities  of  the  known  world.  Built  for 
Roman  emperors  and  soldiers,  those 
roads  would  soon  be  traversed  by  the 
forthcoming  Prince  of  Peace,  and  by 
His  followers  while  on  missions  for 
their  King.  Those  shipping  routes  His 
disciples  would  soon  patronize  to  rush 
the  news  to  the  world  that  King 
Immanuel  saves  and  satisfies.  Yes,  the 
time  was  truly  "full"  for  the  Messiah 
to  make  His  appearing,  for  at  no  other 
time  had  conditions  been  so  fitting. 

The  stage  is  set.  The  prelude  is  fin- 
ished. With  the  heavens  as  the  stage 
and  mankind  as  the  audience,  all  is 
tensely  waiting  for  the  main  Charac- 
ter of  this  great  production  to  come 
upon  the  scene.  It  is  a  wintry  night. 


The  air  is  crisp  and  the  sky  is  clear. 
Presently  an  angel  steps  from  behind 
heaven's  curtain  and  makes  the  glad- 
some announcement  that  man  is  so 
intently  waiting  for:  "The  Messiah 
has  come!"  "And  suddenly  there  was 
with  the  angel  a  multitude  of  the 
heavenly  host  praising  God,  and  say- 
ing, Glory  to  God  in  the  highest,  and 
on  earth  peace,  good  will  toward  men." 
Why  should  not  the  populace  of  heav- 
en have  joined  in  the  celebration?  for 
God's  Son,  a  member  of  the  holy  Trin- 
ity of  heaven,  had  honored  sinful 
man  to  the  high  degree  of  coming  to 
earth  to  save  him  from  the  curse 
placed  upon  him  at  Eden. 

For  approximately  thirty  long,  si- 
lent years  we  hear  nothing  of  that  per- 
fect Life  which  was  to  bring  a  com- 
plete change  in  the  lives  and  affairs  of 
men,  except  for  a  short  while  at  the 
beginning  of  His  earthly  life  and  the 
account  of  His  encounter  with  the 
Levitical  doctors  at  the  age  of  twelve. 
Near  the  end  of  those  thirty  years  a 
prophet,  a  forerunner  of  King  Im- 
manuel, came  forth  and  began  to 
preach  repentance  and  to  baptize.  Al- 
though he  was  probably  not  from 
the  aristocracy  of  his  day,  and  we 
have  no  record  of  his  studying  at  a 
seminary  under  some  renowned  theo- 
logian (other  than  God!),  his  ministry 
was  extremely  effective.  He  sought 
God  and  God  was  with  him.  May  God 
help  us  young  ministers  of  this  day 
to  remember,  as  we  pursue  our  formal 
education,  that  we  must  seek  "first  the 
kingdom  of  heaven  and  its  righteous- 
ness," and  that  we  must  not  even  try 
to  get  along  without  this  seeking. 
Otherwise,  we  shall  be  "ever  learning 
and  never  able  to  come  to  the  knowl- 
edge of  the  truth." 

One  day,  seeing  his  Lord  approach- 
ing, this  Prophet  John  exclaimed,  "Be- 
hold the  Lamb  of  God,  which  taketh 
away  the  sin  of  the  world."  John  the 
Baptist  was  a  great  man  but  he  gave 
the  testimony  that  he  was  not  worthy 
even  to  loose  the  Master's  shoe  latch- 
ets.  He  was  to  decrease,  but  He  who 
was  to  follow  him  was  to  increase. 
John  did  a  very  plausible  work  for 
God  by  teaching  repentance  and  by 
baptizing  with  water,  but  the  One  fol- 
lowing him  was  to  give  a  greater  bap- 
tism, for  He  was  to  baptize  with  the 
Holy  Ghost! 

Our    Lord    soon    stepped    from    His 

private  life  into  His  public  ministry, 

the  beginning  of  which  was  marked  by 

His  astonishing  all  present  at  the  Gal- 

(Continued  on  page  13) 
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922        MONTGOMERY        AVENUE  •  CLEVELAND,        TENNESSEE 


Dear  LIGHTED  PATHWAY  Reader: 

Will  yon  be  one  in  this  number?  From  now  until  Christ- 
mas a  large  number  of  LIGHTED  PATHWAY  subscribers 
will  take  time  out  to  send  The  LIGHTED  PATHWAY  as  a 
gift  to  friends  .  .  .  or  to  renew  or  extend  their  own 
subscription  at  the  special  Christmas  rate  of  $1.00. 

Now,  surely,  this  is  the  ideal  way  to  solve  a  Christ- 
mas gift  problem  .  .  .  and  to  make  good  friends 
happier  this  season.  Every  month  during  the  next  year 
they  will  be  reminded  of  your  thoughtfulness . 

An  attractive  gift  card  will  go  with  each  gift 


subscription.  Both  the  card  and  the  first  issue 
of  The  LIGHTED  PATHWAY  will  arrive  in  your  friend's 
home  or  office  by  the  Christmas  holiday  if  you 
act  immediately. 

The  pages  of  The  LIGHTED  PATHWAY  are  designed  to 
carry  features  of  spiritual  depth  and  cultural 
breadth  that  will  edify  and  enrich  the  hearts  of  the 
readers.  It  has  been  often  said  by  our  readers  that 
they  do  not  see  how  we  can  pack  so  much  good  in  such 
little  space,  but  we  can  guarantee  that  you  will  never 
be  able  to  buy  more  real  reading  pleasure  for  such  a 
low.  cost.  This  is  a  magazine  of  features,  which  has 
only  one  pattern  and  rule — to  supply  its  readers  with 
the  very  best  in  Christian  literature. 

All  of  this  and  more  arrives  each  month  in  The  LIGHTED 
PATHWAY  that  has  been  so  widely  accepted  throughout 
the  evangelical  world. 

Won't  you  mail  your  gift  order  today  and  so  avoid  the 
"holiday  rush"?  The  gift  bearing  your  name  will  go 
to  each  recipient  at  your  request. 

The  special  Christmas  rate  of  fl.00  for  each  sub- 
scription is  good. through  December  31.  Send  your  sub- 
scription now  and  have  this  much  of  your  Christmas 

shopping  out  of  the  way. 

A  blessed  holiday  season  to  you. 

Editor,  The  LIGHTED  PATHWAY. 

P.  3.  And  don't  forget  to  add  the  name  of  at  least  one 
missionary  to  your  Christmas  list.  If  you  don't  know 
one  personally,  we  shall  be  glad  to  supply  a  name. 


Wllcftf 

M.10H 


■■AXHIWAX 


The  LIGHTED  PATHWAY  is  one  of  the 
best  church  publications  I  have 
ever  read.  This  periodical  is  filled 
with  inspirational  messages  and 
items  of  interest  to  readers  of  all 
ages.  I  am  a  booster  for  our  Youth 
Publication.  It  speaks  for  itself. 
— R.  R.  Walker,  General  Sec.-Treas. 

*  *    * 

The  LIGHTED  PATHWAY  is  ideal  in 
its  appearance;  informative  in  its 
appeal;  very  influential  in  its 
field.— H.  L.  Chesser,  General  Over- 
seer. 

*  *    * 

The  LIGHTED  PATHWAY  is  a  clean  and 
wholesome  magazine,  with  emphasis 
on  good  morals,  religion,  and  spir- 
ituality. It  holds  a  high  standard 
of  Christian  living  for  our  young 
people.  It  is  safe  for  children  of 
any  age  and  is  a  credit  to  every 
home.— Zeno  C.  Tharp,  Assistant  Gen- 
eral Overseer. 

*  *    * 

The  LIGHTED  PATHWAY  is  a  Christ  - 
centered  magazine,  expertly  de- 
signed and  editorially  conditioned 
to  meet  the  needs  and  satisfy  the 
tastes  of  the  American  youth. 
—J.  Stewart  Brins field, 

President,  Lee  College. 

*  *    * 

I  am  a  member  of  the  Church  of  God 
in  tltila,  Honduras,  and  I  am  also  a 
member  of  the  Y.P.E.  We  really  en- 
joy reading  The  LIGHTED  PATHWAY. 
As  I  read  this  paper  I  feel  strength- 
ened in  my  Christian  life.— Decina 
Cooper,  Utila  Spanish  Honduras, 

Central  America. 

*  *    * 

The  LIGHTED  PATHWAY  is  attractive 
in  its  construction;  spiritual  in 
its  purpose;  world-wide  in  its  aim; 
and  deserves  careful  attention  and 
thorough  reading  by  every  thinking 
Christian  young  person. 
—A.  M.  Phillips,  Business  Manager. 


A  friend  let  me  read  one  of  your 
books;  namely,  The  LIGHTED  PATHWAY. 
Could  you  tell  me  how  I  could  oblige 
same  and  cost?— Miss  Violet  M.  Patey, 
Devonshire,  England. 

*  *    * 

I  enjoy  The  LIGHTED  PATHWAY  very 
much.  It  surely  encourages  me  to  go 
on  with  the  Lord.  I  pass  my  old 
LIGHTED  PATHWAYS  on  into  other 
homes.— Eugene  Granger,  Loris, 
South  Carolina. 

*  *    * 

Christian  greetings  from  Western 
Canada!  We  are  receiving  The  LIGHT- 
EL  PATHWAY  here  in  Canada  and  en- 
joying reading  it  very  much.  I  al- 
ways look  forward  to  its  arrival. 
The  young  people  here  appreciate  our 
youth  periodical  and  the  keen  in- 
terest the  Church  shows  in  its  youth. 
— Clyne  W.  Buxton,  Youth  Director  of 
Western  Canada. 

*        *        * 

I  want  to  commend  you  on  The  LIGHT- 
ED PATHWAY,  for  it  is  really  filled 
with  truth,  which  is  brought  home 
to  us  in  such  a  marvelous  way.— Mrs. 
Dora  Gilman,  Hillsboro,  Oregon. 

*  *    * 

There  is  something  about  The 
LIGHTED  PATHWAY  that  will  lift  up 
anyone  for  any  battle  he -might  be 
facing. -Mrs.  Ruby  Simpson,  3027 
Shelter  Road,  .Norfolk,  Virginia. 

*  *    * 

My  issue  of  The  LIGHTED  PATHWAY 
has  been  a  great  inspiration  to  me. 
Every  article  In  it  seems  to  bless 
my  soul.  I  was  thinking  this  morn- 
ing just  what  the  Church  of  God  young 
people  would  do  without  our  youth 
magazine,  The  LIGHTED  PATHWAY.  In 
this  world  of  sin  and  so  many  books, 
papers,  and  magazines  which  con- 
tain so  many  ungodly  things  to  en- 
tice the  youth  of  today,  makes  us 
appreciate  The  LIGHTED  PATHWAY. 
-Mrs.  Clyde  Davis,  Muncie,  Indiana. 


(ftljristttrcH 

Twelve  Times  a  Year  With  The 
LIGHTED  PATHWAY 

Uplifting  and  Distinctive  Short  Stories 

Sermons  From  the  Pens  of  America's  Finest  Young  Ministers 
News  of  What  Young  People  Are  Doing  in  the  Christian  World 

Devotional  Material  of  the  Ripest  and  Maturest  Quality 
Introductions  to  the  Outstanding  Young  People  of  Our  Day 

Biographies  of  Christianity's  Heroes 
Plus  All  the  Regular  Features  That  Make  The  LIGHTED  PATHWAY 

One  of  Christianity's  Leading  and  Most  Vibrant  Voices 
Each  Cover  Picture  and  the  Illustrations  on  the  Inside  Will  Create  the 

Mood  of  the  Season  and  Bring  Happiness  to  Each  Reader  Each  Month. 


The  LIGHTED  PATHWAY  is   superla- 
tive!   As  Editor-in-Chief  of  all 
Church  of  God  publications,    it  is 
naturally  expected  that  I  should  "be 
modest  in  my  appraisal  of  any  of  our 
publications,    and  when   I    consider 
the  many  practical,    educational, 
yet    spiritual,    features   of  The 
LIGHTED  PATHWAY  that   are   respon-' 
sibl-e  for  its  having  the  enviable 
record  of  a  circulation   surpassing 
that  of  any  other  Christian  youth 
magazine,    I   would  not    dare  bring 
down  upon  my  head  the  frowns  of 
condemnation  from  thousands 
throughout  the  world  by  saying 
The  LIGHTED  PATHWAY  is   anything 
less  than  the  BEST  in  youth  maga- 
zines.—J.    D.    Bright,    Editor-in- 
Chief,   Church  of  God  Publications. 
*         *         * 

I've  never  written  you  since  you 
have  been  the  Editor  of  The  LIGHTED 
PATHWAY,  and  I  want  to  say  that  I 
love  the  paper.  Mother  and  I  enjoyed 
"Bell  Over  Blackpine"  very  much.— 
Wanda  Lemaster,  Mountain  Park,  Okla. 


The  LIGHTED  PATHWAY  gets  better 
all  the  time.    I  am  praying  for  all 
who  have   a  part    in  printing  it.— 
Gracie  Elwood,    GO?  Ashe   Street, 

Key  West,    Florida. 

Your  LIGHTED  PATHWAY  is  one  of  the 
finest  spiritual  help  magazines  I 
have  ever  read.— Mrs.   Ruth  Cannon, 

Louisville  8,   Ky. 

*  *         * 

These  magazines  are  so  very  inter- 
esting, soul-stirring,  and  inspir- 
ing. I  have  derived  much  food  for 
thought  from  every  item  or  article 
in  these  papers,  and  they  have  been 
the  means  of  deepening  my  spiritual 
life  and  other  Christians',  also. 
—Mrs.  Princess  Jonas,  Albert  own, 

Georgetown,  British  Guiana. 

*  *    # 

I  am  in  the  navy  and  stationed  in 
Tsing  Tao,  China.  A  little  while 
back  I  sent  for  The  LIGHTED  PATH- 
WAY, which  has  proved  a  blessing  to 
me  and  also  to  my  shipmate.— Raymond 
Woodby,  U.S.S.  Hamner. 


A  Word  About  Toe  LIGHTED  PATHW J*LY 

Special  (?6ni4tm44,  Oll&i 

You  save  25c  on  each  subscription.  Whether  you  send  only  one  gift  sub- 
scription or  a  score  of  subscriptions,  the  rate  is  $1.00  for  each  name  you 
send  in.  Your  saving  will  be  considerable. 

Extend  your  own  subscription.  Take  advantage  of  this  offer  to  save  money 
on  your  own  subscription  by  either  renewing  or  extending  it  with  your  gift 
order. 

Remember  missionaries,  shut-ins,  and  others  who  don't  have  the  privilege 
of  abundant  Christian  fellowship.  The  LIGHTED  PATHWAY  will  mean 
a  special  blessing  to  them. 

This  special  Christmas  offer  must  be  sent  in  on  the  enclosed  blank  to  re- 
ceive the  subscription  for  $1.00. 
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(Continued  from  page  12) 
ilean  wedding  feast  by  turning  water 
into  wine.  Then  having  left  Galilee, 
we  find  Him  in  the  Temple  in  Judea 
driving  money-changers  from  His  Fa- 
ther's house,  showing  that  He  was  a 
firm  Saviour  as  well  as  a  loving  One. 
Soon  afterward  He  conversed  with  ec- 
clesiastical Nicodemus,  disclosing  the 
great  plan  of  God  for  man  to  be  con- 
verted. He  made  this  soul-winning 
plan  comparable  to  Moses  lifting  up 
the  serpent  in  the  wilderness.  If  man 
would  look  upon  Him  as  he  did  the 
serpent,  he  would  be  saved  from  the 
venomous,  deadly  poison  of  sin. 

One  of  the  many  wonders  cherished 
in  the  divine  plan  of  salvation  is  that 
there  is  absolutely  no  person  to  which 
it  is  not  perfectly  adaptable.  Our 
Christ  had  a  gospel  which  exactly  fit- 
ted the  personality  of  Nicodemus,  a 
highly  respectable  individual.  Then, 
when  a  little  later  He  met  the  vile  Sa- 
maritan woman  at  Jacob's  well,  His 
words  cut  right  to  the  core  of  her  sin- 
blighted  life.  She  was  a  woman  of  very 
low  morals,  one  whom  society  must 
have  looked  upon  as  an  outcast  and  a 
hopeless  adulteress.  But  then  the  Mas- 
ter came !  Immediately,  she  was 
changed  from  a  hopeless,  debauched 
sinner  to  a  godly,  zealous  evangelist 
for  her  Lord.  Having  been  the  day 
before  an  outcast,  she  now  became  a 
righteous  "flame  of  fire,"  proclaiming 
the  saving  grace  of  Christ  and  leading 
many  to  a  knowledge  of  the  redeeming 
love  of  her  newly  found  Saviour.  What 
made  this  tremendous  change,  this 
vast  difference?  The  Messiah  had 
come.  Was  not  His  mission  to  call  sin- 
ners to  repentance?  He  was  only  ful- 
filling His  purpose  of  coming,  but  what 
a  glorious,  man-redeeming,  hope- 
restoring  purpose! 

After  His  conversation  with,  and 
conversion  of,  the  Samaritan  woman, 
Christ  continued  His  journey  north- 
ward and  entered  Galilee,  where  most 
of  His  blessed  ministry  and  wonder- 
ful miracles  took  place.  Making  His 
headquarters  in  the  busy  city  of  Ca- 
pernaum, He  found  all  kinds  of  peo- 
ple there  and  in  the  surrounding 
country  and  on  the  near-by  sea  of 
Galilee  who  were  ready  and  willing 
to  spread  the  story  of  His  saving  grace. 
It  was  in  this  vicinity  that  He  gave  the 
memorable  Sermon  on  the  Mount,  that 
great  oration  to  which  men  who  bra- 
zenlv  declare  that  His  birth  was  not 
virgin.  His  acts  were  not  miraculous, 
and  His  body  was  not  resurrected,  im- 
mediately give  testimony  that  it  is  the 
greatest  code  of  moral  ethics  ever 
given  by  man.  Also,  in  this  populous 
Galilean  district  of  two  hundred  and 
four  towns  and  villages,  He  gave  most 
of  His  forty-seven  parables.  One  of 
those  forty-seven  was  that  of  "the 
sower,"  teaching  us  this  truth  among 
many  others  that  we  should  sow  the 
seeds  of  Christianity  everywhere,  for 
we  never  know  on  what  kind  of  ground 
they  will  fall.  Although  unseen  by  the 
sower,  some  may  fall  in  a  heart  yearn- 
ing for  deliverance. 

During  the  last  weeks  of  His  great 
life,  He  went  southward  into  Perea 
and  then  recrossed  Jordan  near  where 
rugged  Joshua  had  led  God's  chosen 
people    across    that    same   river    cen- 


turies before.  After  passing  through 
Jericho,  where  He  convinced  the  publi- 
can Zacchaeus  that  there  was  a  lot 
more  to  be  gotten  out  of  life  than 
material  riches,  He  passed  through 
Bethany  and  entered  Jerusalem.  Here 
He  is  soon  to  reach  the  heroic  climax 
of  His  world-changing  life  by  dying, 
an  innocent,  sinless  Man,  for  a  guilty, 
sinful  world. 

As  our  Lord  approached  the  re- 
nowned city  of  Jerusalem,  its  citizens 
must  have  wondered  at  the  shouting 
and  singing  coming  from  the  vast 
multitude  as  it  hailed  the  Messiah  as 


THE  CHRISTMAS  STORY 

Luke   2:8-14 

And  there  were  in  the  same  country 
shepherds  abiding  in  the  field, 
keeping  watch  over  their  flock  by 
night. 

And,  lo,  the  angel  of  the  Lord  came 
upon  them,  and  the  glory  of  the 
Lord  shone  round  about  them:  and 
they  were  sore  afraid. 

And  the  angel  said  unto  them., 

Fear  not:  for,  behold,  I  bring  you 
good  tidings  of  great  joy,  which 
shall  be  to  all  people. 

For  unto  you  is  born  this  day  in  the 
city  of  David  a  Saviour,  which  is 
Christ  the  Lord. 

And  th:s  shall  be  a  sign  unto  you; 

Ye  shall  find  the  babe  xvrapped  in 
swaddling  clothes,  lying  in  a  man- 
ger. 

And  suddenly  there  xvas  with  the  an- 
gel a  multitude  of  the  heavenly 
host  praising  God,  and  saying, 

Glory  to  God  in  the  highest,  and  on 
earth  peace,  good  will  torvard  men. 

King  James   Version,    1611 


King  of  kings.  The  people  Were  dis- 
playing much  emotion,  of  which  this 
great  Galilean  approved  by  stating 
that  if  the  throng  should  hold  its 
peace,  even  the  stones  would  cry  out 
praises  to  Him! 

When  He  and  the  shouting  crowd 
came  to  the  top  of  a  hill,  and  seeing 
the  city  of  Jerusalem  lying  beyond 
them,  this  King  Immanuel  began 
weeping  over  the  lamentable  spiritual 
condition  of  that  city.  Note  what  He 
said  about  this  ancient  Jewish  city 
which  was  soon  to  crucify  Him  as  a 
thief:  "If  thou  hadst  known,  even 
thou,  at  least  in  this  thy  day,  the 
things  which  belong  unto  thy  peace! 
but  now  they  are  hid  from  thine  eyes." 
Jerusalem,  if  only  you  knew  of  the 
great  opportunity  afforded  you  right 
now,  but  Satan  has  you  blinded  to 
the  peace  which  is  yours  for  the  ask- 
ing. You  can't  comprehend  the  truth 
that  the  Messiah  for  whom  you  have 
intently  awaited  for  years  is  now  in 
your  very  midst!  Read  Christ's  words 
again  and  consider  how  well  they  pic- 
ture a  sinner  in  this  twentieth  century. 
If  only  the  sinner  knew  of  the  joy  and 
happiness  which  is  at  his  finger  tips, 
he  would  surely  quickly  turn  to  the 
Giver  of  peace,  but  he  is  as  thoroughly 
blinded  as  was  Jerusalem. 

Our  Lord  freely  gave  His  life  on 
Calvary,  and  after  lying  in  the  dismal 
tomb  for  three  days,  He  arose  to  direct 
hope  to  teeming  millions.  After  being 
seen  on  different  occasions  by  many 
witnesses  following  His  resurrection, 
and  only  a  few  minutes  before  He 
ascended  into  the  heavens,  He  gave 
His  followers  the  solemn  commission 
that  has  stirred  His  evangelistic  am- 
bassadors down  through  the  centuries: 
"Go  ye  into  all  the  world  and  preach 
the  gospel  to  every  creature.  He  that 
believeth  and  is  baptized  shall  be 
saved  . . ." 

"Lord,  do  you  mean  that  if  that 
cruel,  merciless  soldier  who  ruthlessly 
thrust  that  horrible  spear  into  your 
side,  causing  blood  and  water  to  trick- 
le down  your  innocent  body,  will  re- 
ceive Thee  as  his  Saviour,  he  will  be 
pardoned?" 

"Yes,  go  tell  that  poor,  sin-scarred 
soldier  the  nearest  way  to  my  heart 
is  not  through  my  side." 

"Master,  even  if  Caiaphas,  the  blas- 
phemous high  priest,  or  the  insulting 
centurion  who  supervised  Thy  Cruci- 
fixion, will  believe  on  Thee,  they,  too, 
can  be  redeemed?" 

"Yes,  tell  everyone,  the  vilest  mur- 
derer and  the  devout  father's  goodly 
son;  the  vile,  debauched  woman,  or 
the  virtuous  girl;  tell  the  world  that 
whosoever  will  may  drink  freely  of  the 
Water  of  life." 

Let  everyone  be  busy  telling  the 
world  that  the  Master  has  come.  Let 
the  old  people  give  their  testimony 
that  one  dav  in  the  courts  of  their 
Lord  is  worth  more  than  a  thousand 
with  the  wicked.  Let  the  young  people 
know  that  God  is  needing  them  and 
can  use  them  to  win  souls  as  He  used 
teen-age  David  to  kill  Goliath,  or  the 
strapping  young  Saul  as  the  first  king 
of  Israel.  Yes,  let  all  tell  the  sinner 
that  this  is  "the  fulness  of  the  time" 
for  him  to  find  Christ,  the  heart- 
satisfying  Hope. 
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Leon  Ellis  is  a  remarkably  talented  musician  of  the  state  of 
Florida.  He  was  born  December  1,  1929,  the  son  of  Rev.  J.  B.  Ellis, 
Jr.,  and  grandson  of  the  illustrious  Church  of  God  pioneer.  Rev. 
J.   B.   Ellis. 

When  Leon  was  nine  years  old,  he  began  the  study  of  piano,  and 
has  assisted  his  father  in  the  musical  ministry  in  several  churches 
since  he  was  twelve  years  of  age.  His  school  career  included  one 
term  at  Bible  Training  School  in  Sevierville,  Tennessee.  He  graduated 
from  Bradenton  High  School,  Bradenton,  Florida,  in  1947.  After  high 
school,  he  became  a  student  at  Trinity  College  and  helped  pay  his 
expenses  by  teaching  piano  on  week  ends.  He  plans  to  finish  college 
work   at  Lee   College. 

Leon  is  now  an  accomplished  pianist  and  has  played  for  a  pro- 
fessional gospel  quartet  in  Tampa  and  Orlando.  He  also  plays  the 
accordion  and  assists  in  Bible  work.  His  work  has  included  Daily 
Vacation  Bible  Schools,  in  which  students  of  intermediate  age  studied 
music.  His  latest  work  is  with  his  first  cousin,  one  of  the  most  out- 
standing composers  and  pastors  in  the  nation,  Rev.  V.  B.  (Vep)  Ellis. 
With  such  an  early  start  in  life,  it  is  not  to  be  doubted  that  Leon 
will  attain  eminence  as  a  musician  in  the  years  to  come. 


The  amiable  and  deserving  young  lady  in  this  month's  Spotlight  is 
Miss  Finette  Dake,  of  Atlanta,  Georgia.  Finette  was  born  in  Amarillo, 
Texas,  August  iz,  iy27.  jdocii  her  lauier  and  mother  are  outstanding 
ministers  of  the  gospel.  Her  father  is,  also,  one  of  the  greatest  Bible 
lecturers  of  our  day.  Finette  finished  her  high  school  work  in  the 
Pennsylvania  schools  in  1945.  Since  that  time  she  has  studied  piano 
and  voice  in  Washington  Seminary,  Washington,  Pennsylvania,  and 
Lee  College,  Cleveland,  Tennessee.  At  the  present  time,  she  is  taking 
piano  at  Piano  Studio  in  Atlanta,  Georgia.  From  her  mother  she 
inherited  a  talent  for  music  and  has  speciali^fd  in  that  vocation 

She  has  been  a  member  of  several  quartets;  she  sings  as  a  soloist, 
also.  For  the  last  four  years  she  has  traveled  with  her  father  In 
evangelistic  and  Bible  lecture  work,  playing  the  piano  and  singing 
in  his  services.  She  was  saved  in  1943  and  since  that  time  has  been 
engaged  in  church  work.  Besides  traveling  in  evangelistic  work,  she 
has  been  Y.  P.  E.  president  at  different  churches,  also  assistant 
Sunday  School  teacher.  At  the  present  time,  she  Is  secretary  of 
the  Bible  Research  Foundation,  which  is  conducted  by  her  father. 
We  anticipate  a  wonderful  future  for  this  young  lady.  May  God 
richly   bless  her. 


(What  &  3iu  cHame  9 

(Answer  on  page  22) 

1.  He  was  born  in  Irwin  County,  Ocilla,  Georgia. 

2.  At  the  age  of  seventeen,  he  was  saved,  sanctified, 
and  filled  with  the  Holy  Ghost,  at  which  time  he  joined 
the  Church  of  God  and  was  called  into  the  ministry. 

3.  This  distinguished  minister  was  educated  in  the  public 
schools  of  Georgia. 

4.  Besides  his  ministerial  work,  he  has  worked  on  the 
farm,  also  done  railroad  work. 

5.  He  has  pastored  churches,  been  district  overseer,  and 
state  overseer  of  Michigan,  South  Carolina,  Georgia,  and 
North  Carolina.  He  has  also  been  a  counsellor,  member 
of  Publishing  Interest  Committee,  member  of  Mission 
Board,  and  Assistant  General  Overseer. 

6.  For  thirteen  years  he  has  served  on  the  Supreme 
Council. 

7.  The  high  points  of  this  minister's  life:  He  participated 
in  five  debates,  was  interviewed  by  the  former  King  of 
England,  was  in  the  Churchill  Party  when  he  spoke  in 
America,  and  erected  a  $263,000  church,  which  was  the 
wholesale  price. 

8.  This  outstanding  minister  married  Addie  Mae  Tomber- 
lin  and  is  the  father  of  six  children. 

9.  At  the  present  time  he  is  the  pastor  of  the  largest 
church  in  the  Movement  and  is  also  a  member  of  the 
Supreme  Council.  Who  is  he? 
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Jesus,  Wonderful  Saviour 

Geneva  Carroll 

"Thou  shalt  call  his  name  JESUS 
.  .  .,"  Matt.  1:21b. 

At  this  season  of  the  year,  our 
thoughts  are  turned  to  the  time  when 
our  Saviour  was  born  in  Bethlehem 
almost  two  thousand  years  ago.  From 
the  time  of  Malachi  until  the  coming 
of  Jesus  was  about  four  hundred 
years.  The  remnant  of  the  Jews  who 
had  returned  from  the  Babylonian 
captivity  during  the  time  of  Mala- 
chi's  prophecy  had  settled  down  in  a 
sort  of  lethargic  state  to  await  the 
coming  of  the  Messiah.  The  prophet 
assured  them  that  He  would  come. 
What  joy  must  have  filled  those  shep- 
herds' hearts  when  the  birth  of  Christ 
was  announced.  They  hastened  to 
Bethlehem  to  worship  Him,  and  wise 
men  came  from  afar,  but  His  own  peo- 
ple did  not  receive  Him. 

The  angel  of  the  Lord  had  told 
Joseph  in  a  dream  that  the  Son  to 
whom  Mary  would  give  birth  was  to 
be  called  Jesus;  therefore,  He  was 
given  that  beautiful  Jewish  name  at 
His  birth,  for  He  was  to  save  "his 
people  from  their  sins."  The  name 
Jesus  is  very  sweet  and  precious  to 
all  believers,  for  it  has  given  peace 
and  happiness.  A  girl  who  had  once 
trod  the  path  of  sin  was  heard  to  say 
on  one  occasion,  "Now  I  would  not 
part  with  my  Saviour  for  ten  thousand 
worlds."  Jesus  is  a  wonderful  name  to 
heavy-laden  sinners,  for  it  means 
Saviour.  Although  Christ  was  with  us 
in  human  flesh  and  blood,  He  was  at 
the  same  time  God.  His  divinity  gives 
a  strong  foundation  for  faith  and 
hope,  for  all  power  belongs  to  Him. 
His  humanity  gives  sweet  comfort  in 
suffering  and  trials,  because  He  was 
touched  with  the  feeling  of  our  in- 
firmities. 

Just  what  does  the  name  Jesus 
mean  to  you?  Peter  said  to  the  crip- 
pled man  at  the  Beautiful  gate,  "In 
the  name  of  Jesus  Christ  of  Nazareth 
rise  up  and  walk,"  and  the  man 
walked.  Paul  said  to  the  demon,  "I 
command  thee  in  the  name  of  Jesus 
Christ  to  come  out  of  her,"  and  the 
demon  came  out  the  same  hour.  Re- 
member, Satan  is  commanded  to  re- 
spect that  "Name  which  is  above 
every  name,"  and  his  entire  kingdom 
is  compelled  to  obey  our  command 
when  given  in  the  name  of  Jesus 
Christ   (Luke   10:17). 

The  proper  way  to  approach  Christ 
is  through  the  Father,  "Whatsoever 
ye  shall  ask  of  the  Father  in  my  name, 
he  may  give  it  you."  Again  He  said, 
"Whatsoever  ye  shall  ask  in  my  name, 
that  will  I  do,  that  the  Father  may 
be  glorified  in  the  Son."  Oh,  what 
wonderful  promises  we  have  in  the 
Bible,  young  people.  No  matter  what 
your  need  is — sin,  sickness,  affliction — 
if  you  will  ask  of  the  Father  in  the 
name  of  Jesus,  God  will  grant  your 
request.  Mark  11:24  tells  us,  "When 
ye  pray,  believe  .  .  ."  At  this  glad 
Christmas  time  let  us  exclaim  anew, 
"Jesus,  wonderful  Saviour!" 


TRY    THIS    CROSSWORD    PUZZLE 


Margaret  J.  Miller 


ACROSS 


1.  5,  6.  Pictured  member  of  the  Church  of 
God  Editorial  and  Publication  Board  is 
Rev. .  . 

10.  To  steal  from. 

11.  Place  where  some  of  the  children  of  Judah 
dwelt   (Neh.   11:25). 

13.  Tribe  to  which  Anna,  the  daughter  of 
Phanuel,    belongs    (Luke   2:36). 

14.  Years  (abbr.). 

16.  Measure  of  oil  equal  to  .96  pts.  (Lev.  14:10). 

17.  Large  pulpit  in   early  churches. 

18.  Place  where  John  was  baptizing  when  he 
gave  his   last   testimony    (John   3:23). 

20.  Republican    (abbr.). 

21.  Husband    of    Jezebel    (1    Kings    16:30,    31). 

22.  Ireland    (abbr). 

24.  First  word  said  to  Elisha  when  his  servant 
dropped  the  ax  head  into  the  water 
(2  Kings  6:5). 

25.  Form    of   "to   be." 


27.  House    (abbr.). 

29.  A  brother  of  Christ  (Matt.  13:55). 

31.  Brother  of   Moses. 

33.  Personal   pronoun    (masc). 

34.  Negative   answer. 

35.  "Wilt    thou    be    whole?"    John    5:6. 

36.  New  Testament   (abbr.). 

37.  A  continent. 

38.  What    should    we    dt>    if    we    lack    wisdom 
(James  1:5)? 

39.  Twelfth   judge  of  Israel    (Judges   12:13). 
41.  Same   as   35   across. 

43.  Highest    mountain   in    the    Philippines. 

44.  National    Broadcasting    Company     (abbr.). 

46.  Tableland  or  plateau  with  steep  sides. 

47.  "Hereby  know  we  the  spirit  of  truth,  and 


4!) 


the  spirit  of 
Tree   in   Gen. 
was  buried. 


35:8, 


1  John  4:6. 
under    which   Deborah 


50.  Antonym  for  wild. 

51.  Form  of  the  verb   "to  know.' 


DOWN 


1.  What   is   there   in   heaven    over   one   sinner 
that   repenteth    (Luke    15:7)? 

2.  Father  of  Isaac. 

3.  Edition    (abbr.) 

4.  A   pit    for   packing   away    fodder. 

5.  Same  as   16  across. 

7.  What   did    David   say  the   Word   was    unto 
his  feet   (Psa.   119:105)? 

8.  Asbestos    (abbr.). 

9.  Yeomanry   (abbr.). 

12.  Japanese  festival  held  July   13  to  16. 

15.  A  while. 

17.  A  suffix  denoting  a  specified  condition  of 

the  blood. 
19.  New  Brunswick   (abbr.). 
21.  Foreign. 
23.  Opened  the  door  for  Peter  at  Mary's  house 


when   he   was   delivered   from    prison    (Acts 

12:13). 
24.  A  tree. 
26.  Strongest    man. 
28.  Single   unit. 
30.  David   said    to   make   a   joyful   unto 

the  Lord   (Psa.   100:1). 
32    Sign  in  the  cloud  of  God's  convenant  with 

Noah  after  the  flood. 

37.  Anno   Domini    (abbr). 

38.  First  man. 

39    April    (abbr.). 

40.  A  printed   record. 

41.  Form  of  "to  meet." 

42.  Same  as  8  down. 

43.  Ship   that   Noah   built. 
45.  Able. 

48.  Registered   Nurse   (abbr.). 
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CHURCH      IN      PHILIPPINE     ISLANDS 


Sometime  ago,  Brother  Johnnie 
Owens  wrote  to  the  Missions  Secretary 
for  a  list  of  our  foreign  missionaries. 
As  soon  as  the  list  was  received,  he 
wrote  to  each  address,  asking  the 
special  need  of  that  missionary.  Re- 
plies were  received  promptly,  stating 
their  needs.  Some  needed  food,  others 
clothing,  while  some  were  in  desperate 
need  of  a  building  for  worship;  some 
needed  all  these,  as  well  as  literature. 
In  fact,  all  could  use  most  anything  we 
could  send. 

Since  we  wanted  to  send  the  most 
needed,  Brother  Owens  wrote  for  their 
special  need.  Brother  Frank  Porado, 
who  is  the  overseer  of  the  Philippines, 
wrote  of  their  great  need  of  a  church 
building.  Soon  the,  money  was  on  its 
way,  and  little  Brother  Aurelo  B. 
Malino,  the  pastor  of  this  place  I 
think,  went  ahead  with  the  building, 


and  when  it  was  completed  sent  us  the 
picture.  We,  here  at  the  Riverside 
church,  are  very  happy  about  it.  They 
really  have  a  good  congregation,  and, 
to  think,  before  the  building  was  com- 
pleted they  probably  had  no  place  at 
all  in  which  to  worship  the  Lord. 

We  have  already  sent  money  for  ten 
buildings  and  expect  to  have  more 
pictures  in  the  near  future.  There  are 
so  many  needs  on  the  foreign  fields 
that  most  anything  sent  is  so  deeply 
appreciated.  They  write  the  nicest 
letters  and  are  so  very  humble  until  it 
inspires  us  to  work  hard  to  send  them, 
at  least,  some  of  the  direst  needs.  They 
are  so  very,  very  poor.  Brother  Stoppe 
was  here  recently  and  told  us  much 
about  the  work  and  the  needs  of  the 
people. — Mrs.  G.  R.  Watson,  Riverside 
Church  of  God,  Bolton,  Ga. 


GIFTS  OF   PROMISE 

Young  people,  these  promises  will 
mean  more  to  you  if  you  xoill  memorize 
them. 

"Delight  thyself  also  in  the  Lord;  and  he 
shall  GIVE  thee  the  desires  of  thine  heart," 
Psa.   37:4. 

"Repent  and  be  baptized  every  one  of 
you  in  the  name  of  Jesus  Christ  for  the 
remission  of  sins,  and  ye  shall  RECEIVE  the 
GIFT  of  the  Holy  Ghost,"  Acts  2:38. 

"Whatsoever  ye  shall  ask  the  Father  in 
my  name,  he  will  GIVE  it  you  .  .  .  ask,  and 
ye  shall  receive,  that  your  joy  may  be  full," 
John   16:23c,  24b. 

"If  ye  then,  being  evil,  know  how  to  give 
good  gifts  unto  your  children,  how  much 
more  shall  your  Father  which  is  in  heaven 
GIVE   good   things   to  them   that  ask   him?" 


Matt.  7:11. 

"For  I  will  GIVE  you  a  mouth  and  wis- 
dom, which  all  your  adversaries  shall  not 
be  able  to  gainsay  nor  resist,"  Luke  21:15. 

"If  ye  abide  in  me,  and  my  words  abide 
in  you,  ye  shall  ask  what  you  will,  and  it 
shall  be  [GIVEN]  unto  you,"  John  15:7. 

"Fear  not,  little  flock;  for  it  is  your 
Father's  good  pleasure  to  GIVE  you  the 
kingdom,"  Luke   12:32. 

"And  all  things,  whatsover  ye  shall  ask 
in  prayer,  believing,  ye  shall  RECEIVE," 
Matt.    21:22. 

"Behold,  I  come  quickly;  and  my  reward 
is  with  me,  to  GIVE  every  man  according 
as  his  work  shall  be,"  Rev.  22:12. 

"He  that  spared  not  his  own  Son,  but 
delivered  him  up  for  us  all,  how  shall  he  not 
with  him  also  freely  GIVE  us  all  things?" 
Rom.  8:32. 


CHRISTMAS  WHITE 

Stanton   W.    Gavitt 

The  snow  fell  softly   to  the  ground, 

So  silently,  without  a  sound. 

(/  stood  and  mused)  'Twos  Christmas 

Day 
And  all  around  me  there  it  lay — 
"God's  white"  in  flakes.  It  seemed  to 

me 
A  bit  of  heaven's  purity 
Had  ivafted  down  from  realms  above 
To  whisper  of  a  Father's  love, 
And    lift    my    heart    from   things    of 

earth. 
To   ponder  o'er   the  Saviour's  birth: 
How  on  the  first  blest  Christmas  morn 
A  Babe  stole  softly  to  be  born; 
A  bit  of  heaven's  white  He  lay, 
God's  spotless  purity  in  clay. 
That   Holy   Child    from    heaven   was 

sent — 
A  few  brief  years  with  mortals  spent 
To  lift  their  souls  from  sin  and  hell 
To  sons  of  God  with  Him  to  dioell. 
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KNOW  YOUR  MISSIONARIES 

By  J.  Herbert   Walker,   Sr. 

Pictured  above  is  a  young  lady  who 
has  consecrated  her  life  to  God  and 
has  made  extensive  preparation  for 
her  lifework.  Miss  (  ) 

has  attended  Bible  School  at  Sevier- 
ville,  also  Lee  College,  having  com- 
pleted a  Christian  Worker's  Course 
and  graduated  from  Junior  College. 
Her  home  is  in  Louisiana. 

She  is  capable  of  teaching  in  the 
schools  in  Haiti;  of  doing  secretarial 
work  and  keeping  the  records  for  our 
many  churches  there;  or  of  taking 
charge  of  church  services.  She  is  a 
valuable  missionary,  in  our  estimation, 
and  has  made  a  wise  choice.  We  be- 
speak for  her  much  success  in  the  mis- 
sion field.  Her  name  appears  on  the 
back  page  of  the  Macedonian  Call.  If 
you  are  not  a  subscriber,  send  your 
subscription  to  the  Mission  Depart- 
ment. 

Last  month's  missionaries:  James  Beaty 
and  his  wife,  Virginia    (Green)    Beaty. 
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The  Lighted  Pathway 


Children's 
Page 

Conducted  by    Mrs.  Charles  W.  Conn 


Mi  §§  Bump 


A  true  story 


I  am  sure  you  imagine  Miss  Bump 
to  be  a  grown-up  lady.  You  are  quite 
wrong.  Miss  Bump  was  a  beautiful  rag 
doll  who  lived  with  Rosemary  in 
China.  Rosemary,  of  course,  lived  with 
her  daddy  and  mother,  who  were  mis- 
sionaries. 

Rosemary  thought  Miss  Bump  very 
lovely,  and  oh,  how  she  loved  her. 
Wherever  she  went  Miss  Bump  went, 
and  Rosemary  could  not  go  to  sleep 
without  her.  The  very  first  thing  in 
the  morning  when  she  woke  up  she 
hugged  Miss  Bump. 

I  must  tell  you  what  Miss  Bump  was 
like.  She  was  big  enough  to  wear 
Rosemary's  baby  clothes.  She  was  soft 
and  cuddly  and  had  a  beautiful  round 
head  with  yellow  curls  painted  on  it. 
On  her  face  were  painted  two  beauti- 
ful blue  eyes,  a  charming  nose,  and 
two  red  lips  that  were  always  smiling. 
Here's  a  secret:  She  was  stuffed  with 
cotton-wool  .and  that  was  why  she  was 
so  soft  to  hug. 

Miss  Bump  had,  also,  traveled  al- 
most all  over  the  world.  When  Rose- 
mary's parents  went  on  furlough,  of 
course  Rosemary  and  Miss  Bump  went 
also.  When  Rosemary  was  about  four 
years  old,  they  went  across  Siberia  in 
a  train  and  visited  many  wonderful 
cities  in  Russia  and  Germany  and 
France.  They  also  went  to  Canada, 
and  on  their  way  back  to  China  they 
visited  Japan.  If  Miss  Bump  would 
have  talked,  she  could  have  taught 
you  a  lot  of  geography. 

When  in  China,  Miss  Bump  had  a 
lovely  time.  She  went  out  riding  in  a 
ricksha  with  Rosemary,  and  some- 
times had  a  ride  on  a  Chinese  wheel- 
barrow. Then,  too,  they  often  went  on 
a  Chinese  houseboat.  Oh,  I  tell  you, 
Miss  Bump  and  Rosemary  had  a  joy- 
ous time  together. 

But  a  very  important  change  came 
into  Miss  Bump's  life. 

Near  Rosemary's  home  was  an  orph- 
anage for  little  Chinese  girls.  These 
little  girls  had  never  known  a  real 
home  until  kind  people  who  loved  the 
Lord  Jesus  Christ  took  them  into  this 
happy  home.  Some  of  them  had  come 
from  the  famine  districts.  Others  had 
been  sold  by  their  parents.  That 
sounds  cruel,  but  often  the  parents 
were  starving  and  knew  their  chil- 
dren would  die  from  hunger  and  cold. 
They  hoped  the  people  to  whom  they 
sold  their  little  girls  would  be  kind  to 
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them,  but  this  was  not  always  the 
case.  Indeed,  they  were  often  very 
cruel  and  wicked,  and  the  poor  little 
girls  suffered  terribly.  These  cruel 
people  were  sometimes  found  out  and 
the  children  ran  away,  and  kind  peo- 
ple, often  Chinese  policemen,  found 
them  and  took  them  to  the  orphanage. 

Christmas  was  coming,  and  every 
Christmas  morning  Rosemary's  father 
and  mother  took  her  to  the  orphan- 
age, where  they  helped  to  give  the 
children  a  happy  time.  Rosemary  used 
to  collect  money  and  toys  from  all  her 
friends  for  the  children's  Christmas 
tree.  Each  child  was  given  a  new 
Chinese  dress,  a  cake  of  beautifully 
colored  soap,  and  a  toy.  Rosemary  and 
her  mother  worked  very  hard  to  get 
these  things  for  the  children  and 
each  night  when  Rosemary  said  her 
prayers,  she  added,  "Please,  Jesus,  let 
there  be  toys  enough  for  all  the  little 
children  in  the  orphanage." 

One  night,  after  Rosemary  had 
finished  her  prayers,  her  mother  said, 
"Rosemary,  what  are  YOU  going  to 
give  to  the  Christmas  tree?" 

"Mommy,"  replied  Rosemary,  "I 
have  only  six  pennies  of  my  very  own, 
and  I  have  to  buy  you  and  Daddy  a 
present." 

"But,  Rosemary,  you  have  many 
toys.  Could  you  not  give  one  of  your 
best  toys — a  doll  perhaps?" 

Rosemary  was  not  really  a  selfish 
little  girl,  but  I  think  in  her  mind  she 
was  thinking  that  she  was  doing  her 
share  by  collecting  from  others.  She 
hesitated  a  little  and  then  said,  "Yes, 
I  suppose  I  could.  Do  you  think  I  need 
give  my  very  best  doll?' 

"That  is  for  you  to  decide,"  said  her 
mother.  "Only  remember  what  Jesus 
said,  'Inasmuch  as  ye  have  done  it  un- 
to one  of  the  least  of  these  my  breth- 
ren, ye  have  done  it  unto  me.'  You 
understand  that,  don't  you,  Rose- 
mary?" 

"Yes,"  said  Rosemary. 

Rosemary  did  not  go  to  sleep  very 
quickly  that  night.  After  a  while  a 
little  voice  called  out,  "Mother,  Moth- 
er, will  you  please  come  up?" 

Her  mother  went  upstairs  and 
Rosemary  said,  "Bend  down,  Mommy, 
I  COULDN'T  give  Miss  Bump.  I  really, 
reallv  couldn't.  There  is  Miranda;  she 
is  a  beautiful  doll,  with  real  hair.  Will 
she  do?" 

Mother  replied,  "My  dear,  you  can 


give  what  you  like.  It  is  YOUR  gift. 

Remember,  God  gave  His  only  Son 
on  Christmas  Day — you  know  that 
story,  don't  you,  Rosemary?" 

Mother  kissed  her  and  went  down- 
stairs. She  knew  that  Rosemary  had 
never  loved  Miranda. 

For  three  or  four  days  Rosemary 
was  very  quiet.  Christmas  Day  was 
drawing  near  and  both  Rosemary  and 
her  mother  were  still  working  hard 
collecting  gifts  for  the  Christmas  tree. 
One  night,  when  Rosemary  was  in  bed, 
her  mother  heard  her  saying  over  and 
over  again,  "Please,  Jesus,  make  me 
do  it." 

In  the  morning  Rosemary  went  to 
her  mother,  and  in  her  arms  was  dear 
Miss  Bump.  "Mother,  take  her,"  she 
said,  "I  must  give  Miss  Bump  to 
Jesus." 

Mother  really  felt  sorry  for  her 
little  girl  and  said,  "Rosemary,  do  you 
really  want  to  do  this?  Wouldn't  you 
rather   give   Miranda?" 

"No,"  said  Rosemary;  "you  see,  I 
don't  love  Miranda,  and  God  loved 
Jesus  when  He  sent  Jesus  down  to 
earth.  I  must  give  Miss  Bump." 

"Very  well,"  said  her  mother;  "then 
we  shall  wash  her  clothes  and  put  a 
new  ribbon  on  her  and  make  her  look 
very  clean  and  nice." 

When  this  was  done,  Rosemary's 
daddy  got  his  paint  box  and  touched 
up  her  hair  and  eyes  and  mouth.  Oh, 
how  beautiful  she  looked! 

Christmas  morning  came  and  Rose- 
mary went  with  her  parents  to  the 
orphanage.  In  the  courtyard  was  a 
lovely  big  Christmas  tree  loaded  with 
toys  and  parcels  and  apples  and 
oranges,  and  there,  hanging  on  one  of 
the  big  branches,  was  Miss  Bump, 
looking  very  important. 

Some  of  the  children  who  stood 
gazing  at  the  three  had  never  had  a 
Christmas  before  this.  They  had  never 
heard  about  Jesus  until  they  came  to 
the  orphanage,  and  so  they  knew 
nothing  about  Christmas. 

One  little  girl  had  arrived  just  the 
day  before.  She  was  very  pale  and 
thin,  and  her  little  body  was  covered 
with  bruises.  The  Chinese  and  English 
teachers  had  tried  in  vain  to  make 
her  smile,  but  she  was  too  frightened. 
The  other  children  tried  also,  and 
told  her  not  to  be  afraid,  that  all 
would  love  her  here.  But  she  could 
not  believe  it. 

After  awhile  one  of  the  mission- 
aries began  to  take  the  toys  off  the 
tree  and  a  Chinese  teacher  called  out 
the  names.  Rosemary  was  very  busy 
helping  to  hold  the  parcels  and  toys. 
Presently,  the  missionary  took  down 
Miss  Bump  and  put  her  right  into 
Rosemary's  arms.  Rosemary  hugged 
her.  "Rosemary,"  said  the  missionary, 
"this  doll  is  for  the  little  girl  over  in 
the  corner.  She  has  never  had  a  doll 
or  a  toy  before.  Would  you  like  to  take 
it  to  her?" 

The  Chinese  teacher  took  Rose- 
mary's hand  and  together  they  went 
over  to  the  new  little  girl.  The  teach- 
er told  her  that  this  little  English 
girl  wanted  to  give  her  this  doll  for 
her  very  own.  The  little  girl  was  very 
frightened,  but  Rosemary  put  Miss 
Bump  right  into  her  arms,  and  really 
(Continued  on  page  20) 
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THE   ROAD   TO   BETHLEHEM 

You  may  go  to  Bethlehem 
From  your  desert  dull  and  far, 
If  you're  not  afraid  to  start 
Following  a  star; 
You  may  hear  the  angels  sing 
Out  across  the  mystic  bar, 
If  you  only  dare  to  go 
Where  the  angels  are. 

Should  you  know  a  croivded  inn. 

Or  perhaps  a  cottage  loiv, 

Sore  oppressed  with  human  need, 

Bitter   xvith   its    ivoe, 

There,  in  service,  you  would  find 

Angel  song  and  star  aglow, 

Royal  road  to  Bethlehem, 

If  you  choose  to  go. 

— Frances   McKinnon    Morton. 
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THE   LIGHT  OF   BETHLEHEM 

'Tis  Christmas  night!   the  snow, 

A  flock  unnumbered  lies; 
The  old  Judean  stars   aglow, 

Keep  watch  within  the  skies. 

An  icy  stillness  holds 

The  pulses  of  the  night: 
A  deeper  mystery  enfolds 

The  wondering  Hosts  of  Light. 

Till,  lo,  with  reverence  pale 

That  dims  each  diadem, 
The  lordliest,  earthward  bending,  hai 

The  Light  of  Bethlehem! 

— John  B.   Tabb. 


THREE  WISE   KINGS 

To  Bethlehem  town  in  the  long  ago 
Three  kings  of  the  East  came  riding; 
Over  the  plains  where  the  hot  sands  glow, 
And  over  the  mountains  deep  in  snow, 
Seeking  the  King  in  the  manger  low — 
Three  kings  of  the  East  a-riding. 

To  the  inn  they  came,  to  the  common  room, 
And  they  bowed  them  low  before  Him; 
And  spices  and  gold  and  rare  perfume 
They  piled  at  His  feet  in  the  gathering  gloom; 
But  the  Christ-child's  eyes  lit  up  the  room, 
As  He  smiled  at  the  gray  heads  o'er  Him. 

Then  into  the  night  to  their  lands  afar, 
The  bells  on  their  camels  ringing, 
They  took  their  way  where  the  wide  plains  are; 
But  gone  from  the  sky  was  the  Christmas  star, 
And  strangely  gone  were  the  fears  that  mar, 
While  peace  in  their  hearts  •was  singing. 

And  ever  as  dawns  the  Christmas  day, 

The  worn  old  world  goes  faring, 

Seeking  the  place  where  the  young  Child  lay, 

Where  the  kings  of  the  East  bowed  low  to  pray, 

And  peace  was  born  to  abide  alway 

In  hearts  that  "were  long  despairing. 

— William  E.  Brooks. 


WE  HAVE  SEEN   HIS  STAR  IN  THE  EAST 

"We  have  seen  His  star  in  the  East," 

In  the  East  tvhere  it  first  stood  still; 
We  have  heard  the  song  of  the  angel  throng, 

"And  on  earth  peace,  good  will!" 
But  the  little  lights  confuse, 

The  nearer  sounds  obsess, 
And  our  hearts  tvithhold  from  the  Lord  of  love 

The  lives  He  would  use  and  bless. 

"We  have  seen  His  star  in  the  East," 

His  shining  dream   of   the  good, 
When  men  shall  claim  in  the  Father's  name 

Their  right  to  brotherhood. 
O  little  lights,  grow  dim, 

O  nearer  sounds,  be  still, 
While   our   hearts   remember   Bethlehem 

And  a  cross  on  a  far  green  hill! 

— Molly  Anderson  Haley. 
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One  of  the  most  charming  of  all  Christmas  carols 
was  written  by  one  of  the  greatest  Christian  reformers 
who  ever  lived.  This  man,  Martin  Luther,  was  a  man 
of  immense  courage  and  faith,  and  is  known  for  his 
fearless   stand    against    a    corrupt    religious    system,    and 


did  not  sing,  but  only  highly  trained  choirs  and  the  clergy. 
Martin  Luther  brought  hymns  to  the  man  in  the  pew.  Four 
of  the  first  eight  Protestant  hymns  were  written  by  him 
— published  in  Wittenberg  in  1524.  Under  his  guidance 
and  influence,  the  Protestant  Church  became  alive  with 


its  autocratic  devotees  rather  than  for  his  hymn  writing,      song — glorious  hymns  such  as  Luther's  "A  Mighty  Fortress 
Born  in  Eisleben,  Germany,  in  1483,  Luther  was  reared      Is  °ur  God." 


by  devout  Catholic  parents,  who  sacrificed  their  meager 
means  to  send  him  through  school  and  the  University 
in  Erfurt.  His  father  was  a  poor  miner  and  the  sacri- 
fice was  necessarily  great.  Herr  Luther  could  not  know 
that   he  was   educating  his 


Away  in  a  Manger 


Martin  Luther 


&m 


?: 


1.  A  -  way    in     a    man-ger,  No   crib  for    a     bed,    The    lit  -  tie  Lord 

2.  The  cat  -  tie   are   low  -  ing\  The  Ba  -  by     a  -  wakes,  Bat     lit  -  tie  Lord 

3.  Be   near  me,  Lord  Je  -  sns,  I       ask  Thee  to    stay    Close  by     me  for- 
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son  to  break  the  back  of  the 
religious  monster  of  Ro- 
manism, and  to  fling  open 
the  door  to  repentance  and 
salvation  once  again. 

The  clash  with  Roman- 
ism was  inevitable  for  a  sin- 
cere man  like  Luther.  He  re- 
belled against  the  prac- 
tices of  the  Church  that 
were  neither  authorized  nor 
sanctioned  by  the  Scrip- 
tures. Thousands  of  happy 
souls  rejoiced  and  rallied 
around  him  during  the  con- 
flict— the  spirit  of  true 
Christianity  was  released 
from  its  ecclesiastical  and 
hierarchical  bondage.  It  is 
for  this  great  thing  that 
Martin  Luther  is  known, 
and  it  is  little  known  that 
he  has  another  claim  to  (g^ 
distinction.  He  was  a  gifted 
hymn  writer. 

When  Luther  broke  with  the  Roman  Catholic  Church,  of  the  carol  is  continued  in  the  petition  of  the  lyricist  in 
he  was  naturally  released  from  his  vow  of  celibacy;  that  the  last  stanza.  What  other  Christmas  carols  and  hymns 
is,  that  he  would  never  marry.  He  married  and  became  the      have  done  for  adults  toward  making  the  season  an  oc- 


Je  -  sns    Laid  down  His  sweet  head;  The  stars    in     the     sky 

Je  •  sns,  No      cry  -  ing    He  makes;  I        love  Thee,  Lord  Je  -  sns!  Look 

ev  -  er,    And  love    me,     1      pray;    Bless  all     the  dear  chil-dren  In 
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There  has  never  been  another  such  man  whose  gifts 
and  talents  were  so  profuse  and  varied.  He  was  a  great 
scholar,  a  university  teacher,  dauntless  Christian  re- 
former,   translator    of    the    Scriptures,    commentator    on 

the  Scriptures,  theologian, 
minister,  lyricist,  composer, 
and  family  man.  Of  all  his 
works,  however,  nothing 
ever  exceeded  the  cradle 
song  "Away  in  a  Manger," 
for  simple  charm  and 
imaginative  beauty.  Wheth- 
er or  not  this  sweet  carol 
had  some  special  inspiration 
is  not  known.  It  is  general- 
ly accepted  that  the  carol 
was  composed  for  Luther's 
Looked  own  small  son,  Hans,  in 
1530.  If  tradition  can  be 
trusted,  the  occasion  was 
for  a  festival  held  on 
Christmas  Eve  of  that  year. 
When  you  sing  the  carol 
this  Christmas  season,  no- 
tice the  delightful  word 
pictures  of  the  Christ  Child 
Himself,  of  the  stars  who 
H  watched  over  Him  in  joy, 
and  the  cattle  that  lowed 
in  adoration.  The  simplicity 


down  where  He  lay, — The  lit  -  tie  Lord  Je  -  sns,  A  -  sleep  on  the  hay. 
down  from  the  sky,  And  stay  by  my  era -die,  Till  morn-ing  is  nigh. 
Thy    ten-der  care,    And  take    ns    to  heav-en,  To    live  with  Thee  there. 


m 
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father  of  several  children.  His  love  for  his  children 
is  reflected  in  the  carol,  "Away  in  a  Manger,"  as  in 
several  other  of  his  hymns. 

The  reformer  was  gifted  as  few  writers  are,  in  that 
he  could  compose  the  tunes  and  write  the  lyrics  with 
equal  ease.  He  advocated  and  encouraged  hymn  sing- 
ing all  his  life.  This  can  be  appreciated  when  we  stop  to 
think  that  until  four  hundred  years  ago  the  congregation 


casion  of  worship  and  adoration,  this  little  carol  has  done 
for  children.  It  presents  to  their  imagination  a  child  as 
sweet  and  lovely  as  themselves,  and  teaches  them  of 
both  His  human  charm  and  His  divine  majesty.  The  tune 
perfectly  matches  the  words,  the  effect  of  which  is  en- 
chanting. The  carol  has  won  its  place  under  every  lighted 
tree,  beside  each  sparkling  fire,  under  each  wreathed 
window,  and  in  every  Christian's  heart  at  Christmas  time. 


December,  1949 
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LEE   COLLEGE   RECEIVED   BY 

PENTECOSTAL   FELLOWSHIP 

OF   NORTH   AMERICA 

By  LACY  POWELL,  REGISTRAR 
It  was  with  many  doubts  and  fears 
that  I  prepared  to  make  the  long  trip 
to  Oklahoma  City  to  represent  Lee 
College  at  the  Pentecostal  Fellow- 
ship of  North  America.  Many  doubts 
arose  as  to  how  Lee  College  would 
be  recognized  by  the  Pentecostal  rep- 
resentatives from  the  many  other 
churches  represented;  however,  hop- 
ing for  the  best,  President  J.  Stewart 
Brinsfield;  the  Reverend  David  J. 
duPlessis,  a  member  of  the  Lee  College 
faculty;  Cecil  Bridges,  Business  Man- 
ager of  Lee  College;  the  Ambassadors 
Quartet,  and  I  made  the  trip. 

After  arriving  in  Oklahoma  City, 
a  booth  was  set  up  with  a  display  of 
tinted  pictures  representing  the  Lee 
College  campus  and  other  scenes.  Lit- 
erature was  also  distributed  to  those 


interested.  The  responses  to  the  booth 
were  most  gratifying.  Many  people 
were  astonished  to  learn  that  Lee  Col- 
lege is  not  only  a  school  offering  sound 
academic  and  spiritual  instructions, 
but  is  also  one  of  the  greatest  Pente- 
costal schools  in  the  country  composed 
of  an  outstanding  staff  and  physical 
plant. 

Many  persons  voiced  a  desire  to  at- 
tend Lee  College,  and  an  intention  to 
do  so  at  an  early  date.  Other  churches 
spoke  of  sending  students  to  Lee  un- 
til they  were  able  to  prepare  a  school 
of  their  own.  This,  I  think  is  an  ad- 
mirable achievement,  for  truly  God's 
children  should  be  enough  in  harmony 
to  be  able  to  share  their  facilities  in 
preparing  lives  for  Christian  service. 
We  at  Lee  welcome  representatives 
from  other  churches  and  pray  that  we 
can  be  of  service  to  more  and  more 
Christian  young  people. 

The  Ambassadors  Quartet  was  well 
received  and  quickly  became  the  most 


popular  singers  present. 

For  all  the  above  recognition  we  are 
thankful  and  give  God  the  praise.  I 
feel  confident  that  all  of  you  who  read 
this  article  would  have  been  glad  to 
claim  Lee  College  as  your  school.  Lee 
is  your  school  and  our  school,  and 
may  God  help  all  of  us  to  ever  do  our 
best  to  see  that  He  is  the  central  point 
of  emphasis  in  all  of  our  activities. 

More  and  more  do  we  at  Lee  realize 
the  role  that  Christian  education  must 
assume  if  the  Christian  religion  is  to 
remain  an  active  and  living  faith  com- 
posed of  Christian  persons  educated 
in  the  techniques  of  Christian  service, 
and  consecrated  to  the  living  God.  We 
are  dedicated  to  this  role  and  ask  your 
prayers  in  our  behalf  as  we  strive  to 
aid  those  who  are  heeding  Paul's  ad- 
vice to  Timothy:  "Study  to  shew  thy- 
self approved  unto  God,  a  workman 
that  needeth  not  to  be  ashamed,  right- 
ly dividing  the  word  of  truth,"  2  Tim. 
2:15. 


SPRING  TERM   BEG6NS  JANUARY  23,   1950 


NORTHWESTERN  YOUTH 
CONGRESS 

The  Northwestern  Youth  Congress, 
which  convened  on  the  Church  of  God 
Campground  in  Minot,  North  Dakota, 
October  13  through  16,  is  now  his- 
ory.  But  to  those  who  attended  it 
is  vivid  history  that  will  not  soon  be 
forgotten. 

Our  esteemed  General  Overseer  was 
with  us  and  preached  provocative  and 
inspiring  messages  and  wielded  godly 
influence  with  his  sincere,  calm  per- 
sonality. Both  the  youth  and  the 
older  people  greatly  appreciated  his 
being  there.  Our  National  Youth  Di- 
rector, Brother  Ralph  Williams,  was 
present,  giving  firsthand  information, 
doing  a  superb  job  teaching  classes, 
delivering  stirring  messages,  and  try- 
ing his  best  to  promote  interest  in  the 
young  people  in  every  way  possible. 
But  the  paramount  reason  for  the  con- 
gress's success  was  that  God  was 
there!  He  greatly  blessed  us  with  His 
presence. 

We  were  privileged  to  have  a  mem- 
ber of  our  National  Youth  Board  with 
us,  who  is  an  evangelist  of  interna- 
tional repute,  Brother  Ray  Hughes. 

Some  of  the  attractions  of  the  con- 
gress were  the  study  groups  under  the 
leadership  of  teachers  who  discussed 
such  subjects  as  "Organization  of 
Y.  P.  E.,"  "Evangelism,"  "Missions," 
and  others.  The  panel  discussion  on 
"Sunday  Schools"  was  listened  to,  and 
participated  in,  with  keen  interest  by 
the  audience,  and  was  both  enlight- 
ening and  inspiring. 

It  is  impossible  to  fully  describe  the 
congress  and  the  blessing  it  was  to 
those  who  attended.  You  just  should 
have  been  there.  The  people  of  the 
Northwest  are  fully  convinced  that 
youth  congresses  are  very  much  worth 


while,    and    there   is  already    talk   of 
plans  for  another  one. 


and  a  lot  of  enthusiasm  injected  into 
the  people  to  really  boost  the  Inter- 
national Bible  College. 


I.  B.  C.  BEGINS  TERM 

The  annual  opening  of  the  Bible 
department  of  the  International  Bible 
College,  Estevan,  Canada,  which  took 
place  October  21-23,  was  a  glorious 
success,  for  which  we  praise  God. 
Services  began  on  Friday  evening.  The 
entire  student  body  of  the  Northwest 
Bible  and  Music  Academy  of  Minot, 
North  Dakota,  chartered  a  bus  and 
attended,  and  with  their  talent, 
friendliness,  and  spirituality,  helped 
make  the  meetings  worth  while.  Rev. 
Glenn  C.  Pettyjohn,  president  of  the 
Northwest  Bible  and  Music  Academy, 
and  overseer  of  the  Churches  of  God 
in  North  and  South  Dakota,  delivered 
a  very  timely  and  inspiring  message 
on  Friday  evening. 

On  Saturday  afternoon,  Rev.  M.  G. 
McLuhan,  former  vice-president  of 
I.  B.  C.  and  now  a  Bible  instructor  at 
the  Northwest  Bible  and  Music  Acad- 
emy, delivered  an  inspirational  mes- 
sage. Saturday  evening  there  was  a 
grand  hour  and  a  half  of  music. 

Saturday  evening  and  Sunday  morn- 
ing Brother  Zeno  C.  Tharp,  our  As- 
sistant General  Overseer,  delivered 
two  of  the  most  interesting,  infor- 
mative, and  encouraging  messages 
that  we   have  heard  in  a  long  time. 

Sunday  afternoon  was  "I.  B.  C. 
Afternoon,"  and  the  convention  was 
concluded  on  Sunday  evening  with  a 
stirring  evangelistic  message  by  Mrs. 
Faye  Dyer,  member  of  the  faculty. 
Three  were  saved  and  one  filled  with 
the  Holy  Ghost  in  that  service.  They 
were  all  students  of  the  college. 

Some  other  results  of  the  services 
were:  several  hundred  dollars  raised 
for  the  school,  fifty-seven  subscrip- 
tions    to     our     Church     publications, 


CHILDREN'S  PAGE 

(Continued  from  page  17) 
it  looked  as  if  Miss  Bump  smiled  up 
at  her.  Suddenly,  it  dawned  on  the 
little  Chinese  girl  that  she  need  not 
be  afraid.  She  hugged  Miss  Bump  and 
smiled. 

When  Rosemary  went  to  bed  that 
night,  her  arms  seemed  to  ache  for 
Miss  Bump.  But  she  hugged  Miranda 
and  said,  "Jesus,  I  did  it— I  did  it!  I 
did  just  what  God  did!"  And  then  she 
fell  asleep.  I'm  sure  the  angels  were 
around  Rosemary's  bed  looking  loving- 
ly at  the  little  girl  who  had  given  her 
best. — L.  A.  MacGillivray,  in  The 
Christian,  London. 

ATTENTION,  PLEASE 
The  Editoral  and  Publica- 
tion Board  on  November  8  de- 
cided that  the  Y.  P.  E.  Pro- 
gram Lessons  are  to  be  con- 
tinued in  the  "Youth  and  Sun- 
day School  Workers'  Bulletin." 
Here  is  the  motion:  "Moved 
that  inasmuch  as  the  'Youth 
and  Sunday  School  Workers' 
Bulletin'  is  prepared  especial- 
ly for  the  Y.  P.  E.  and  Sunday 
School  directors,  that  the  pro- 
gram lessons  for  the  Y.  P.  E. 
services  be  retained  in  it,  and 
that  the  Bulletin  be  submitted 
for  discussion  at  the  next  gen- 
eral ordained  ministers'  con- 
ference.— Editor-in-Chief. 
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BOOK    REVIEWS 

All  books  reviewed  can  be  purchased  from 
the  Church  of  God  Publishing  House,  2502 
Montgomery  Avenue,  Cleveland,  Tenn. 


THE  STUDENT'S  COMMENTARY  ON  THE 
HOLY  SCRIPTURES,  by  George  Williams, 
1058   pages,   cloth   bound,   Kregel     .     .    $8.50 

I  am  enthusiastic  about  this  commentary. 
Not  because  I  agree  with  everything  in  it,  but 
because  it  is  so  obviously  the  product  of  de- 
vout authority.  Its  treatment  of  the  Scrip- 
tures is  logically  set  forth;  and  the  comments 
often  border  on  exposition.  This  makes  for 
good  reading;  not  leisurely  reading,  but  stim- 
ulating and  ponderable.  Some  of  the  com- 
ments refused  to  permit  me  to  enjoy  them 
alone,  but  sent  me  in  search  of  an  attentive 
ear  to  which  I  could  read  aloud.  The  com- 
mentary is  not  chopped  up  into  little  seg- 
ments as  many  such  works  are,  but  it  is  more 
or  less  chapter  by  chapter,  which  permits 
smooth,  connected  reading. 

While  this  is  the  first  American  edition  of 
the  book,  it  has  appeared  in  three  previous 
English  editions.  It  is  an  established  work, 
entirely  sound,  fundamental,  dispensational; 
it  is  described  as  "analytical,  synoptical,  and 
synthetical";  it  Is  not  ultra-critical,  but  still 
scholarly  and  provocative.  It  will  certainly 
become,  In  time,  an  American  favorite  one- 
volume  commentary.  Its  appeal  is  not  limited 
to  the  ministry,  but  it  will  be  useful  to  the 
teacher,    to    the   student,    and    In   the   home. 

To  me,  its  principal  weakness  is  the  author's 
treatment  of  water  baptism,  which  is  not 
exactly  the  accepted  interpretation.  But  on 
other  cardinal  evangelical  Christian  themes 
I  find  him  most  satisfying. 

A  SERIOUS  CALL  TO  A  DEVOUT  AND  HOLY 
LIFE,  by  William  Law,  introduction  by  J. 
V.  Moldenhawer,  353  pages,  cloth  bound, 
Westminster       $2.00 

What  a  pity  it  is  that  so  few  Christians  of 
today  are  acquainted  with  this  quaint  old 
volume.  It  Is  one  of  the  most  fascinating  de- 
votional books  ever  to  be  printed;  the  type 
of  book  you  will  want  to  explore  alone,  then 
share  with  a  friend,  and  finally  absorb  alone. 
Through  these  beguiling  pages  one  will  oc- 
casionally catch  a  sense  of  the  imagery  of 
John  Bunyan,  the  deep  reverence  of  Thomas 
a  Kempis,  and  the  satire  of  C.  S.  Lewis,  not 
enough  to  be  comparable,  perhaps,  but  just 
faint  traces  of  likeness.  In  its  overall  message 
it  most  certainly  is  comparable  to  these  and 
other  of  the  very  greatest  devotional  classics. 

The  spirit  of  the  volume  is  purely  devotion- 
al; its  call  is  vigorous.  No  one  can  really  read 
the  book  without  being  tremendously  in- 
fluenced by  it.  You  will  want  to  be  a  better 
Christian. 

THE  PSALMS,  translated  by  Ronald  Knox,  239 
pages,  cloth  bound,  Sheed  and  Ward  .  $2.25 
The  Psalms  formed  the  hymn  book  of  the 
Israelites.  They  were  poetry  and  music,  writ- 
ten to  be  sung.  This  new  translation  is  lucid 
and  beautiful,  but  it  follows  the  pattern 
of  most  translations  of  the  Psalms  by  being 
in  prose  rather  than  poetry.  We  still  wait  for 


a   translation   that   will   give   us   the   songs   of 
Israel   as  they   were  written   and  sung. 

Monsignor  Knox  did  not  translate  from  the 
Hebrew,  but  from  the  Latin,  with  reference 
made  to  the  Hebrew.  His  translation  has  a 
pleasant  rhythmic  beauty,  retaining  much  of 
the  charm  of  the  King  James  Version,  with- 
out its  archaic  Elizabethan  vernacular  that  is 
so  difficult  to  understand  today.  It  will  help 
in  an  appreciation  and  understanding  of  the 
Psalms,  and  should  be  used  by  students  of 
Old  Testament  literature. 

TRUTH  AGLOW,  by  Fred  M.  Weatherford, 
foreword  by  James  B.   Chapman,   147  pages, 

hard    covers,    Eerdmans $1.50 

Here  are  twelve  sermons  of  truth.  They 
follow  no  definite  order,  but  are  widely 
assorted,  covering  almost  as  many  themes  as 
there  are  sermons.  The  titles  are  promising; 
e.  g.,  "A  Moral  Storm  in  the  Rapids,"  "A 
Mobile  Gospel,"  "A  Forum  for  Youth  and 
Gray  Hairs,"  etc.,  and  the  sermons  fulfill 
the  promises  of  the  titles. 

The  author  is  a  prominent  pastor  of  twenty- 
five  years'  experience.  These  messages  reveal 
a  hard-hitting  type  of  ministry — he  is  forth- 
right and  sincere  in  his  sermon  on  tithes,  and 
on  hell,  and  other  subjects  where  some  preach- 
ers have  found  it  desirable  to  "ease  up." 
Such  sermons  are  always  appreciated  by  this 
reviewer. 

THE  SALT  OF  THE  EARTH,  by  George  W. 
Truett,  edited  by  Powhatan  W.  James,  191 
pages,  cloth  bound,  Broadman     .     .     .     $2.50 

This  is  the  fourth  volume  of  the  "Truett 
Memorial  Series,"  and  is  characterized  by  the 
same  inimitable  touch  that  makes  all  the  ser- 
mons of  the  late  Dr.  Truett  true  pulpit  mas- 
terpieces. The  works  of  this  great  Christian, 
beloved  the  world  over,  bear  the  stamp  of  his 
greatness,  and  are  a  reflection  of  himself.  No 
other  contemporary  sermons  are  able  to  equal 
the  influence  of  his. 

Fourteen  messages  are  included  in  this  vol- 
ume :  all  on  New  Testament  themes.  All  are 
practical  and  applicable  to  the  reader's  own 
life.  The  book  is  physically  uniform  with  the 
first  three  volumes  of  the  series,  which  series 
will  enhance  and  empower  any  Christian  li- 
brary, whether  in  the  home  or  in  the  church. 

ABC  STORIES  OF  JESUS,  by  Mildred  Speakes 
Edwards,  profusely  illustrated,  cloth  bound, 
Warner       $1.75 

As  the  title  suggests,  this  lovely  children's 
book  alphabetically  teaches  the  life  of  Jesus, 
thus:  "A  is  for  angels  who  sang  of  Jesus' 
birth";  "B  is  for  Baby  Jesus,  and  for  Beth- 
lehem, too."  Each  letter  in  the  alphabet  in- 
troduces a  brief  Bible  story  or  lesson,  with  an 
appropriate  rhyme  and  scripture  verse.  Each 
story  or  lesson  attractively  fills  one  full  page, 
and  facing  each  page  is  a  full-color  lithograph 
to  illustrate  the  story.  The  effect  is  very 
pleasant  for  the  primary  child,  and  those 
who  are  beginning  to  read  for  themselves.  It 
will  make  an   attractive  gift. 

— o — 
TEN  DAYS   TILL  HARVEST,   by  Elsie  BaU,  il- 
lustrated   by   Kurt   Werth,    128   pages,    cloth 

bound,  Abingdon-Cokesbury $1.75 

When  Nathan's  father  lost  his  Judean  farm 
through  the  deceitfulness  of  Josiah  and 
Shemei,  two  rich  men  who  became  richer  by 
oppressing  the  poor,  the  young  Hebrew  lad 
set  forth  to  seek  the  help  of  the  prophet 
Micah.  Much  adventure  lay  between  him  and 
the  prophet,  however.  He  was  kidnapped  by 
desert  brigands,  and  rescued  by  the  caravan 
of  Chief  Salem  of  Phoenicia.  The  story  has  a 
satisfying    conclusion,    but    not    until    Nathan 


has  had  much  adventure  and  excitement. 
Eventually,  he  found  Micah  in  Jerusalem, 
where  he  witnessed  violence  against  God's 
ouspoken  prophet — but  all  turned  out  well 
in  the  end. 

This  is  an  excellent  recreation  of  Judean 
manners  and  customs  and  spiritual  condition 
during  Micah's  lifetime,  written  for  children 
from  eight  to  fourteen.  However,  even  the 
parents  of  the  child  will  find  it  desirable  to 
read.  It  shows  the  hopelessness  of  the  poor, 
and  the  necessity  of  a  Saviour  to  denounce 
such  heartless  cruelty. 

— o — 
YOUNG    NATHAN,    by    Marion    Marsh    Brown, 
illustrated    by    Don    McDonough,    191    pages, 

cloth  bound,  Westminster $2.50 

The  name  of  Nathan  Hale  is  one  of  the 
brightest  stars  in  America's  firmament.  This 
is  a  faithful  and  touching  biography  in 
fiction — one  which  I  am  reluctant  to  classify 
as  a  young  people's  book,  for  I  feel  that  old 
and  young  alike  should  profitably  read  it. 
Nathan  Hale,  son  of  a  stern,  autocratic  deacon, 
reared  under  the  strict  Puritan  code,  student 
of  Yale  College,  schoolmaster,  patriot,  martyr 
— disappointed  in  love,  commended  by  George 
Washington,  devoted  to  God  and  His  Bible, 
ever  faithful  to  his  Christian  training — whose 
dying  words  were,  "I  only  regret  that  I  have 
but  one  life  to  lose  for  my  country." 

The  book  is  commendable  because  It  so 
vividly  reconstructs  a  bygone  day — a  day  re- 
freshing to  remember,  a  day  when  men  loved 
God  and  freedom  more  than  life  itself.  I  feel 
that  it  is  an  ennobling  experience  to  read 
this  life  story  of  one  whose  ambition  was  to 
prove  loyal  to  truth,  virtue,  and  the  cause  of 
right.  Some  readers  may  object  to  the  scene 
in  which  Nathan  was  initiated,  or  hazed,  by 
the  upperclassmen  at  Yale  by  being  forced 
to  smoke  a  pipe.  It  must  be  pointed  out  that 
it  was  not  the  desire  of  Nathan,  the  experience 
made  him  deathly  sick,  and  was  never  re- 
peated by  him;  the  incident  is  thus  shown  as 
a  vice  and  not  a  virtue. 

— o — 
MYSTERY  AT  SHADOW  MOUNTAIN,   by  Fred 
Meldau,    cloth    bound,    168    pages,    Zonder- 

van $2.00 

Shadow  Mountain  Lodge,  situated  in  the 
Colorado  Rockies,  is  the  center  of  activities 
for  Van,  Poke  (a  typical  Western  handy  man), 
and  Jim. 

The  events  leading  to  the  capture  of  an 
International  Ring,  which  was  conspiring 
against  the  United  States,  make  for  plenty 
of  action  and  suspense.  Your  interest  will  be 
kept  at  a  high  pitch  throughout  the  book 
until  this  notorious  ring  is  brought  to  justice. 
There  is  excitement,  a  bit  of  romance,  and 
a  spiritual  message  of  interest  to  all  young 
people.  C.C.H. 

— o — 
NOT   MY   OWN,   by   Ethel   Matson,   207   pages, 

hard     covers,     Revell $2.50 

Beginning  with  his  first  spiritual  awakening, 
this  story  tells  of  Vernon  Craig.  It  relates  his 
varying  experiences:  new-found  joy  in  accept- 
ing Christ,  zealous  witnessing  of  saving  grace, 
disappointment  of  unrequieted  love,  temporary 
turning  from  God  and  breakdown  of  morals, 
then  final  restoration  of  faith. 

This  book  should  find  an  audience  among 
the  young  people.  Though  perhaps  void  of 
any  special  intellectual  interest,  above  the 
surface  of  emotional  appeal  rises  a  genuine 
message  of  redemption  by  Christ,  exemplified 
in  the  lives  of  the  likable  characters,  Vernon 
Craig  and  Hester  Marchant,  who  discover 
through  shock  and  grief  the  ultimate  will  of 
God  for  their  future.  E.H. 

Please    turn    page  en^* 
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STORM  OF  DANCERWOOD,  by  Joseph  E.  Chip- 
perfield,     illustrated     by     Helen     Torrey,     308 
pages,    cloth    bound,    Longmans-Green.    $3.00 
Some    day    Storm    of    Dancerwood    will    find 
its  place  beside  such  favorites  as  Lassie  Come- 
Home;  Bob,  Son  of  Battle;  and  The  Call  of  the 
Wild,   for   it   is   one  of  the   finest   dog  stories 
I    have    ever    read.    It    is    essentially    a    boy's 
book — boys    who    love    nature    and    wild    life. 
Storm,  the  wolf    dog,  reverts  to  the  wild  state 
and  becomes  a  champion  of  God's  wild  crea- 
tures   which    are    constantly    preyed    upon    by 
God's  noblest  creation — man. 

The  descriptions  of  the  forests  are  superb; 
the  display  of  nature's  wonders  is  exhilarat- 
ing; the  revelations  of  wild-life  habits  are  in- 
teresting; the  narrative  itself  is  clean;  the 
reader's  love  and  appreciation  of  nature  will 
be  affirmed  by  every  page.  Every  lover  of  the 
fields  and  the  forests,  the  birds  and  the 
beasts,  the  open  air  and  the  flora  will  find 
contentment  here.  You  will  NOT  like  all  the 
PEOPLE  in  the  book,  nor  appreciate  all  their 
ways — but  you  will  like  Storm  and  his  animal 
friends.  And,  after  all,  it  is  really  their  book, 
and  the  few  human  characters  are  only  in- 
cidental  and   very  obscure. 

— o — 
BRIGHT  HORIZONS,  by  Albert  C.  Wycoff, 
hard  covers,  136  pages,  Zondervan  .  $1.50 
Energetic  young  Wade  Monroe  finds  life 
more  enjoyable  after  the  arrival  of  Donna 
Rae  to  the  small  community  of  Manoka.  These 
two  and  their  best  friends,  Dale  Carlson  and 
Edith  Newton,  share  many  happy  experiences 
until  tragedy  claims  the  life  of  Dale.  Clouds 
hang  low  over  the  lives  of  the  three  friends, 
but  not  for  long — for  the  Holy  Spirit  always 
has  a  bright  horizon  for  the  trusting  Chris- 
tian. C.C.H. 


THE  WEAK  MADE  STRONG 

(Continued  from  page  7) 

presence,"  he  says  in  his  diary,  which 
he  kept  until  a  week  before  his  death. 
Again,  "In  the  evening.  I  got  up,  but 
was  in  the  greatest  distress  that  ever 
I  endured,  having  an  uncommon  kind 
of  hiccough,  which  strangled  me;  and 
at  the  same  time  was  distressed  with 
griping  pains.  Oh,  the  distress  of  this 
evening.  I  had  little  expectation  of 
my  living  the  night  through,  nor  in- 
deed had  any  about  me,  and  I  longed 
for  the  finishing  moment.  My  soul 
breathed  after  God.  When  shall  I  come 
to  God,  even  to  God,  my  exceeding  joy? 
Oh,  for  His  blessed  likeness." 

Less  than  three  weeks  later,  David 
Brainerd  died  at  the  age  of  twenty- 
nine.  With  him  till  the  end  was  the 
young  woman  he  loved,  Jerushal  Ed- 
wards, eighteen-year-old  daughter  of 
Jonathan  Edwards.  Three  months  af- 
ter his  death,  her  body  was  buried  be- 
side his  in  Northampton. 

But  the  real  fruitfulness  of  Brain- 
erd's  ministry  had  only  begun.  As 
earnest  Christians  leafed  through  his 
journals,  many  were  mightily  stirred 
of  God.  Henry  Martyn  resolved  to  go 
as  a  missionary  to  India.  William 
Carey  was  spurred  on  in  his  work  by 
Brainerd's  diary.  Thomas  Coke,  who 
opened  the  first  Methodist  mission  in 
the  English  West  Indies,  points  to 
Brainerd's  journal  as  his  inspiration. 
Francis  Asbury  asked  that  Brainerd's 
life  be  made  known  to  every  minister 
under  him.  Samuel  Marsden,  first  mis- 
sionary to  New  Zealand,  consecrated 


himself  more  fully  to  God  after  read- 
ing the  diary  of  the  saintly  missionary 
to  the  Indians. 

John  Wesley  printed  and  distributed 
Brainerd's  life  in  abbreviated  form  to 
all  his  Methodist  societies.  When  asked 
what  he  would  suggest  as  impetus  for 
slacking  ministers,  he  replied,  "Let 
every  preacher  read  carefully  over  the 
life  of  David  Brainerd.  Let  us  be  fol- 
lowers of  him,  as  he  was  of  Christ,  in 
absolute  self-devotion,  in  total  deaf- 
ness to  the  world  and  in  fervent  love 
to  God  and  man." 

One  student  of  his  life  has  observed: 
"Because  of  his  habitual  prayerfulness 
and  meditation  and  his  determination 
not  to  let  physical  weakness  divert  him 
from  his  purpose  of  glorifying  God, 
two  hundred  years  after  his  death  he 
is  a  household  word  for  piety  and 
an  inspiration  for  service." 
(Selected  as  one  of  the  great  master- 
pieces of  Christian  literature,  "The 
Life  and  Diary  of  David  Brainerd"  was 
recently  published  by  Moody  Press  as 
the  fourth  in  its  series  of  Wycliffe 
Christian  Classics.  Based  upon  man- 
uscripts originally  compiled  and  pub- 
lished by  Jonathan  Edioards  in  1749, 
this  newest  Wycliffe  Christian  Classic 
loas  edited  by  Dr.  Philip  E.  Howard,  Jr., 
editor  of  the  "Sunday  School  Times," 
and  includes  an  introduction,  notes, 
and  helpful  comments  by  him.  This 
new  edition  is  available  from  Moody 
Press,  Chicago,  for  $3.50.) 


MARJORIE'S  CHRISTMAS 
SERVICE 

(Continued  from  page  5) 

others  began  to  come  by  two's  and 
three's. 

When  the  mission  superintendent, 
who  was  to  conduct  the  service,  failed 
to  appear,  Marjorie  feared  that  the 
audience  might  become  restless,  so 
she  rummaged  about,  found  some 
song  books,  and  stepping  to  the  plat- 
form, began  to  sing,  "All  Hail  the 
Power  of  Jesus'  Name."  She  was  glad 
that  so  many  were  familiar  with  the 
hymn  and  sang  lustily  if  not  too 
well.  Then  they  called  for  their  favor- 
ite hymns,  and  the  sing-song  contin- 
ued. At  three-fifteen  the  superintend- 
ent had  not  yet  appeared.  Offering 
a  silent  prayer  for  strength  and  guid- 
ance, Marjorie  decided  that  she  would 
have  to  substitute  until  he  came.  It 
would  not  do  to  have  these  people  dis- 
appointed. She  read  from  her  new 
Bible  the  Christmas  story,  while  most 
of  those  present  listened  with  polite 
interest. 

Then  she  began  to  speak  earnestly 
of  the  Saviour  who  was  born  in  a 
stable,  cradled  in  a  manger,  lived, 
suffered,  and  died  for  our  sins,  and 
who  had  been  resurrected  and  now 
lived  in  heaven.  As  she  went  on  with 
the  beautiful  narrative,  she  herself 
was  surprised  how  wonderfully  the 
blessed  Holy  Spirit  was  helping  her. 
Although  this  was  her  first  attempt 
at  telling  this  story  in  public,  the 
words  came  without  effort.  There 
were  moist  eyes  in  the  audience  be- 
fore she  had  spoken  ten  minutes. 

Just  as  she  was  in  the  midst  of  her 
story   and   was  telling  of  Jesus'   love 


for  sinners,  the  superintendent 
entered  softly.  Marjorie  was  so  en- 
grossed in  her  talk  that  she  did  not 
at  once  notice  her  parents  enter 
behind  him.  She  almost  forgot  her 
next  words  when  she  saw  them,  but 
quickly  rallied  and  went  on. 

The  superintendent  sat  down,  and 
motioned  to  her  to  continue.  An  invi- 
tation hymn  was  announced  after 
she  had  closed  the  talk,  and  several 
present  asked  for  prayer.  The  super- 
intendent then  took  charge,  at  the 
altar,  where  a  group  assembled  for 
prayer.  Marjorie  knelt  with  the  rest, 
her  heart  lifted  in  prayer  to  God  for 
her  parents.  Would  they  understand? 
Would  they  forbid  her  ever  to  come 
to  this  place  again?  Why  had  they 
come?  Were  they  angry  because  she 
had  "run  away"?  Many  other  disturb- 
ing thoughts  entered  her  mind  as 
she  knelt  there.  She  tried  to  cast 
them  upon  the  Lord,  asking  Him  to 
direct  and  take  full  charge  of  the 
situation.  When  she  finally  arose,  she 
was  surprised  and  delighted  to  find 
her  parents  had  knelt  with  the  others, 
too.  Their  radiant  faces  showed  that 
they,  too,  had  found  peace  in  that 
humble  place. 

"We  could  not  rest  until  we  had 
found  you,  Dear,"  her  mother  ex- 
claimed, "so  your  father  had  this 
gentleman   bring  us  here." 

"We  listened  to  your  talk  before 
we  entered,"  Mr.  Brownwell  said 
smiling,  "and  I  am  so  glad  we  did. 
We  had  no  idea  we  had  such  a  truly 
wonderful  daughter!" 

"And,  Dear,  we  shall  never  fail  to 
'understand'  again!"  her  mother 
promised. 

Marjorie  thanked  God  for  that 
Christmas  service! 


WHAT   IS   HIS   NAME? 
Earl  P.  Paulk 

OCTOBER  PRIZE  WINNER 

Mrs.  G.  C.  Allen 
Rome,  Georgia 
RULES:  A  cash  prize  of  $5.00  is  offered 
each  month  to  the  person  who  (1)  sells  the 
most  LIGHTED  PATHWAYS  and  (2)  pays 
for  the  papers  by  the  twentieth  of  the 
month.  Payment  for  each  month's  issue  is 
due  on  the  twentieth   of  that  same   month. 


ANSWER  TO  CROSSWORD 
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THE    BOY    FROM    NORTHFIELD 

By    Harry   Albus 

A  splendid  young  people's  biography 
of  the  greatest  of  all  American  evan- 
gelists, Dwight  L.  Moody.  It  deals  espe- 
cially with  the  youthful  period  of  his 
energetic  and  useful  life. 


We  will  send  you  the  two  books  described  above  ab- 
solutely free  when  you  join  the  Pathway  Book  Club  and 
purchase  the  first  club  selection,  described  below.  All 
members  who  join  before  January  1,  1950,  will  be  the 
charter  members.  Every  Christian  person  who  loves 
wholesome,  Christian  reading  should  take  advantage  of 
this  offer  today.  Every  Y.P.E.  or  young  people's  group 
should  join,  and  use  this  method  of  beginning  a  new  li- 
brary, or  of  maintaining  one  already  begun. 

YOU  DO  NOT  PAY  TO  JOIN 

WE  GIVE  you  these  free  books  for  joining.  Your  only 
obligation  is  to  purchase  at  least  four  during  the  year. 


THE   PEANUT  MAN 


By    Harry   Albus 

An  engaging  account  of  George 
Washington  Carver,  the  famous  Negro 
scientist  who  worked  hand  in  hand 
with  God  at  Tuskegee  Institute  in 
Alabama.  Popularly  written. 


WHAT  MEMBERSHIP   MEANS  TO   YOU 

1.  Free  membership.  No  dues. 

2.  Free— two  books  for  joining. 

3.  Free — one  book  for  every  four  regular  selec- 
tions, after  your  first  selection. 

4.  Free — subscription  to  The  Book  Path,  a  month- 
ly review  of  the  forthcoming  selection,  and  other  val- 
uable information  about  new  Christian  books. 

You  receive  two  free  books  with  your  membership 
and  first  selection.  After  that,  you  receive  a  free  book 
with  every  fourth  selection.  You  are  obligated  to  make 
only  four  purchases  a  year.  You  may  cancel  your  mem- 
bership any  time  after  making  four  selections. 


FIRST    SEIiECTIOn  ... 


A  STORV  of 

CHRISTIAN 
FAITH 


THE  CHOICE 

By    Paul   S.    Minear 
$2.00  to  members 

This  is  the  story  of  Clement  who  went  to  Rome 
immediately  after  Emperor  Nero  had  burned  the 
city.  While  in  The  Ancient  City,  Clement  heard  a 
strange  man  named  Peter  preach  about  a  Gali- 
lean named  Jesus.  Clement  investigated  the  new 
religion  and  became  a  Christian  himself — on  the 
night  many  Christians  were  killed  in  the  arena. 


This  is  a  powerful  book  of  faith.  It  is  set  in 
exciting  days,  and  describes  a  time  when  a  per- 
son's testimony  might  well  mean  his  life.  It  con- 
tains suspense,  adventure,  comfort  and  courage — 
it  describes  the  persecutions  of  the  Christians 
under  Nero,  and  shows  how  the  Christians  lived 
and  worshipped  in  those  harrowing,  yet  glorious 
days.  It  is  Christian  fiction  at  its  highest,  noblest 
peak.  The  Pathway  Book  Club  is  happy  to  an- 
nounce it  as  its  very  first  selection. 


HOW  THE  CLUB  WILL  OPERATE 
Each  month  the  four  judges  will  make  a  selection 
from  the  very  best  Christian  literature  printed.  This  se- 
lection must  meet  the  unanimous  approval  of  the  judges. 
Then  the  book  will  be  reviewed  and  described  in  The 
Book  Path,  which  will  be  sent  free  to  each  member.  The 
member  will  decide  whether  or  not  he  desires  the  book. 


If  so,  you  do  NOTHING,  it  will  come  automatically.  If 
you  do  NOT  want  the  selection,  you  simply  mail  in  the 
rejection  slip  that  will  be  attached  to  The  Book  Path. 
Each  book  you  select  will  come  to  you  at  the  regular 
cost,  and  must  be  paid  for,  plus  a  few  cents  for  postage, 
within  ten  days.  Two  books  unpaid  for  cancels  your 
membership,  until  the  balance  is  paid. 


PRESIDENT — 
Ralph  E.  Williams 

THE  JUDGES— 

Charles  W.  Conn,  Chairman 
Ella  Henderson 
Avis  Swiger 
R.  H.  Gause 

MANAGEMENT— 
A.  M.  Phillips 


Pathway  Book   Club 
522   Montgomery  Avenue 
Cleveland,  Tennessee 

Yes!  I  want  to  be  a  charter  member  of  the  Pathway  Book  Club.  Please  begin 
my  membership  by  sending  me  the  Club's  very  first  selection,  THE  CHOICE.  For  this 
membership  I  am  to  receive  THE  PEANUT  MAN  and  THE  BOY  FROM  NORTHFIELD 
absolutely   FREE. 

Name 


Undecided  ? 


The  students  pictured  above  aren't.  They  have  learned  that  Lee  College  has  the  answer.  If  you  want  an  easy 
time  under  teachers  who  don't  have  any  interest  in  you  and  with  persons  who  believe  in  having  a  good  time  all  the 
time,  don't  come  to  Lee  College.  It  is  not  the  place  for  you,  BUT  if  you  want  sound  academic  training  in  a  Christian 
school  with  Christian  students  and  under  Christian  teachers  who  have  your  personal  interest  at  heart,  come  to  Lee 
College,  for  it  is  the  place  for  you. 

•     Standard  approved  four-year  High  School 

•     Three-year  course  in  Religious  Education 

•     Standard   approved  Junior  College   work 

•     All  courses  approved  by  V.A.  for  training  of  Veterans 

For  further  information  write:   Registrar,   Lee  College 
We  aim   to   serve! 


A  CHRISTIAN  COLLEGE  THAT  PUTS    "first  things  first" 


CC  GOIlbEGE    Cleveland,  Tennessee 


LEE  COLLEGE  L I SR  ARY 
CLE  VEL AND  ,  TENN. 


J  L. 

PENTECOSTAL  RESOURCE  CENTER 


3  1838  00146  8988       A/  O 
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